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PROLOGUE. 


Jos, Luck yet ſend us, and a little it 
Will ſerve, to make our Play hit; 
( According to the Palates of the Seaſon) 
Here is Rhyme, not empty of Reaſon, 
This we were bid to credit, from our Poet, 
ft hoſe true Scope, if you would now it, 
In all his Poems ſtill hath been this Meaſure, 
To mix Profit with your Pleaſure; . "Es 1643 
And not as ſome (whoſe Throats, their Envy failing , 
Cry hoarſly, All he writes is Railing : . 
And. when his Plays come forth, think they can flout them, 
With ſaying, he was a Year about them. | 
To theſe there needs no Lie, but this his Creature, 
Which was two Months ſince no Feature; : 
And, though he dares give them five Lives to inthd it, 
Is known, five Wieks fully penn d it: 
From his own Hand, without a Coradjutor,  ' 
Novice, Journey- man, or Tutor; 7 
Yet thus much I can give you, as a Token - 
O his Plays Worth, no Eggs are broken, 
Nor quakieg Cuſtards with fierce Teeth affrighted, 
Wherewith your Rout are ſo delighted; | 
Nor hales he in a Gull, old Ends reciting, 13} 
To flop Gaps in his looſe Writing ; 
With ſuch a deal of monſtrous and forc'd Action, 
As might make eth lem a Faction: | 
Nor made he his Plays for Feſts ſtol'n from each Table, 
But makes Jeſts to fit his Fable; 
And ſo preſents quick Comedy refined, 
As beſt Criticks have deſigned : 
Phe Laws of Time, Place, Perſons, he ob ſerveth, 
From no needful Rule he ſwerveth. 
All Gall and Coppreſs from his Ink he draineth, 
Only alittle Salt remaineth. 
Therewith hell rubyour Cheeks, till(Red with Laughter) 


They ſhall look freſh a Week after. 
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V Olpone, 4 gfe 

| Moſca, his Paraſite. 
Voltore, an Advocate. | 
Corbaccio, an ol Semlemun. I 
Corvino, a Merchant. | 
Avocatori, four Magiſtrates. 

| Notario, the Regiſter. 
Nano, a Dwarf. . ” 
Caſtrone, an Eunuch. 
Politick Would be, a Knight, 
Peregrine, a Gentleman Tuveller. 
Bonario, 4 young Gentleman. | f 
Fine Madac wee l. ui. 
Celia, the Merchant's Wife, 
Commandadori, Officers. 
Mercatori, three Merchants. | 2 
Androgyno, a Hermaphrodite. FN 
Servitore, 4 Servant. rue 

Grege. Women. 
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The ARGUMENT. 


V olpone, childleſs, rich, 1 ſick, deſbairs, 

O Fers his State to Hopes of ſeveral Heirs, N 1 
L ies languiſhing : His Paraſite receives 

P _ of all, aſſures, deludes ; then weaves 

O ther croſs Plots, which ope themſelves, are told; | 

N ew Tricks for ſafety are fought ; they thrive : When bold; 
E ach tempts th' other again, and all areſold. | 


ACT I SCENE I. 


3 Voipone, Moſea, | 
Ood Morning to the Day; and next, my Gald, | 
Open the Shrine, that I may fee my Saiat. * 
* World's Soul, and mine! more glad 
Ntrbe teeming Earth to ſee the long d for Sun | 
; Peep through the Horns of the celeftial Ram. d 
\m I, to view thy Splendor; darkving his; A 
bat lying here, amongſt my at her Hoards,' 

Shew'ſt like a Flame by Night. os like the Dry 
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Struck out of Chaos, when all Darkneſs fled 
Unto the Center. O thou Son of Sol, 

(But brighter than thy Father) let me kiſs, 
With Adoration, thee, and eyery Relick 

Of ſacred Treaſure in this bleſſed Room. 

Well did wiſe Poets by thy glorious Name 
Title that Age which they would have the beſt; 
Thou being the beſt of things, and far tranſcending 
All Stile of Joy, in Children, Parents, Friends, 
Or any other waking Dream on Earth. 

Thy Looks when they to Venus did aſcribe, 

They ſhould have given her twenty thouſand Cufids ; 
Such are thy Beauties and our Loves! dear Saint, 
Riches, the dumb God, that giv'ſt all Men Tongues, 
That can ſt do nought, and yer mak ſt Men do all Things; 
The Price of Souls; even Hell, with thee to boot, 

Is made worth Heav'n. Thou art Virtue, Fame, 
Honour, and all things elſe. Who can get thee, 
Ee ſhall be noble, valiant, honeſt, wiſe 

Moſ. And what he will, Sir. Riches are in Fortune 

A greater Good, than Wiſdom is in Nature. 

Vol. True, my beloved Moſea. Yet | glory 

More in the cunning Purchaſe of my Wealth, 

Than in the glad Poſſeſſion, ſince I gain 

Nocommen way; I uſeno Trade, no Venture; 

I wound no Earth with Plow-flarcs, I tat no Beaſts; 

To feed the Shambles; have no Mills for Iron, 

Oyl, Corn, or Men, to grind em into Powder :. 

I blow no ſubtil Glaſs, expoſe no Ships 

To Threatnings of the furrow-faced Sea; 

I turn no Montes inthe publick Bank, 

Nor Uſure private. Mof. No. Sir, nor devour 

Salt Prodigals. You ſhall ha* ſome wili{walloww- * ©. 
A melting Heir as glibly as your Duteh EM 
Will Pills of Butter, and ne'er purge for't; 

Tear forth the Fathers of poor Families 

Out of their Beds, and coffin them alive 

In ſome kind claſping Priſon, where their Bones 
May be forth· coming, when the Fleſh is rotten: 
But your ſweet Nature doth abhor theſe Courſes; 
Lou loath the Widows or the Orphans Tears 
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Should waſh your Pavements, or their piteous Cries 
Ring in your Roofs, and beat the Air tor Vengeance. 
Vol. Right, Moſca, Idoloath it. Moſ. and be ſides, Sir, 
You are not like a Threfher, that doth ſtand 
With a huge Flail, . a Heap of Corn, 
And, hungry, dares not taſte the {ſmalleſt Grain, 
But feeds on Mallows, and ſuch bitter Herbs; 
Nor like the Merchant, who hath fild his Vaults 
With Romagnia, and rich Candian Wines, 
Let drinks the Lees of of Lombards Vinegar : 
You will not lie in Straw, whillt Mo hs and Worms 
Feed on your ſumptuous Hangings and ſoft Eeds. 
You know the Uſe of Riches, and dare give now 
From that bright Heap, to me, your poor Obſer ver, 
Or to your Dwarf, or your Hermaphrodite, 
Vour Eunuch, or what other houſhold Trifle 
Your Dieaſure al os Maint'nance 
Vol. Hod thee, Mo ca. 
Take ot my Hand; thou ſtrik'ſt on Truth imall, 
And they are envious term thee Paraſite. | 
Call forth my Dwarf, my Eunuch, and my Fool, 
Andiet'em make me Sport. What ſhould I do, 
But cocker up my Genius, and live free | 
To all Delights my Fortune calls me to? | 4 
IT haveno Wite, no Parent, Child, Allie, 
To give my Subſtance to; but whom I make 
Muſt be my Heir; and this makes Men obſerve me: 
This draws new Clients daily to my ouſe, 
Women and Men, of every Sex and Age, 
That bring me Preſents, ſend me Plate, Coin, Jewels, 
With hope that when I die (which they expect 
Each greedy Minute) it ſhall then return = 
Ten-fold upon them; while ſome, covetous 
Above the reſt, ſee to eogroſs me whole, 
And counter-work the one unto the other, 
Contend in Gifts, as they would ſeemin Love: 
All which I ſuffer, playing with their Hopes, 
And am content to coin '*em into Profit, 
And look upon their Kindneſs, and take more, 
And look on that; ſti.lbearing them in hand, | 
A 4 Letting 


hs The FOX. 

Lettingthe Cherry knock againſt their Lips, 

And draw it by their Mouths, and back again. How now ! 
Nano, Androgyno, Caſtrone, Volpone, Moſca. 


| Nan. Now Room for freſh Gameſters, who do will you At 
to know, | = 
They do bring you neither Play, nor Univerſity Show; . 


And therefore do entreat you,thatwhatfoever they rehearſe, 
May not fare a whit the worſe, for the falſe Pace of the Fe 
Verſe, 


If you wonder at this, you will wonder more ere we paſs; T 
For know, here is inclos'd the Soul of Py:hagoras, 10 
That Jugꝑgler divine, as hereafter ſhall follow ; 
Which Soul (faſt and looſe, Sir) came firft from Apollo, 4 


And was breath'd into Ethalides, Mercurius Bis Son, 
Where it had the Gift to remember all that ever was 
done. | 
From thence it fled forth, and made quick Tranſmigration 
-. To Goldy-lockt Euphorbus, who was kild in good 
Faſhion, 
At the Siege of old Troy, by the Cuckold of Sparta. 
Her motimus was next (| find it iw my Churra) 
To whom it did paſs, where no ſooner it was miſſing. 
But with one Pyrrhus of Delos it learn'd to goa fiſhing 3 
And thence did it enterthe Sophiſt of Greece. | 
From Pythagore, ſhe went intoa beautitul Piece, 
Hight Aſpacia, the Meretriæ; and the next Toſs of her 
Was again of a Whore ſhe became a Philoſopher, 
Crates the Cynick, (as it ſelt doth relate it) 


Sin. e Kings, Knights, and Beggars, Knaves, Lords, and An 
Pools get it, | 5 5 
eſides Ox and Aſs, Camel, Mule, Goat; and Froc k, Th 
In all which it hath ſpoke, as in the Cobler's Cock, | 

þ But I come not here todifeourſe of that Matter, N 
| Or his One, Two, or Three, or his great Oath, By Quater, » 
'F His Muficks, his Trigon, his golden Thigh, | pe 


Or his telling how Elements ſhift; but | * 
Would ask, how of late thou haſt ſuffered Tranflation, | 
And fhifted thy Coat in theſe Days of Reformation? 

And. Like one of the Reformed, a Fool, as you ſee, v 

Counting all old Doctrine Hereſce. bo N 
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an. But en on thine owa foxbid Meats haſt thou ven- 
= - „ 
And. On Fiſh, when firſt a Caribuſias L enter d. 
an. Why, then thy dogmatical Silence hath left thee? 
And. Of that an obſtreperous Lawyer bereft me. 
an. O «>a Change! When Sir Lawyer ſorfook- 
thee, 
For Pythagore's ſake, what Body then took thee ? 
Ind. A good dull Moyl. Nan. And how | by that means 
Thou wert brought to allow of the eating of Beans? 
lud. Yes. Nan, But from the Moyl into whom didſt 
thou pals ? | 
And. Into 5 very ſtrange Beaſt, by ſome Writers calbd- 
an Als; EN 
3y others, a preciſe, pure, illuminateBrother;. 
Of thoſe devour Fleſi, and ſometimes one another; 
\nd will drop you forth a Libel, or a ſanctiſied Lie, 
Betwixt every Spoonful of a Nativity-Pie. 
an. Now quit thee, for Heaven, of that profane Nation 
And gently report thy next Tranſmigration. 
And. 70118 {ame that Iam, Nan. A Creature of De- 
ight? - | 
And (what is more than a Fool) an Hermaphrodite q 
Now pr'ythee, ſweet Soul, in all thy Variation, 
W hich Body wouldſt thou chuſe, to keep up thy Statiand 
And. Troth, this I am in; even here would I tarry, 
Nan. Cauſe here the Delight of each Sex thou canſt 
vary? | | 
And. Alas, "hoſe Pleaſures be ſtale and forſaken; 
No, tis your Fool wherewith Iam ſo taken, 
The only one Creature that I can call bleſſed; 
For all other Forms] have prov'd moſt diftreſſeds- 
Nan, . Spoke true, as thou wert in Pythagoras ſtill. 
This learned Opinion we celebrate will, | 
Fellow Eunuch, (as behoves us) with all our Wit and Art- 
To dignifie that whereof our ſelves are ſo great and: 
ſpecial a Part. | | 
Vol. Now very, very pretty: Moſea, this 
Was thy Invention? MA. If it pieaſe my Patron, 
Not elſe. Vol. It doth, good Maſca. 
Mof. Then it was, Sir. | 
| Ag; SQN Ga 
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TOOLS, they are the only Nation 
. Worth Mens Envy or Admiration; 
Free from Care, or Sorrow-taking, 
Selves and others merry making: 
All they ſpeak or do is Sterling. 
Your hool he is 20ur Great Man's Darling, 
And your Ladies Sport and Pllaſure; 
Tongue and Babble are his Treaſure. 
Een his Face begetteth.Laughter, | 
And he ſpeaks Truth free from Saughter; 
He's the Grace of every Feaſt, 
And {ſometimes the chiet-ſt Gucſt; 
Hath his Trencher and his Stool, 
When Wit waits upon the Fool. 
O, who would nut be 
He, he, he? 
One knocks without. : 
Vol. Who's that? Away, look, Moſca. 
Mof.: Fool, be gone, tis Signior Voltore the Advocate, 
I know _—_ his Knock, dars Fetch me my Gown, 
My Furs, and Night-caps; ſay, my Couch's changing: 
And let him Es himſelf : while MR = 
Without i' th Gallery. Now, now, my Clients 
Begin their Viiitation! Vulture, Kite, 
Raven, Gorcrow, allmy Birds of Prey, 
That think me turning Carcaſs, now they come: 
I anvnot tor 'tm yet. Hownow ? the News? 
Meſ. A Piece of Plate, Sir. 
Vol. Of what Bigneſs? Me,. Huge, 
Maſſie, and Antique, with your Name inſcrib'd, 
And Arms engraven. Vol. Good! and not a Fox 
Stretch d on the Earth, with finc deluſive Sleights, | 
Mocking a gaping Crow ? ha, Maca? Meſ. Sharp, Sir. 
„ Vol. Give me my Furs. Why doſt thou laugh fo, Man 
| Mof. cannot chuſe, Sir, when ; 
What Thoughts he has (without) now, as he walks: 
That this might be the laſt Gift he ſhould give; 
That this would fetch you; if you died to- day, 
And gave him all, what he ſhould be to-morrow; 
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What large Return would come of all his Venters; 
How he ſhould worſhipp'd be, and reverenc'd; _ 
Ride, with his Furs, and Foo:-clothes;. waited on 
By Herds ot Fools, and Clients; have clear way 
Made tor his Moile, as letter d as himſelt; 
Be calbd the great, and learned Advocate: 
And then concludes, there's nought impoſſible, 
Vol. Yes, to be learned, Moſca. M.. O, no: rich 
Implies it. Hood an Als with reverend Purple, 
So you can hide his two ambitibus Ears, 
And he ſhall paſs for a Cathedral Doctor. : | 
Vl. My Caps, my Caps, good Moſes; fetch him in. 
M of. Stay, Sir, your Ointment for your Eyes. | 
Vol. That's true: | 
Diſpatch, diipatch : I long to have poſſeſſion 
Of my nw Preſent. Meof, That, and thouſands more, 
1 hope, to ſee you Lord of. Vol. Thanks, kind Mſca. 
Aoſ. And that, when J am loſt in blended Duſt, 
And hundred ſuch as I am, in Succeſſion | 
Vol. Nay, that were too much, Moſca. - 
Moſ. You ſhall live, 
Still, to delude theſe Harpies. Pol. Loving Moſea, - 
"Tis well, my Pillow now, and let him enter. 
Now, my feign'd Cough, my Phthiſick, and my Gout, 
My Apoplexy, Palſie, and Catarrhs, x 
Help, with your forced Functions, this my Poſture, 
Wherecin, this three year, I have milk'd their Hopes. 
He comes, I hear him (uh, uh, uh, uh.) O. 
WW 7 Meſca, Voltore, Volpore. 
Mof. You ſtill are, what you were, Sir. Only you 
(Of all the reſt) are he, commands his love: 
And you do wiſely, to preſerve it thus, 
With early Viſitation, and kind Notes 
Ot your. good meaning to him, which, I Know. 
Cannot but come moſt grateful. Patron, Sir, 
Here's Signior Voltore is come Hol. What ſay you? 
Atef. Sir, Sig nior Voltore is come, this Morning, 
To viſit you. Vol. I thank him. Aff And hath brought 
A Piece of antique Plate, bought of S. Mark, 3 | 
With which 1 ca pieſents you, Fel. He is wekome 
Pray 
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Pray him, to come more often. Ao. Les. 

Volt. What ſays he? 

Mſ. He thanks you, and deſires you ſee him often; 

Fol. Mofez. Moſ. My Patron? 

Vol. Bring him near, where is he? 

Ilong to feel his Hand. Moſ. The Plate is he re, Sir. 

Volt. How fare you, Sir ? | 

Vol. Ithank you, Signior Voltore, 

Whereis the Plate? mine Eyes are bad. Volt. I'm ſorry: 
To ſee you ſtill thus weak. . That he is not weaker, 
Vol, Youare too mun ficent. 
eit. No; Sir, would to Heaven, 
I could as well give Health to you, as that Plate. 

Vol. You give, Sir, what you can. I thank you. Your: 
Hath Taſte in this, and ſhall not be unanſwer'd. (Love 
I pray you ſee me often. Volt. Les, 1 ſhall, Sir. 

Fel. Be not far fi om me: 

Aof. Do you obſer ve that, Sir? | 

Vol. Hearken unto me ſtill: It will concern you. 

Af. You are a happy Man, Sir, know your Good. 

Fol. |] cannot now laſt lon | 

(Mof. You are his Heir, Sir. - 

„Poli. Am 1?) Vel. I feel me going, (uh, ub, ub, uh.) 
Fam failing to my Port, (uh, uh, uh, uh?) 
And I am glad, I am ſo near my Haven. 
Mof. Alas, kind Gentleman, well, we muſt all go 

Volt. But Moſca —Moſ. Age will conquer. 

Volt. Pry*thce, hear me. | | 
Am! inſcrib d his Heir, for certain? Moſ. Are yau.? 
1 do beſeceh you, Sir, you will vouchſate 
To write me i yout Family. All my Hopes, 
Depend «pon your Worſhip. Im loſt, 

Except the citing Sun do ſhine on me. 
Volt. It ſhall both ſhine, and warm thee, Moſea;. 
Maſ. Sir, 

Tam a Man, that bave not done your Love 

All the worſt Offices: here I wear your Keys, 

ee a'l your Coflers, and your Caskets ockt, 

Keepthe poor inventory of your Jewels, 

You Plate, and Montes; l'm your Steward. Sir, 

Husband your Goods here. Polt. But am I ſole Heir? Fe 
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. Without a Partner, Sir, confirm'd this Morning:; 
2 is warm yet, and the Ink fcarce dry « 
Jponthe Parchment. Vole. Happy, happy, me! 
By what good Chance, ſweet Meſca? 
Moſ. Your Deſert, Sir; 

Lknow no ſecond Cauſe. Volt. Thy Modeſty 
Is loth to know it; weil, e ſhall requite it. 

Moſ. He ever lik/'d your Courſe, Sir; that firſt toak him. 
Loft have heard him fay, how he admir'd | 
Men of your large Frofeſſion, that could ſpeak 
To every Cauſe, an: things meer Contraries, . 

Till they were hoa ſe per yet all be Law; 0 
That, with moſt quic Kagilicy, could turn, 
And re-turn; make Knots, and undo them; 

Give ftork+:d Counſel rake provoking Gold 

On either Hand, and put it up: Theſe Men, 

He knew, would thrive, with their Humility. . 

And (for his part) he thought, he ſhould be bleſt 

To have his Heir of ſuch a ſuffering Spirit, 

So wile, ſo grave, of ſo perplex da Tongue, 

And loud withal, that could not wag, nor ſcarce 

Lye till, without a Fee: when every Word 

Your Worſhip but lets fall, is a Cechine! 


[ Another knocks; 
Who's that? one knocks, IT would not have you ſeen, Sir. y 
And yet 


pretend you came, and went in Haſte ;. 
Fil ſaſhion an Excuſe. And, gentle Sir, | 
When you do come to ſwim; ingolden Lard, 
Up to the Arms, in Honey, that your Chin 
Is born up ſtiff, with Fatneſs of the Flood, 
Think on your Vaſſal; but remember me: ; 
I ha' not been your worſt of Clients. Volt. Moſtn— 
Mof. When will you have your Inventory brought, Sir ? 
Or {ce a Copy of the Will? (anon) 
II bring e m to you, Sir. Away, be gone, 
Put Buſineſs i your Face, Vol. Excellent Meſca: 
Come hither, let me kiſs thee, 
Moſ. Keep you ſtill, Sir. 
Here is Corbaccio. Vol. Set the Plate away, 
The Vulture's gone, and tlie old Raven's come. 


- Moſes, 


— 


Stend there, and multiply. Now, ſhall we ſee 


Than this can feign to be; yet hopes to hop 
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ö Moſca, Corbaccio, Volpone. 
* Mo. Betake you, to your Silenee, and your Sleep: 


A Wretch who is (indeed) more impotent, 


Over his Grave. Signior Corbaccio! 
Yo' are very welcome, Sir. 
Corb. How do's your Patron? 
Mof. Troth, as he did, Sir; no amends; 
_ Corb, What? mends he? 
Moſ. No, Sir: he is rather worſe. . 
Corb That's well. Where is he? 1 
Moſ. Upon his Couch, Sir, newly fall'n aſleep. 
os Do's he (lcep well? i * 
Mof. No wink, Sir. all this Night: 
Nor yeſterday ; but ſlumbers. 
Corb. Good! He ſha'l take 
Some Counlel of Phyſicians: I have brought him 
An Opiate here, from mine own Do@or—- . 
Moſ. He will not hear of Drugs. 
Corb. Why? I my ſelf | | 
Stood by, while 'twas made; faw all th' Ingredients: 


And know, it cannot but moſt gently work, 


My Life for his, tis but to make him ſleep. 
Vol. I, hislaſt Sleep, if he wou'd take it. Mof. Sir, 
He has no Faith in Piyfick, Cor.”*Say you? 'ſay you? 
Mof. He has no Faith in Phyſick: he do's think, 
Moſt of your Doctors are the greater Danger, 
And worſe Diſcaſe, t' eſcape. I often have 
Heard him proteſt, that your Phyſician 
Should never be h's Heir. Cord. Not I his Heir? 
Moſ. Not your Phyſician, Sir. Corb. O, no, no, no, 
Ido not mean it. Moſ. No, Sir, nor their Fees 
He cannot brook : he ſays, they flay a Man, 
Before they kill him. Carb. Right, I do conceive you. 
Mof. And then, they do it by Experiment; 
For wh ch the Law not only doth abſolve em, 
But gives them great Reward : and, he is lorh 
To hire his Death, ſo. Corb. it is true, they kill, 
With as much Licenſe as a Judge. Aal. Nay, more; 
For he but Kills, Sir, where the Law condemns, q 
An 
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And theſe can kill him too. Corb. I, or me; 
Or any Man, How do's his Apoplex? 
Is that ſtrong on him ſtill ? A Moſt violent, 
His Speech is broken, and his Eyes are ſer, 
His Face drawn longer, than 'twas wont 

Corb, How ? how ?- 
Stronger, than he was wont? Mo. No, Sir: his Face 
Drawn longer than *'twas wont. Corb. O, good, 

Mof. Hs Mouth 
Is ever gaping, and his Eye-lids hang. Corkh. Good. 

Moſ. A treezingNumbnels ſtiffeus al his Joints, - ' 
And makes the Colour of his Fleſli like Lead. 

Covb. *Tis good. 

Moſ. His Pulſe beats flow, and dull. 

Corb. Good Symptoms ſtil.. 

M of. And trom his Brain 

Gorb. Ha? how? not from his Brain? 

Mof. Yes, Sir, and from his Brain 

(Corb. I conceive you, good) 

Moſ. Flows a cold Sweat, with a continual Rhume, 
Forth the reſolved Corners of his Eyes. 

Corb. 1s't paſlible? yet Iam better, ha! 
How do's he, with the ſwimming of his Head? 

ns Oh, Sir, tis paſt the Scotomy; he now 
Hati loſt. his Feeling, and hathleft to ſnort: 
You hardly can perceive him, that he breaths, . 

Corb. Excellent, excellent, ſure I ſhall out- laſt him: 
This makes me young again, a Score of Years. 

Mof. I wasa coming for you, Sir. 

Cerò Has he made his Will?“ 
W hat has he giv'n me? A. No, Sir. Corb. Nothing? ha? 

Moſ. He has not made his Will, Sir. Corb. Oh, oh, oh, 
What then did Voltore, the Lawyer, here? 

Moſ. He {melt a Carcaſs, Sir, when he but heard 
My Maſter was about his Teſtament ; . 
Az I did urge him to it, for your God 

Corb. He came unto him, did he? 1 thought 1a.. . 

Mof. Ves and preſented him this Piece of Plate. 

Corb. To be his Heir? 

Meſ I do not know, Sir. Corb. True, 
| Iknow it too. Hof. By your own Scale, Sir,. 
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Corb. Well, | 
T ſhall prevent him, yet. See Moſca, look, 
Here, I have brought a Bag of bright Cecchines, 
Will quite weigh down his Plate. 
Mof. Lea, marry, Sir. 
This is true Phyſick, this your ſacred Medicine; 
No talk of Opiates, to this great Elixir. ; 
Corb, Tis aurum palpabile, if not potabile. 


It ſhall be miniſter's to him, in his Bowl. 


Corb. I, do, do, do. A/ Moſt bleſſed Cordial. 
This will recover him. Corb. Yes, do, do, do. 

Ma,. I think it were not beſt, Sir. 

Corb What? Meaſ. To recover him. 

Corb. O, no, no, no; by no means. 

Aof. Why, Sir, this 
Will work ſome ſtrange effect, if he but feel it. 

Corb. *Tis true, therefore torbear, I'll take my ven 
Give met again. Maſ. At no Hand; parden me; 
You ſhali not do your ſelf that wrong, Sr. I 
Wil: fo adviſe you, you ſhall have it all. 

Corb. How ? 

Moſ. All, Sir, *tis your right, your own; no Man 
Can claim a Part: tis yours, without a Rival, 
Decreed by deſtiny. Corb. How? how, good Meſca? 

Mof. I'Il tell you, Sir. This fit he ſhall recover. 

Corb, I do conceive you. 

And, on firſt Advantage 
Ot his gain'd Senſe will I re-importunehim- 
Unto the making of his Teſtament, 
And ſhew him this. Corb, Good, good. 

Xof. Tis better yet, 


1 you will hear, Sir. Cor. Yes, wirh all my Heart. 


Moſ. Now would I counſel you, make home with ſpeed; 
There, frame a Will; whereto you ſhall inferibe \ 
My Maſter your ſole Heir. Corb. Ard difinherit 
My Son? Meſ.-O, Sir, thebetter: for that Colour 
Shall make it much more taking. Corb. O, but colour? 
Moſ. This will, Sir, you ſhall ſend it unto me. 
Now, when I come to in force (as I will do) 
Your Cares, your Watchings, and jour many Prayers, 
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And laſt, produce your Will; where (without thought, 
Or leaſt regard, unto your proper Iflue; 
A Son ſo brave, and highly meriting) 
The ſtream of your diverted love hath thrown you 
Upon my Maſter, and made him your Heir: 
He cannot be fo ſtupid, or ſtone- dead, 
But out of Conſcience, and meer Gratitude -—— 
Corb, He muſt prenounce me his? 
Mof. Tis true. Corb, This Plot 
Did I think on before. Moſ. I do believe it. 
Corb. Do yeu not believe it? Mof. Yes, Sir. 
Corb. Mine own project. | 
Mo. Which when he h:th done, Sir 
Corb. Publiſhed me his Heir ? | 
Moſ. And you ſo certain, to ſurvive him Corb. I. 
Moſ. Being ſo luſty a Man Corb. Tis true. 
NMoſ. Ves, Sir ä 
Corb. I thought on that too, See, how he ſhould be 
The very O gen, to expreſs my thoughts! 
Moſ. Lou have not only done your ſelf a god 
Corb. But multiplied it on my Son. Mo. Tis right, 
Sir. 
Corb. Still, my invention. Mf. Laſs, Sir, Heaven 
(knows, 


It hath been all my ſtudy, all my care, 
(e'en grow grey withal) how to work things 
Corb. I do conceive, ſweet Mofta. Meſ. You are be,. 
For whom | labour here. Corb. I do, do, do: 
I'll ſtraight about ir. Ae, Rook go with you, Raven, 
Corb. | know thee honeſt. 
| Mecſ. Vou do lie, Sir Corb. And 
Mof. Your know edge is no better than your Ears, Sir. 
Corb. I do not doubt, to be a Father to thee. 
Moſ. Nog I to gull my Brother of his Hleſſing. 
Corb. I may ha my youth reſtor'd to me, why not? 
Mof. Your Worſhip is a precious Als —— 
Corb. What {ay'ſt thou? 


Mof. I do deſire your Worſhip, to make haſte, Sir. . 
Corb. *Tis done, tis done, I go. Volp. O, 1 ſhall burſt ;. 

Let out my ſides, let out my ſides — Ms. Contain 

Your fluxof laughter, Sir.; you know, this hope 
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Is ſueb abait, it covers any Hook. 
Volp. O, butthy working, and thy placing it? 
I cannot hold; good Raſcal, let me kit; thee : 
I never knew thee, in ſo rarc a humour. 
Mef. Alas, Sir, I but do, as Iam taught; 
Follow your grave inſtructions; give em words; 
Pour Oyl into their Ears: and ſend them hence. 
Yolp. Tis true, tis true. What a rare puniſhment 
Is avarice, to it ſelt? Moſ. I, with our help, Sir. 
Volp. So many cares, ſo many maladies, 
So many fears attending on Old-Age, 
Vea, death, ſo often call'd on, as no wiſh 
Can be more frequent with' em, their Limbs faint, 
Their Senſes dull, their Seeing, Hearing, Going, 
All drad before them; yea, their very Teeth, 
Their Inſtruments of eating, failing them: 
Yet this is reckon'dlife ! Nay, here was one, 
Is no gone home, that wiſhesto live longer! 
Feels not his Gout, nor Palſie, fains himſelf 
Younger, by {cores of Years, flatters his Age, 
With confident belying it, hopes he may 
With Charms, like Æſon, have his Youth reſtor'd : 
And with theſe thoughis ſo battens, as it Fate, 
Would be as eaſily cheated on, as he, 
And all turns Air / Who's that there, now a third? 
[ Another knocks, 
Mof. Cloſe, to your Couch again: I hear his Voice. 
It is Corvino, our ſpruce Merchant. Volp. Dead. 
Mof. Another bout, Sir, with your Eyes. Who's there? 
Moſca, Cor vino, Voipone. 
Moſ. Signior Corvino! come moſt wiſht for! O, 
How happy were you, if you knew it, now! 
Corv. Why? what? wherein? 
Mof. The tardy Hour is come, Sir. | 
Corv. He is not dead? Moſ. Not dead, Sir, but as good; 
He knows no Man. Coru. How ſhall Ido then? 
Moſ. Why, Sir? | 
Corv. | have brought him here a Pearl, 
 Mof. Perhaps, he has 
Sa much remembrance left, as to know you, Sir; 
He ſtill callson you; nothing but your name. 
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Is in his Mouth: Is your Pearl Orient, Sir? 
Corv. Venice was never owner of the like. 
Volp. Signior Corvino. Moſ. Hark. 
Volp. Signior Corvina. ? 
NMS. He calls you, ſtep ard give it him. He's here, Sir, 
And he has brought you a rich Pearl. | 
Corv, How do you, Sir? 
Tell him, it doubles the twelf Care, Moſ. Sir, 
He cannot underſtand, his Hearing's gone; 
And yet it comforts him, to ſee you Corv. Say,, 
I have a Diamond for him too. Mof. Beſt ſhew't, Sir, 
Put it into his Hand; tis only there . 
He apprehends: he has his feeling, yet. 
See how he graſps it! rv. Las good Gentleman! 
How pitiful the Sight is! Moſ. Tut, forget, Sir, 
The weeping of an Heir ſhould ſtill be laughter, 
Urder a Viſor. Corv. Why? am I his Heir? ) 
Mof. Sir, lam ſworn, I may not ſhew the Will, 
Til: he be dead: But, here has been Corbaccis,. 
Here has been Voltore, ere were others too, 
I eannot number 'em, they were ſo many, 
All gaping here for Legacies; but 1, 
Taking the vantage of his naining you; 
(Signior Corwins, Signior Co vino) took 
Paper, and Pen, and Ink, and there] ask'd him, 
. Whom he would have his Heir? Carvino. Who: 
Should be Executor? Corvino, And, 
To any queſtion, he was ſilent to, 6 
I ſtil interpreted the nods, he made | 
(Throughweaknefs) tor conſent : and ſent home th' others, 
Nothing bequeath'd them, but to cry, and cur ſe. | 
Corv. O, my dear Moſea, Do's he not perceive us? 
| [ They embrace. 
Mefſ. No more than a blind Harper. He knows no Man, 
No Face of Friend, norname ef any Servant, 
Who't was that fed him laſt, or gave him drink: 
Not thoſe, he bath begotten. or brought up, 
Can he remember, Corv, Has he Children? 
Moſ. Baſtards, | 
Some dozen, ar more, that he begot on Beggars, 
Ey ꝑſies and Jews, and black -Moors, when he was drunk, 
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Knew you not that, Sir? Tis the common Fable. 
The Dwarf, the Fool, the Eunuchare all bis ; 
H'is the true Father of h's Family, 
In all, ſave me: but he has giv'y em nothing. 

Crryv. That's vvell, that's well. Art ſure he does not hear us? 

Moſ. Sure, Sir? why, look you, credit your own Senſe. 
The Pox approach, and add to your Diſeaſes, 
It it would ſend you hence the ſooner, Sir, 
For your incontinence, it hath deſerv'd it 
Throughly, and throughly, and the Plague t> boot. 
(You may come near, Sir) would you would once cloſe 
Thoſe filthy Eyes of yours, that flow with ſlime, 
Like two Frog-pits; and thoſe fame hanging Checks, 
Cover'd with Hide, inſtead of Skin: (nay, help, Sir) 
That look like frozen Diſh-clouts, ſet on end. 

Corv. Or, like an old ſmok'd wall, on which the Rain 
Randown in ſtreaks. Mof. Excellent Sir, ſpeak out; 
You may belouder yet: a Culvering, 

Diſcharged in his Ear, would hardly bore it. 

Corv. His Noſe islik: a common ſhewer, ſtill running. 

Moſ. Tis good! and what his Mouth ? 

Corv. A very draught, 

Mof. O, ſtop it up 

Moſ Pray you let me. 

Faith I could ſtifle him rarely, with a Pillow, 
As weilasany Woman that ſhould keep him. 
Cort, Do as you will, but bl be gone. Mof. Be fo; | 
It is your Preſence makes him laſt ſo long. | 
Corv, I pray you uſe no Violence. Mof. No, Sir ? why? 
Why ſhoulyou be thus ſcrupulous? pray you, Sir. | 
Corv. Nay, at your Difcrction, Mof. Well, good od be 
Ys One. 4 
Coru. I will not trouble him now, to take my Pearl, 
Mo. Puh, nor your Dian ond. What a ncedleſs care 
Is this afflicts you? Is not all here yours? 
Am not I here? whom you have made your Creature? 
That owe my being to you? Corv. Grateful Moſca ! 
Thou art my Friend, my Fellow, my Companion, 
My Partner, and ſhalt ſhare inall my Fortunes, 
Moſ. Excepting one. Corv. What's that ? 
Mof. Your gallant Wife, Sir. 
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Now, is he gone? we had no other means, | 
Toſhoot him hence, but this. Volp. My divire Meſca! 
Thou haſt to day out- gone thy ſelf. Who's there? 


[ Another knocksy 
Iwill be troubled with no more. Prepare n 
Me Muſick, Dances, Banquets, all De . 
The Twrk is not more ſenſual in his Pleaſures, 
Than will Volpone. Let me ſee, a Pearl? es 
A Diamant? Plate? Cecchines? good mornings purchaſes 
Why, this is better than rob Churches, yet: n 
Or tat, by eating (once a Month) a Man. 
Who is' t? Mof. Tt e beauteous Lady Mould-be, Sir, 
Wife to the Engliſh Knight, Sir Politique Would-be, 
(This is the ſtile, Sir, is directed me) 
Hath ſent to know, how you have ſlept to night, 
And if you would be viſited. Volp, Not, now. 
Some three hours hence, 
Mof. I told the Squire ſo much. | 
Volp. When Jam high with Mirth,and Wine: then, then: 
Fore Heaven, I wonder at the deſperate valour 
Of the bold Engh/h, that they dare let looſe 
Their Wives, to all encounters! Mof. Sir, this Knight 
Had not his name for nothing, he is politique, 
And knows, how ere his Wife affect ſtrange Airs, 
She hath not yet the Face to be diſhoneſt: 
But had ſhe Signior Corumo's Wives vace.—t 
Vol. Has ſhe ſo rare a Face? Moſ. O, Sir, the Wonder, 
The Blazing Star of Tray] a Wenen 
O' the firſt Year! a Beauty ripe as Harveſt ! 
Whole Skin is whiter than a Swan all over ! 
Than Silver, Snow, or Lilies! a ſoft Lip, b 
Would temipt you toeternity of Kifling ! 
And Fleſh that melteth in the touch to Blood! 
Bright as your Gold, and lovely as your Gold! 
. Volp. Why had not I known this before? 
Mef. Alas, Sir My ſelf but yeſterday diſcover'dit, 
Volp. How might 1 ſee her? Meſ. O, not poſlible z 
She's kept as wairly as is your Gold, 
Never does come abroad, never takes Air, 
But at a Window. All her Looks are tweet, 
As the firſt Grapes or Cherries, and are watch'd 
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As near as they are. Volp. I muſt ſee her Meſ. Sir, 
There is a Guard of ten Spies thick upon her, | 
All his whole Houſhold 5 each of which is {et 
Upon his Fellow, and have all their Charge; 


W hen he goes out, when he comes in examin'd. 
Volp. L will go ſee her, though but at her Window. 


Mof. In ſome Diſguiſe then. Volp. That is true: I muſt 


. Maintain mine own Shape ſtill the fame: We'll think. 
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Politick Would-be, Peregrine. 


Pol. OG IR, to a wiſe Man all the World's his Soil. 
It is not /taly, nor France, nor Europe, 

That muſt bound me, if my Fates call me forth. 

Yet, I proteſt, it is no ſalt Deſire 

Of ſeeing Countries, ſhifting a Religion, 

Nor any diſaffection to the State 

Where I was bred (and unto which I ewe 

My deareſt Plots) hath brought me out; much leſs 

That idle, antick, ſtale, grey-headed Project 

Of knowing Mens Minds and Manners, with Ulyſſes : 

But a peculiar Humour of my Wifes. 

Laid for this height of Venice, to obſerve, 

To quote, to learn the Language, and ſo fort- 

I hope you travel, Sir, with Licenſe. Per. Yes, 

Pol. Idarethe ſafelier converſe How long, Sir, 
Since you left England? Per. Seven Weeks. Pol. So lately! 
You ha' not been with my Lord Ambaſſador? 

Per. Not yet, Sir. | 

Pol. Pray you, what News, Sir, vents our Climate? 

T heard laſt nighta moſt ſtrange thing reported 

By ſome of my Lord's Followers, and I long 

To hear how 'twill be ſeconded. Per. What was't, Sir ? 

Pol. Marry, Sir. of a Raven that ſhould build 

In a Ship Royal of the King's. Per. This Fellow, 

Does he gull me, trow ? or is gull'd? Your name, Sir? 
Pol. My Name is Politick Would-be. 
Per, O, that ſpeaks him. , A Knight, Sir ? 
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Pol. A poor Knight, Sir. Per. Your Lady 

Lies here in Venice, for Intelligence 

Of Tires, and Faſhions, and Behaviour, 

Among the Courtezans ? the Fine Lady Would-be ? 

Pol. Yes, Sir, the Spider and the Bee, oft-times, 

Suck from one Flower. Per. Good Sir Politick, 

Icry you Mercy; I have heard much of you: 

Tis true, Sir, of your Rzven. Pol. On your Knowledge? 
Per. Ves, and your Lyon's Whelping in the Tower. 
Pol. Another Whelp! 

Per. Another, Sir. Pol. Now, Heaven! 

What Prodigies be theſe? the Fires at Berwick! 

And the new Star! Theſe things concurring, ſtrange! 

And full of Omen! Saw you theſe Meteors ? 

Per. | did, Sir. ; 
Pol, Fearful! Pray you Sir, confirm me, 

Were there three Porpoiſcs ſeen above the Bridge, 

As they give out? Per. Six, and a Sturgeon, Sir. 
Pol. I am aſtoniſh'd. Per. Nay, Sir, be not ſoz 

11] tell you a greater Prodigy than the ſe 
Pol. What ſhould theſe things portend! 

Per. The very day 

(Let mebe ſure) that I put forth from London 

There was a Whale diſcover'd in the River, - 

As high as Wolwich, that had waited there 

(Few know how many Months) for the Subverſion 

Of the Szode-Fleet. Pol. Ist poſſible ? Believe it, 

T was either ſent from Spain, or the Archdukes ! 

Spinola's Whale, upon my Life, my Credit! 

Will they not leave theſe Projects? Worthy Sir, 

Some other News, Per. Faith, Stone the Fool is dead, 

And they do lack a Tavern Fool extreamly. 

Pl. Is Maſe” Stone dead. 
Per. He's dead, Sir; why? I hope 

You thought him not Immortal? O, this Knight 

(Were he well known) would be a precious thing 

To fit our Engliſh Stage : He that ſhould write 

But ſuch a Fellow, ſhouid be thought to feign 

Extremely, if not maliciouſly. Fol. Stone dead ! 

Per. Dead. Lord! how deeply, Sir, you apprehend it? 

Me was no Kinlman to jou? Fol. That I know of ſe 

N Well! 
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Well! that ſame Fellow was an unknown Fool. 
Per. And yet you knew him, it ſcems? Pol. I did fo. Sir, 
I knew him one of the moſt dangerous Heads 
Living within the State, and fo1 held him, 
Per. Indeed, Sir? Pol. While heliv'd, in Action. 

He has receiv'd weekly Intelligence, 
Upon my knowledge, out of the Low- Countries 
For all Parts of the World) in Cabbages; 

And thoſe diſpens'd again to Ambaſſadors, 

In Oranges, Musk-melons, Apricots, 

Limons, Pomecitrons, and ſuch- like; ſom: times 

In Colcheſter-Oyſters, and your Selſey-Cockles. 

Per. Vou make me wonder! 

Pol. Sir, upon my knowledge. ö 
Nay, I have obſerv'd him, at your Publick Ordinary, 
Take his Advertiſement from a Traveller | 
(A conceaPd Stateſman) in a Trencher of Meat 
And inſtantly, before the Meal was done, 

Convey an Anſwer ina Tooth pick. Per, Strange! 
How could this be, Sir? Fol. Why, the Meat was cut 
So like his Character, and fo laid, as he | 
Mutt eaſily read the Cypher. Fer. I have heard 

He could not read, Sir. Pol, So'twas given out 

(In polity ) by thoſe that did employ him: 

But he could read, and had your Languages, 

And to't, as ſound a Noddle — Per. I have heard, Sir, 
That your Babiouns were Spies, and that they were 

A kind of ſubtle Nation, ncar to China, 

Pol. I, I, your Mamuluchi. Faith, they had 
Their Hand in a French Plot or two; but they 
Were ſo extremely given to Women, as | 
They made diſcovery of all: Yet I 
Had my Advices here (on Wedneſday laſt) 

From one of their own Coat, they were return'd, 
Made their Relations, (as the Faſhion is) 
And now ſtand fair tor ireſh Employment. Per. Heart! 
This Sir Pol. will be ignorant of nothing. 
It ſeems, Sir, you know all? Pol. Not all, Sir: But 
I have ſome gene:al Notions: I do love 
To note, and to obſerve; though I live out 
Free from the active Torrent, yet IId mark 
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he Currents and the Paſſages of I , Et 

For mine own private ufe; and know the Ebbs 

And Flows of Per. Believe it, Sir, 1 hold 

My ſelf in no ſmall tie unto my Fortunes, 

For caſting me thus lackily upon you, 1 

Whoſe Knowledge (if your Bounty equal it ) 

May do me great Aſſiſtance, in Inſtruction 

For my Behaviour, and my — which 

Is yet ſo rude, and raw Pol. Why? came you forth 

Empty of Rules, for traveil? Per. Faith, I had 

Some common ones, from out that vulgar Grammar, 

Which he, that cry'd Halian to me, taught me. \ 
Pol. Why, this it is, that ſpoils all our brave Bloods, 

Truſting our hopeful Gentry unto Pedants, 

Fellows of out-fide, and meer bark. You fee 

To bea Gentleman, of ingenious Race 

I not profeſs it, but my Fate hath been 

To be, where I have been conſulted with, 

In this high kind, touching ſome great Mens Sons, 
Perſons of Blood, and Honour—— Per. Who be theſe, Sir? 
Moſea, Politick, Peregrine, Volpone, Nano, Grege. 

Moſ. Under that Wi , there't muſt be. The ſame. 
Pol. Fellows, to mount a Bank! Did your Inſtructer 
In the dear Tongues, never diſcourſe to you 
Of the Lalian Mountebanks? Per. Yes, Sir. Pol. Why, 
Here ſhall you ſee one. Per. They are Quack-ſalvers, 
Fellows, thatlive by venting Oyls, and Drugs? 
Pol, Was that the Character he gave you of them? 
Per. As Fremember. Pol. Pity his ignorance. 
They are the only knowing Men of Europe! 
Great general Scholars, excellent Phyſicians 
Moſt ad mir d States- men, proteſt Favourites, 
And Cabinet-Counſellors to the greateſt Princes! 
The only languag'd Men of all the World! 
Per, And, | have heard, they are moſt lewd Impoſtore; 
Made all of Terms and Shreds; no leſs Belyers 
Ot great Mens Favours, than their own vile Med' cines; 
Which they will utter upon monſtrous Caths : : 
Selling that drug, or Two-pence, erethey part, 
Which they have valu'd at Twelve Crows before. 
Pol. Sir, Calumaiesare anſwer d beſt with Silence : 
Yaut: 
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Vour ſelf ſhall judge. Who is it mounts, my Friends? 
Mof. Scoto of Mantua, Sir. Pol. Ist he ? nay, then 
I'll proudly promiſe, Sir, you ſhall behold _ . | 


Another Man, than has been phanr'fied to you. 80 
I wonder, yet, that he ſhould tnount his Bank, ny 
Herein this Nook, that has been wont t' appear = © 
In Face of the Piazza! Here, he comes. m 
Volp. Mount Zany. Gre. Follow, follow, follow, Mot 
follow, follow. Fa 

Pol. See how the People follow him! he's a Man W 
May write-10000 Crowns in tank here. Note, Pb 
Mark but his Geſture: I do uſe to obſerve 7 no 


The State he keeps, in getting up! Per. Tis worth it, Sir, 
Volp. Moſt noble Gent. and my worthy Patrons, it may 
ſeem ſtrange, that I, your Sco:g Mantuano, who was ever ¶ Ge 
wont to fix my Bank in Face of the publick Piazza, near ¶ thu 
the ſhelter of the Portico, to the Procuratia, ſhould now IM the 
(after Eight Months abſence, from this Illuſtrious City of Iſh fell 
Venice) humbly retire my ſelf into an obſcure Nook of the 
Piazza. „ N * 
Pol. Did not I. nom, object the ſame? Per. Peace, Sir. 
Polp. Let me tell you: I am not (as your Lombard 
Proverb ſaith) coldon my Feet; or content to part with my 
Commodities at a cheaper rate, than I accuſtomed: look not 
tor it. Nor that the calumnious reports of that im pudent 
Detractor, and ſhame to our Profeſſion, (Aleſſandro But- 
tone, I mean) who gave out in publick I vas condemn d 
aSforzatoto the Galleys, for poy ſoning the Cardinal Bem- 
bo's— Cook, hath at all attached, much leſs dejected me. 
No, no, worthy Gent. (to tel] you true) I cannot endure 
to ſee the Rabble of theſe ground Ciarlitani, that ſpread 
their Clokes on the Pavement, as if they meant to do feats 
of activity, and then come inlamely, with their mouldy 
Tales out of Boccacio, like ſtale Tabarine, the Fabuliſt : 
ſome of them diſcourſing their Travels, and of their te- 
dious Captivity in the Turks Galleys, when indeed (were 
the truth known) they were the Chriſtians Gallies, where 
very temperately they cat Bread, and drunk Water as 2 
wholſom Penance (enjoyn'd them by their Con fc ſſors) for 
baſe Pilteries. _ +, * . 
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Pol. Note but his bearing, and contempt f th 

op Theſe Turdy-facy-naſty-paty-loutic-fartical Ro» 
gues, with one poor Groats-worth of unprepar'd Antimo- 
ny, finely wrapt up in ſeveral Scarroccios, are able, very 
well, to kill their twenty a Week, and play; yet, thele 
meager-ſtarv'd Spirits, who have half ſtopt the Organs 
of their Minds with Earthy oppilations, want not their 
Favourers among your ſhrivell'd, fallad eating Ar:izaxs : 
who are overjoy d, that they may have their Halt-pe*rth of 
Phyti-k, though it purge em into another World, t makes 
no matter. 

Pol. Excellent! ha you heard better Language, Sir? 

Volp. Well, let em go. And Gentlemen, honourable . 
Gentlemen know, that tor this time, our Bank, being 
thus remov'd from the Clamours of the Canaglia, ſhall be 
the Scene of Pleafure and Delight; For, I have nothing to 
ſell, little or nothing to ſell. 

Pol. I told you, Sir, his end. Per. Tou did ſo, Sir. 

Volp. 1 proteſt, I, and my ſix Servants are not able to 
make of this pretious Liquor, ſo faſt, as it is fetch'd away _ 
from my Lodging by Gentlemen of your City ; ſtrangers 
of the Terraferma ; worſhipful Merchants; I, and Senators 
too: whoever ſince my arrival, have detained me to their 
uſes, by their ſplendidous Liberalities. And worthily. For, 
what avails your rich Man to have his Magazines ſtuft 
with Meſcadelly, or of the pureſt grape, when his Pbyſici- 
ans preſcribe him (on pain of death) to drink nothing but 
Water, coed with Aniſeeds? O, health! health! the 
befling ot the Rich! the Riches of the Poor! who can 
buy thee at too dear a rate, ſince there is no enjoying this 
World without thee? Be not then ſo ſparing of your Pur- 
ſes, honourable Gentlemen, as to abridge the natural 
couſe of Life 

Per. You ſee his end? Pol. I, ist not good? 

Volp. For, when a humid Flux, or Catarrh, by the mu- 
tability of Air, falls from your Head into an Arm or Shoul- 
er, or any other part; take you a Duckat, or your Cecehiue 
of Gold and apply to the place affected: ſee, what good 
effect it can work, No, no, tis this bleſſed Un guento, 
tis rare extraction, that hath only power to diſperſe all 
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r c Humeurs, that proceed, either of hot, coli - 
-moilt, or windy. Cauſes ——— 
Per. I would he had put in dry to. 3 ol 
Pol. Pray vou, obſerve. Dar 
Pol. To tortifie the moſt indigeſt and crude Stomach, IIb 
were it of one that (through extream weakneſs) vomite| he 
Biood, applying only a warm Napkin to the place, atter thi 
Unction and Fricace ; for the Verrigene in the Head, put 
ting but a drop into your Noſtrils, likewiſe behind the Ear 
a molt ſoveraign and approved 28 the Mal-caduc; 
Cramps, Convulſions, Paralyſies, Epilepſies, Tremor-co 
dia, retired Nerves, ill Vapours of the Spleen, Roppiny 
ot the Liver, the Stone, the Strangury, Hernia vantoſe 
Iliaca paſſo; ſtops a Diſenteria immediately; æaſeth ih 
Torſian of the ſmall Guts; and cures Melanaholica Hy 
rondriaca being taken and applyed, according to my pri 
ed Receipt. | Pointing to his Bill and hisGlaſs. ] For, th 
is the Phyſician, this the Medicine; this Counſels, thi 
Cures; this gives the Direction, this works the Effect 
and (in ſum) both 2 may be term'd an abſtract o 
the Theorick and Practick in the Æſculapian Art. *'Twil 
colt you Eight Crowns. And, Zan Fritada, pr'ythee ſiq 
a Verſe —.— in Honour of it. 
Pol. How do you like him, Sir? Per. Moſt ſtrangely, | 
Pol. Is not his Language rare? Per. But Alchimy, 
I never heard the like: or Breughtons Books, 


SONG. 


AD old Hippocrates, or Galen, © 
(That to their Books put Med cines all in) 

But known this Secret, they had never 
( Of which they will be guilty ever) 
Been murderers of ſo much Paper, 
Or waſted many a hurtleſs taper : 
No Indian drug had cer been famed, 
Tobacco, Soffifias not named; 
Ne yet, of Guacum one ſmall ſtick, Sir, 
Nor Raymund Lullies great Elixir. 
Ne, had been known the Daniſh Gonſwart, 
Or Faracelſus, with his long Sword, 


Pr 
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Per. All this, yet, will not do; Eight Crowns is high. 
g Volp. No more. Gentlemen, If 1 had but time to diſ- 
ourſe to you the miraculous effects of this my Oyl, ſur- 


named eglio del Scoto; with the countleſs Catalogue of thoſe 
[ have cured of th' afore ſaid, and many more Diſeaſcs; 


— he Patents and Priviledges of all the Princes and Com- 
ron wealths of Chr iſtendom; or but the diſpoſitions of 
pus thoſe that appear'd on my part, before the Signiory of rhe 


anita and molt learned Colledge of Phyſicians ; where 
I was authorized, upon notice taken of the admirable 
ertues of my Medicaments, and mine own Excellency, 
in matter of rare and unknown Secrets, not only to diſ- 
perſe them publickly in this famous City, but in all the 
Territories, that happily joy under the Government of 
the moſt pious and 8 States of Italy. But may 
lome other gallant Fellow ſay, O, there be divers that 
make profeſſion to have as good, and as experimented 
Receip:s as yours: Indeed, very many have aſſay d, like 
Apes in imitation of that, which is really and eſſentially in 
me, to make of this Oyl; beſtow'd great colt in Furna- 
Nees, Stills, Alembecks, continual Fires, and 8 
rof the Ingredients, (as indeed there goes to it Six hundred 
ſeveral ſimples, beſides, ſome quantity of human Fat, for 
the conglutination, which we buy of the Anatomiſts) but, 
when theſe Practitioners come to the laſt decoction, blow, 
blow, puff, puff, and all flies in umo: ha, ha, ha. Poor Wret- 
ches! I rather pity their Folly and Indiſcretion, than their 
loſs of Time and Mone); for thoſe may be recovered by 
induſtry: but to be a Fool born is a Diſcaſe incurable. For 
my ſelf, I always from my youth have endeayour'd to 
TY Nee. the rareſt Secrets, and book them; either in exchange 
or for Money: I ſpared nor coſt, nor labour, where any 
thing was worthy: to be learned. And Gentlemen, ho- 
nourable Gentlemen, I will undertake (by vertue of Chy- 
mical Art) out of the honourable Hat that covers your 
Head, to extract the Four Elements; that is to ſay, the 
fire, Air, Water, and Earth, and return you your Felt 
vithout burn or ſtain. For, whilſt others have been at the 
Balloo, I have been at my Book : and am now paſt the 
eraggy Paths of Study, and come to the flowry Plains of 
Honour and Reputation. 
B 3 Pol. 
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Polp, Ido aſſure you, Sir, that is his Aim. 

Volp. But, to our Price. Per. And that withal, Sir Pol, 

Volp. You all know, (honourable Gentlemen) I never 
vzlu'd this Ampulla, or Villa, at leſs than eight Crowns; 
but for this time, Iam content to be depriv'd ot it tor ſix; 
fix Crowns is the Price; and leſs in Courteſie I know you 
cannot offer me: take it orl:ave it, howſocver, both it and 
Tam at your Service, I ask you not as the Value of the 
thing, for then I ſhould demand of you a thouſand Crowns, 
ſo the Cardina's Mor talto, Ferneſe, the great Duke of IT, 
cany, my Goſſip, with divers other Princes have given 
me; but I deſpiſe Money: only to ſhew my Affection to 
you, honourable Gentlemen, and your illuſtrious State 

cre, I have ne glected ihe Meſſages ot theſe Princes, mine 

own Offices, fram'd,my Journey hither, only to preſent 
you with the Fruits of my Travels, Tune your Voices 
once more tothe Touch of your Inſtruments, and give the 
- honourable Aſſembly ſome delightful Recreations. 

Per. What monſtrous and moſt paintul Circumſtance 
Is here, to get ſome three or four Gazzets ! 
Some Three-pence i th? whole, for that twill come to. 


So & G. 


O U that would laſt 'ong, liſt to my Song, 
Make no more Coy], but buy of this Oyl. 
Would Ju be ever fair aud young? 
Stout of Teeth; and ſtrong of Tongue? 
Tart of Palat? quick of Ear? 
Sharp of Sight? of Noſtril clear? 
Moiſt of Hand ? and light of Foot ? 
(Or Iwill come nearer to't) 
Would you live free from all Diſeaſes ? 
Do the Act, your Miſtriſs pleaſes? 
Yea fright all Aches trom your Bones ? 
Here's a Med'cine for the Nones. 

Volp.,Well, I amjin a Humour (at this time) to make a 
Preſent of the ſmall Quantity my Coffer contains: to the 
Rich in courteſie, and to the Poor, for God's Sake. Where- 
fore now mark; I ask'd you fix Crowns; and fix Crowns, 

at other Times, you have paid me; you ſhall not give = 
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fix Crowns, nor five, nor four, nor three, nor two, nor 
one; nor half a Duckat;z no, nor a Muccinigo: Six-pence 
it will coſt you, or ſix hundred Pound expect no lower 
Price, for by the Banner of my Front, J will not bate a 
Bagatine, that I will have only « Pledge ot your Loves, to 
carry ſomething from amongſt you, to fhew, I am not 
contemn'd by you. Therefore now, toſs your Handker- 
chiets, chearfully, chearfully; and be advertiſed, that the 
firſt heroick Spirit, that deigns to grace me, with a Hand- 
kerchief, IWill give it a httle Remembrance of ſome- 
thing, beſide, ſhall pleaſe it better, than if I had preſented 
it with a double Piſtolet. 


1 {Celia at theWindow throws down her 1 


v1 


one Page, that Page as à Line, that Line as a Word: So 
ſhort is this Pilgrimage of Man (which ſome ca! Life) 
to the expreſſing of it. Would I reflect on the Price? 
why, the whole World were but as an Empire, that Em- 
pire as a Province, that Province as a Bank, that Bank as a 
private Purſe to the Purchaſe of it. I will only tell you; 
it is the Pouder that made Venus a Goddeſs (given her by 
Apollo) that kept her perpetually. young, clecar'd her 
Wrincles, firm'd her Gums, fill'd Skin, colour'd her 
Hair; from her deriv'd to Helen, and at the Sack of Troy 
(unfortunately) loſt: till now, in this our Age, it was as 
happily recovered, by a ſtudious Antiquary, out of ſome 
Ruins of Aſia, who ſent a Moiety of it to the Court ot 
France (but much ſophiſticated) wherewith the Ladies 
there, now, colour their Hair, The reſt (at this preſent). 
remains with me; extracted to a Quinteſſence: So that 
where - ever it but touches, in Youth it perpetually pre- 
ſeryes, in Age reſtores oy Complexion ; ſeats your my 

+ | | 
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did they dance like Virginal Jacks, firm as a Wall; makes 
them white as Ivory, that were black a 
8 Corvino, Politique, Peregrine. 
Corv, Sp'ght o the Devil, and my Shame! come down, 
here; | | 

Come down: no Houſe but mine to make your Scene? 

Signior Haminio, will you down, Sir? down? 

What is my Wife your Franciſcina ? Sir? 

No Windows on the whole Piazza, here, | 

To make your Properties, but mine? but mine? Te 

Heart! ere tu-morrow l ſhall be new chriſten d, 11 

And call d the Pantalone Di Bepgnioſi, 

About the Town. Per. What ſhould this mean, Sir Pol? 
Pol. Some Trick ot State, believe it. I will home. 
Per. It may be ſome Deſign on you. Pol. I know not. 

Pl] ſtand upon my Guard. Per. Tis your beſt, Sir 
Pol. This three Weeks. all my Advices, all my Letters, 

They have been intercepted. Per. Indeed, Sir. 

Beſt have a care. Pol. Nay, ſo I will, Per. This Knight, 

I may not loſe him, for my Mirth, till Night. 
| h Volpone, Meſca. 
Fol, OI am wounded, Mof. Where, Sir? 
Val. Not without; 8 

Thoſe Blows 2 * 1 2 them ever. 

But Cupid, bolting from her Eyes, 

Hath thot kirafeit ——ç like a — 57 

Where, now, he flings about his burning Heat, 

As in a Furnace, ſome ambitious Fire, F 

Whoſe Vent is ſtopt. The Fight is all within me. 

I cannot live, except thou help me, Moſes; 

My Liver melts, and I, without the Hope | 

Ot ſome ſott Air, trom her refreſhing Breath, 

Am but a Heap of Cindars, Mof. 'Laſs, good Sir, 

Would you had never ſeen her. Fol. Nay, would thou 

Hadſt never told me ot her. Mof. Sir, tis true; 

Ido confeſs I was unfortunate, EX” 

And you unhappy: but Im bound in Conſcience, 

No leſs than Duty, to eſſect my beſt 

To your Releaſe of Torment, and I will, Sir. 
Vel. Dear Moſca, ſball I hope? 
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Mof. Sir, more than dear, 
I will not bid you to deſpair of ought, 
Within a human Compaſs. Vol. O, there ſpoke 
My better Angel. Moſca, take my Keys, 
Gold, Plate, and Jewels, all's at thy Devotion; 
2 them how thou wilt; nay, coyn me too: 
So thou, in this, but crown my Longings, Moſea ? 
Moſ. Uſe but your Patience. Vol. Sol have. 
Moſ. I doubt not 
To bring Succeſs to your Deſires. Vol. Nay, then, 
I not repent me of my late Piſguiſe. 
Mof. If you can horn him, Sir, you need not. 


| Vol. True: 
N Beſides, I never meant him for my Heir, 
ö Is not the Colour o my Beard and Eye-brows 
To make me known ? Mof. No jot. Vol. I did it well, 
, M of.” So well, would I could follow you in mine, 


With half the Happineſs, and yet I would 
Eſcape your Epilogue. Vol. But, they were guli'd 
With a Belief that I was Soto? Mof. Sir, . 
Scoto himſelf could hardly have dittinguiſh'd ! 
I have no time to flatter you, now, we'll part: 
And as I proſper, ſo applaud my Art. 

cCorvino, Celia, Servitora 

Corv. Death of mine Honour, with the Cities Fol? 

A juggling, Tooth-drawing, prating Mountebank? 
And at a publick Window ? where, whilſt he, 
With his ſtrain d Action, and his dole of Faces, 
To his Drug: lecture draws your itching Ears, 
ACrewot old, unmarried, noted Letchers, 
Stood leering up like Satyrs: and you ſmile 
Moſt graciouſly ! and fan your Favours forth,. 
To give your hot Spectators Satisfaction 
What, was your Mountebank their Call? their Whiſtle f- 
Or were you enamour'd on his Copper Rings? 
His Saffron Jewel, with the Toad-ſtone in't? 
Or his imbroidered Sute, with the Cope-ſtitch, 
Made of a Herſe- cloth? or his old Tilt-teather ? 
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I think you had rather mount? would you not mount? 
Why, if you'll mount, you may; yes truly, you may: 
And. ſo, you may be ſeen, down to th' Foot. 
Get you a Cittern, Lady Vanity, 
And be a Dealer with the vertuous Man; 
Make one: I'll but proteſt myſelf a Cuckold, 
And ſave your Dowry. I am a Dutchman, 1! 
For, if you thought me an Italian, 
You would be damn'd, e're you did this, you Whore : 
Thou'ldſt tremble, to imagine, that the Murder 
Of Father, Mother, Brother, all thy Race, 
Shou'd follow, as the Subject of my Juſtice ? 
Cel. Good Sir, have Patience! 
Corv. What couldſt thou propoſe 
Leſs to thy ſelf, than in this Heat of Wrath; 
And ſtung with my Diſhenour, I ſhould ſtrike 
This Steel into thee, with as many Stabs 
As thou wert gaz d upon with Goatiſh Eyes? 
Cel. Alas, Sir, be appeas'd! I could not think 
My being at the Window ſhould more, now, 
Move your Impatience, than at other Times. 
Corv. No? not to ſeek and entertain a Parle, 
With a known Knave ? before a Multirude ? 
You were an Actor with your Handkerchief ! 
Which he, moſt ſweetly, kiſt in the Receipt, 
And might (no doubt) return it with a Letter, 
And point the Place, where you might meet: your Siſter's, 
'Your Mother's, or your Aunt's might ſerve the turn. 
Cel. Why, dear Sir, when do I make theſe Excuſes ? 
Or ever ſtir abroad, but to the Church? 
And that ſo ſeldom Corv. Well, it ſhall be leſs ; 
And thy Reſtraint before was Liberty, 
To what I now decree: and therefore mark me. 
Firſt, I will have this bawdy Light dam'd up; 
And till't be done, ſome two or three Yards off, 
Pi! chalk a Line: o'er which, if thou but chance 
To ſet thy deſp'rate Foot; more Hell, more Horror, 
More wild remorſcleſs Rage ſhall ſe:ze on thee, 
Than on a Conjurer, that had heedleſs left 
His Circle's Satety cre his Devil was laid. 
Then here's a Lock, which I will hang upon thee; 
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And, now I think on't, I will keep thee backwards; 

Thy Lodging ſhall be backwards; thy walks back wards; 
Thy Proſpect all be backwards; and no Pleaſure, 

That thou ſhalt know but backwards: Nay, ſince you 
My honeſt Nature, know, it is your own (force 
Being too open. makes me uſe you thus. | 
Since you will not contain your ſubtil Noſtrils 

In a ſweet Room, but they muſt ſnuff the Air 

Of rank and ſweaty Paſſengers One knocks, 

| [ Knocks within, 


Away, and be not ſcen, pain of thy Life; 
Not look toward the Window : it thoudoſt 
(Nay ſtay, hear this) let me not proſper, Whore, 
But I will make thee an Anatomy, 
Diſſe& thee mincown ſelf, and read a Lecture 
Upon thee, to the City, and in publick. 
Away. Who's there? Ser. Tis Signior Moſca, Sir. 
Corvino, Moſca. 
Corv. Let him come in, his Maſter's dead: There's yeg. 
Some Good, to help the Bad. My Moſca, welcome, 
I gueſs your News. Mo. I fear you cannot, Sir. 
Corv. Ist not his Death? Moſ Rather the contrary, | 
Gorv. Not his Recovery? Mef. Yes, Sir. 7 
Corv. I am curs d, | 


Iam bewitch'd, my Croſſes meet to vex me. 
How? how? bow? how? Mofſ. Why, Sir, with Scoto's 
Corbaccio, and Voltore brought of it, , (Oyl!. 
Whilſt I was buſie in an inner RooM-——— 

Corv. Death! thitdamn'd Mountebank ! but, for the 
Now, I could kill the Raſcal : t cannot be, (Law 
His Oyl ſhould have that Virtue, Ha'not I 
Known him a common Rogue, come fidling in 
To th' Ofteria, with a tumbling Whore, 

And, when he has done all his torc'd Tricks, being glad 
Ot a poor Spaontul of dead Wine, with Flies in't? 

le cannot be. All his Ingredients. | 

Are a Sheep's Gall, a roaſted Bitch's Marrow, 

Some fe ſod Earwigs, pounded Caterpillers, 

A little Capon's Greiſe, and faſting Spittle: 

I know em toa Dram. M. I know not, Sir, 


But ſome on t, there, they po d into his Ears, 


Some 


%. 
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Some in his Noftrfls, andrecover'd him; 2 
Applying but the Frieace. Corv. Fox o that Fricace. 
Moſ. And ſince, to ſeem the more officious 
And flatt' ring of his Health, there, they have had 
(At extreme Fees) the College of Phyficians 
Conſulting on him, how they might reſtore him; 
Where one would have a Cataplaſm ot Spices, 
Another a flayd Ape clapt to his Breaſt, 
A third would ha' ita Dog, a fourth an Oyl 
With wild Cats Skins: at laſt, they all refolv'd 
That, to preſerve him, was no other Means, 
But ſome young Woman mult be ſtraight ſought out, 
, Luſty and full of Juice, to ſleep by him; 
And, to this Service (moſt unhappily, 
And moſt unwillingly) am I now imploy'd, 
Which here I thought to pre-acquaint you with, 
For your Advice ſince it concerns you moſt, | 
Becauſe, I would not do that thing might croſs 
Your Ends, on whom I have my . 
Yet, if I do it not, they may delate 
My Slackneſs to my Patron, work me out 
Ot his Opinion; and there, all your Hopes, 
Ventures, or vvhatſoe ver, are all fruſtrate. 
I do but tell you, Sir. Beſides, they are all 
Now ſtriving, who ſhall firſt preſent him. Therefore 


I could entreat you, briefly, conclude ſomewhat: 


Prevent em if you can. Corv. Death to my Hopes?! 
This is my villanous Fortune! Beſt t@ hire 


Some common Curtezan? Mof. I, I thought on that, Sir ; 


But they ate all ſo ſubtil, full of Art, 

And Age again doting and flexible, 

So as l cannot tell we may perchance 

Light on a „may cheat us Corv. Tis true. 

Mof. No, no: it muſt be one, that has no Tricks, Sir, 
Some ſimple thing, a Creature made unto it: a 
Some Wench you may command. Ha' you no Kinſwo- 
man? 
Gods fo— Think, think, think, think, think, think, 
think, Sir. 

One © the Doorcoffrdthere his Daughter, . 
oro. 


Dependance, Sir: 
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Corv. How | Mof. Yes, Signior Lupo, the Phy ſic ian. 
Corv. = Daughter? Mof. And a Virgin, Sir. Why # 
as, 

He knows the State of's Body, what it is; 

That nought can warm his Blood, Sir, but a Fever 

Nor any Incantation raiſe his Spirit : 

Along forgetfulneſs hath ſeiz d that Part. 

Beſides, Sir, who ſhall know it? ſome one or two. 

Corv. I pr'ythee give me Leave. If any Man 

But J had had this Luck The thing in't ſelt, 
I know, is nothing —. Wherefore ſhould not I 
As well command my Blood and my Affections, 
As this dull Doctor? in the point of Honour, 
The Caſes are all one of Wife and Daughter. 

Meſ. I hear him coming. 

Cor v. She ſhall dot: Tis done. 

Slight, if this Doctor, who is not engag d. 
Ualeſs't be for his Counſel (which is nothing) 
Offer his Daughter, what ſhould I, that am 

So deeply in? I will prevent him, Wretch! 
Covetous Wretch ! Moſea, I have determin d. 

Meof. How, Sir? 

Corv. We'll make all ſure, The Party, you wot of, 
Shall be mine own Wife, Moſca. Mo. Sir, the Thing, 
Gut that I would not ſeem to counſel you) 

I ſhould have motion d to you at the firſt: | 

And make your count, you have cut all their Throats. 

Why! *tisdireRly taking a Poſſeſſion 

And, in his next Fit, we may let him go. 

Tis but to pull the Pillow from his Head, 

And he is thratled: t had been done, before, 

But for your ſcrupulous Doubts. Corv. I, a Plague on't, 

My Conſcience fools my Wit. Well, Ill be brief, : 

And ſo be thou, leſt they ſhould be before us: 

Go home, prepare him, tell him, with what Zeal, 

And willingneſs, I do it; {wear it was, 

On the firſt hearing (as thou may'ſt do, truly) 

Mine own free Metion. Mo. Sir. I warrant you, 

I'll ſo poſſeſs him with it, that the reſt 

Of his ſtary'd Clients ſhall be baniſhe all; 

And only you receiy d. But come not, Sir, * 
n 
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Until I ſend, for I have ſomething elſe 
To ripen, for you Good (you muſt not know t.) 


Corv. But do not you forget to ſend now. 
Mof. Fear not. 
Corvino, Celia. | 
Corv. Whereare you, Wife? my Celia? Wife? what 
blubbering ? 
Come, dry thoſe Tears, I think thou thoughteſt me in 
earneſt? | 


Ha? by this Light, I talk'd fo but to try thee. 

Me- thinks, the lightneſs of the Occaſion 

Should ha confirm'd thee, Come, I am not jealous. 
Cel. No? Corv. Faith, | am not, I, nor never was: 

It is a poor unprofitable Humour. 

Do not I know if Women have a Will, 

They'll do gainſt all the Watches o'the World? 

And that the fierceſt Spies are tam'd with Gold > 

Tut, Iam confident in thee, thou ſhalt (ee*t : 

And fee, I'll give thee cauſe too, to believe it. | 
Come, kiſs me. Go, and make thee ready ſtraight, 

In all thy beſt Attire, 1 Jewels, 

Put em all on, and, with em, thy beſt Looks: 

We are invited to a ſolemn Feaſt, 

Atzold Volpone s, where it ſhall appear 

How far I'm free, from Jealouſie or Fear. 
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Moſca. 


Fear, I ſpall begin to grow in love 

1 With my dear ſelf, and my moſt proſp'rous Parts, 
They do ſo fpring, and burgeon ; | can feel 

A Whimſie i my Blood: (I know not how) 

Succeſs hath made me wanton. I could skip 

Out of my Skin, now, like a ſubtil Snake, 
Iamiſolimber. O! your Parafite 

Is a moſt precious thing, drop'd from above, 

Not bred mongſt Clods and Clot-pouls, here on Earth. 
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I muſe, the . not made a Science, 
It is ſo liberally profeſt! almoſt 8 
All the wiſe World is little elſe, in Nature, 
But Paraſites, or Sub- paraſites. And, yet, 
Imean not thoſe that have your bare Town-art, 
To know, who's fit to feed em; have no Houſe, 
No Family, no Care, and therefore mould 
Tales tor Mens Ears, to bait that Senſe; or get 
Kitchin-· invention, and ſome ſtale Receipts 
To pleaſe the Belly, and the Groin; nor thoſe, | 
With their Court-dog tricks, that can fawn and fleer, 
Make their Revenue out of Legs and Faces, 
Eccho my Lord, and lick away a Moth: 
But your fine elegant Raſcal, that can riſe, 
And ſtoop (almoſt together) like an Arrow, 
t through the Air as nimbly as a Star: 
Turn ſhort, as doth a Swallow ; and be here, 
And there, and here, and yonder all at once ; 
Preſent to any Humour, all Occaſions ; 
And change a Viſor, ſwifter than a thought! 
This is the Creature had the Art born with him; 
Toils not to learn it, but doth practiſe it 
Out of moſt excellent Nature: and fuch Sparks 
Are the true Paraſites, others but their Zanies. 
Mofea, Bonario. | 

Moſ. Who's this? Bonario? old Corbaccio's Son? 
The Perſon I was bound to ſeek. Fair Sir, 
You are happily met. Bon. That cannot be by thee. 

Mof. Why, Sir? 

Bon. a 2 know thy Way, and leave me: 
I would be loth to interchange Diſcourle, 
With ſuch a Mate as thou art. Mof. Courteous Sir, 
Scorn not wy poverty. Bon, Not I, by Heaven: 
But thou ſhalt give me leave to hate thy Baſeneſs. 

Moſ. Baſeneis? Bon. I, anſwer me, is not thy Sloth _ 
Sufficient Argument? thy Flattery ? 
Thy Means of Feeding? Mof. Heaven, be good to me. 
Theſe Imputations are too common, Sir, 
And eaſily ſtruck on Virtue, when the's poor; 
You are unequal to me, and how c'er 


Your 


36 The F O X. 


Your Sentence may be righteous, yet you are not, 
hat ere you know me, thus, proceed in Cenlure :. 
St. Mark bear witneſs gainſt you, tis inhuman, 


Bon. What ? does he weep? the Sign is ſoft, and good! 


Ido repent me, that I was fo harſh. 

Mof.. Tis true, that, ſway d by ſtrong Neceſſity, 
I am enforc'd to cat my careful Bread 
With too much Obſequy ; tis true, beſide, | 
That I am tain to ſpin mine own. poor Rayment,. 
Qut of my meer obſervance, being not born 
Toa free Fortune: but that I havedone * 
Baſe Offices, in rending Friends aſunder, 
Dividing Families, betraying Counſels, 
Whiſpering falſe Lyes, or mining Men with Praiſes, 
Train d their Credulity with Per juries, 
Corrupted Chaſtity, or am in love | 
With-mine own tender zaſe, but would not rather 
' Prove the moſt rugged, and laborious Cour ſe, 
That might redeem my preſent Eſtimation; 
Let me here periſh, in all Hoge of Goodneis. 

Bon. This cannot be a perſonated Paſſion 
I was to blame, ſo to mi thy Nature; 
Pr'ythee forgive me: and ſpeak out thy Buſineſs. 

- Mof. Sir, it concernsyou; and though I may ſeem, 
At firſt to make a main Offence in Manners, 
And in my Gratitude, unto my Maſter ; 

Yet, for the pure Lave, which Lbear allright, 
And Hatred of the wrong, I muſt reveal it. 
This very Hour, your Father is in Purpoſe 

To diſinherit ou — Bon. How ! 
Mo. And thruſt you forth, 

As a meer Stranger to his Blood; tis true, Sir: 
The Work no way ingageth me, but, as 

I claim an Intereſt in the general State 

Of Goodneſs and true Virtue, which I hear 
T' abound in you: and, for which meer reſpect, 
Without a ſecond Aim, Sir, I have done it. 


Bon. This Tale bath loſt thee much of the late Truſt, 


Thou hadſt with me; it is impoſlible : 
I know not how to lend it any Thought, 
My Father ſhould be ſo unnatural. 


Mof. 
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Mof. It is a confidence, that well becomes 
Your Piety ; and form'd (na doubt) it is 
From your own ſimple Innocence: which makes 
Your wrong more monſtrous and abhorr d. But, Sir, 
I now will tell you more. This very Minute, 
It is, or will be doiag : And, it ou 
Shall be but pleas'd to go with me, I'll bring you 
(I dare not ſay where you ſhall ſee, but) where 
Your Ear ſhall be a witneſs of the Deed; 
Hear your ſelf written Baſtard: and profeſt 
The common Iſſue of the Earth. Bon. I'm, maz d! 
Mof. Sir, if 1 do it not, draw your juſt Sword, 
And ſcore your vengeance, on my front and Face; 
Mark me your Villain: you have too much wrong. 
And I do (offer for you, Sir, My Heart 
Weeps Blood in anguiſn Bon. Lead, I follow thee. 
Volpone, Nano, Androgyuo, Caſtrone. 
Moſea ſtays long methinks. Bring forth your ſports 
And help to make the wretched time more {weet. 
Nan. Dwarf, Fool, and Eunuch, well met here we be. 
Aqueſtion it were now, whether of us three, . 
Being all the known delicates of a rich Man, 
In pleaſing him, claim the Precedency can? 
Caf. I chaim for my fel Ard. And fo doth the Fool. 
Nan, *Tis fooliſh indeed: let me ſet you both to School. 
Firſt, for yaur Dwarf, he's little, and witty, 
And every thing, as it is little, is pritty; 
Elſe why do Men ſay to a Creature of my ſhape, 
So ſoon as they ſee him, it's a pretty little Ape? 
And why a pretty Ape ? but for p imitation 
Of greater Mens Actions, ina ridi faſhion. 8 
Belide, this feat Body of mine doth not crave [will hare- 
Half the Meat, Drigk, and Cloath, one of your bulks. 
Admit your Fool's Face be the Mother of laughter 
Yet, for his Brain it myſt always come after: 
And though that do feed him, it'sa pitiful Caſe, 
His Bady is beholding to ſuch a bad Face. 


Vel. Who's there? my Couch, away, look, Nano, ſee: 
5 | [One Knock. 
Give me my Caps, ſirſt go, enquize. Now, Cupid 
Send it by Moſta, and with fair return. 


Nan. 
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Nan. It is the beauteous Madam - 

Volp. Would-be— isit? Nan. The ſame: 

Volp. Now torment on me; Squire here in: 
For ſhewillenter, or dwell here forever.  _ 
Nays quickly, that my Fir were paſt. I fear 
A ſecond Hell too, that my loathing this * 
Will quite expel my Appetite to the other: 
Would ſhe were tak iug how her tedious leave. 
Lord how it threats me what I am to ſuffer. 

Laay, Volpone, Nano, Women. 2. 

I thank you, good Sir. Pray you fignific 
Unto your Patron, I am here. This Band 
Shews not my Neck enough (1 trouble you, Sir, 
Let me requeſt you, bid one of my Women 
Come hither to me) in good faith, Iam dreſt 
Moſt favourably, to day; it is no matter, 
*Tis well enough. Look, ſee, theſe petulant things? 
How have they done this! Volp. I do feel the Fever 
* Entring in at mine Ears; O, for a Charm, - 
To frightit hence, Lad. Come nearer : is this Curl 
In hisrightPlace? or this ? why is this higher 
Than all the reſt ? you ha not waſh'd your Eyes, yet? 
Ordo they not ſtand even i your Head? | 
Where's your fellow ? call her. Nan. Now. St. Mark 
Deliver us: anon, fhe'll beat her Women, 
Becauſe her Noſe is red. Lad. I pray you, view 
This Tire, forſooth: are all things apt or no? 

Nom. One Hair a little here, ſtieks out, forſooth. 


Lad. Dos t ſo forſooth? and where was your dear fight 


When it did fo forſooth? what now ? Bird-cy'd? | 
And you too? pray you both approach, and mend it. 
Now ( by that light) I muſe, yo are not aſham'd ! 
I. that have preach d theſe things, ſo oft, unto you, 
Read you the won We argu'dall the Grounds, 
Diſputed every fitneſs, every grace, 
Call'd you to counſel of fo frequent dreſſings — 
(Nan. More caretully than of your Fame or Honour.) 
Lad. Made you acquainted, what an ample Dowry 
The knowledge of theſe things would be unto you, 
Able, alone, to get you Noble Husbands 
At your return: and you thus to neglect it? 
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Beſides, you ſeeing what a curious Nation 

Th' Italians are, what will they ſay of me? 

The Engliſh Lady cannot dreſs her felf; 

Here's a fine Imputation to our Country! ? 

Well, go your ways, and ſtay i the next Room. 
This fuCus was too courſe too, it's no matter. 

Good-Sir, you'll give em entertainment? 

Volp. The Storm comes towards me. 

Lad. How does my Volp ? - 

Volp. Troubled with noiſe, I cannot ſleep; I dreamt 
That a ſtrange Fun entred, now, my Houſe, 

And, with the dreadful tempeſt of her Breath, 
Did cleave my Root aſunder. Lad. Believe me, and 1 
Had the moſt fearful Dream, could Iremember t 

Volp. Out on my fate; I ha' given her the occaſion 
How to torment me: ſhe will tell me hers. | 

Lad. Methought, the Golden mediocrity 
Polite, and delicate... Volp. O, if you do love me, 
No more; I ſweat, and ſuffer, at the mention 
Of any Dream: feel how I tremble yet. ; 

Lad. Alas, good Soul! the Paſſion of the Heart. 5 
Seed-pearl were now, boil'd with Syrrup of Apples, | 
Tincture of Gold, and Corral, Citron-Pills, | 
Your Elicampane Root, Myrobalanes—— | 

Volp. Ay me, [ haveta'nea Graſs-hopper by the Wing. 

Lad. Burnt Silk and Amber, you have Muſcadel 
Geod i' the Houſe... Volp. You will not drink, and part? 

Lad. No, fear not that, I doubt, we ſhall nor get 
Some Engliſh Saffron (half a Dram would ſerve f 
Your fixten Cloves, alittle Musk, dry'd Mints, 
Bugloſs, and Rarly- meal Folp. She's in again; 8 
Bel ore I feign'd Diſeaſes, now I have one. 

Lad. And theſe aply'd, with a right Scarlet cloth 

Vol p. Another Flood of words! a very Torrent! 

Lad. Shall I, Sir, make you a Poultiſe? 

Volp. No, no, no, 

I'm very well: you need preſcribe no more. 

Lad. | have a little ſtudied Phyſick; but now, 
Pm all for Muſick, ſave i the Forenoons, 

An hour or two for painting. I would have 


A Lady, indeed, t' have all, Letters, and Arts, 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Be able to diſcourſe, to write, to paint, 

But principal ( as Plato holds) your Muſick 
And ſo does wiſe Fythagoras, I take it) 

Is your true Rapture; When there is conſent 
In Face, in Voice, and Clothes: and is indeed, 
Our Sexes chiefeſt Ornament. Volp.. The Poet, 
As old in time as Plato, and as knowing. 


Says that our higheſt Female grace is ſilence. 


Lad. Which of your Poets? Perrarch ? orTafſe? or Dante? 
Guerrini ? Ariofto ? Arqtine? 
Cieco di Hadria ? I have read them all. 
Volp. Is every thing a Cauſe to my deſtruction ? 
Lad. I think, I ha two or three of em about me! 
Volp. The Sun, the Sea will ſooner both ſtand ſtill, 
Than her eternal Tongue! nothing can, ſcape it. 
Lad. Here's Paſtor Fido 
Volp. Profeſs obſtinate ſilence ; 
That's now'my ſafeſt. Lad. All our Engliiſp Writers, 


I mean ſuch as are happy in th Italian, 


Will deign to ſteal out of this Auther, mainly; 
Almoſt as much, as from Monzagnie: 
He has ſo modern and facile a Vein, 
Fitting the time, and catching the Court- ear 
Your Ferrarch is more paſſionate, yet he, | 
In days of ſonnetting, truſting em. with much: 
Dante is hard, and few can underſtand him. 
But, for a deſperate wit, there's Aretine 
Only, his Pictures are a little obſcene ——— | 
You mark me not? Volp, Alas, my Mind's perturb d. 

Lad. Why, inſuch Cafes, we muſt cure our ſelves, . 
Make uſe of our Philoſaphy— Volp. O'ye me. 

Lad. And, as wefind our Paſſions do rebel, 
Encounter em with Reaſon ; or divert em, 
By giving cope unto ſome other Humour 
Ot leer danger: as, in Politick Bodies, 
There's nothing, more, doth over-whelm the Judgment, 
And clouds the Underſtanding, than too much 
Settling, and fing, and were ſubſiding 
Upon one Object. For the incorporating 
Of theſe fame outward things, iuto that part, 
Which we call mental, leaves ſome certain feces, 
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That ſtop the Organs, and, as Plato ſays, 
Aſſaſſinates our knowledge. FVolp. Now, the Spirit 
Of patience help me. Lad. Come, in faith, I muſt 
Viſit you more adays; and make you well: | 
Laugh and beluſty. Volp. — 8 ſave me. 
Lad. There was but one fole Man in all the World, 
With whom Je er could ſympathize; and he 
Would lye you often, three, four hours together, 
To hear me ſpeak: and be (ſometime) ſorap't, 
As he would anſwer me quite from the purpoſe, 
Like you, and you are like him, juſt, I'll diſcourſe 
(And : t be but only, Sir, to — — ) 
How we did ſpend our time and loves together, 
For ſome fix years. Vo!p. Oh, oh, oh, oh, oh, oh. 
Lad. For we were coætanei, and brought up ——— 
Volp. Some power, ſome fate, ſome fortune reſcue me. 
Moſca, Lady, Volpone. 
as God fave you, Madam. Lad. God Sir. 
Volp. Moſca ? welcome, | 
Welcometo my redemption. ns Why Sir? Pol. Oh, 
Rid me of this my torture, quickly, there; 
My Madam, with the everlaſting Voice: 4 
The Bells in time of Peſtilence, ne'er made 
Like noiſe, or were in that perpetual motion! 
The Cock-pit comes not near it. All my Houſe, 
But now, ſteam d like a Bath, with her thick Breath. 
A Lawyer could not have been heard ; nor ſcarce 
Another Woman, ſuch a hail of words 
She has let fall. For Hell's ſake, rid her hence. 
*Mof. Has ſhepreſented 2 Volp, O, I do not care, 
I'll take her abſence, upon any price, 
Wich any loſs. 1 | 
Mof. Madam Lad. 7 brought Patrom 
A Toy, a Cap here, of mine own Ks Arg 
carne — you, 16 bt 
ot to tell you, I aw Knight, | 
Where you ld little think it — , 
Lad. Where? Mof. Marry, 
Where yet, if you make haſte, you may apprebend him, 
Rowing upon the Water in a gondole, 
With the moſt cunning Curtizan of Venice. 


Lad. 
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Lad. Ist true? Mof. Purſue em and believe your Eyes: 


Leave me, to make your Gift. I knew, t would take. 
For lightly, they that uſe themſelves moſt Licence, 
Are ſtill moſt jealous. Volp. Moſca, hearty thanks, 
For thy quick fiction and delivery of me. 
Now, to my hopes, what ſayſt thou: + 
Lad. But do you hear, Sir: | 
Volp. Again, I fear a Paroxiſm, Lad. Which way 
Row d they together? M Toward the Rialto. 
Tad. I pray you lend me your Dwarf. 
Meſ. 1 pray you, take him. 
Your hopes, Sir, are like happy Bloſſoms, fair, 
And promiſe timely Fruit, if you will ſtay 
But the maturing ; keep you at your Couch, 
Corbaccio will arrive ſtrait, with the Will : 
When he is gone, I'll tell you more. Vp. My Blood, 
My Spirits are return d; I am alive: 
And like you wanton Gameſter, at Primero, 
Whoſe thought had whiſper'd to him, not go leſs. 
Me thinks I lye, and draw for an encounter. 
' Moſca, Bonario. 
Sir, here conceald, you may hear all. But pray you 
Have patience, Sir; the ſame's your Father, knocks. 
[ One knocks, 
Iam compell'd to leave you. Bon. Do ſo. Yet, 
Cannot my thought imagine this a Truth. 
Moſca, Cor vino, Celia, Bonario, Volpone. 
Death on me! you are come too ſoon, what meant you ? 
Did not I ay, I would ſend, Corv. Yes, but I fear'd 
Lou might forget it, and then they prevent us. 
Mof. Prevent? did e er Man haſte ſo tor his Horns? 
A Courtier would not ply it ſo for a place. 
Well, now there's no helping it, ſtay here; 
Ell preſently return. -Corv. Where are you, Celia ? 
Lou know not wherefore I have brought you hither ? 
Cel. Not well, except you told me. Corv. Now, I will: 
Hark hither. Moſ. Sir, your Father bath ſent word, 
| [ To Bonario. 
It will be half an hour ere he come; 
And therefore, if you pleaſe to walk the while 
Into that Gallery— at the upper end, 


There 


My wi 
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There are ſome Books, to entertain the time: 

And I'll take care, no Man ſhall come unto you, Sir. 
Bon. Yes | will tay there, Ido doubt this Fellow. 
Me,. There, he is far enough; he can hear nothing: 

And, for his Father, I can keep him off, 

Corv. Nay, now, there isno ſtarting back; and therefore, 

Reſolye upon it: I have ſodecreed 

It muſt be done. Nor, would move't afore, 

Becauſe 1 would avoid al Shitts and Tricks, 

That might deny me. Cel. Sir, let me beſeech you, 

Affect not theſe range Trials; it you doubt 

My Chaſtity, why lock me up, tor ever: 

Make me the Heir of darkneſs. Let me live, 

Where I may pieaſe your tears. if not your Truſt, 

Corv. Believe it, I have ro ſuch Humour, I. 

All that I ſpeak, 1 mean; yet I am not mad: 

Not Horn- mad, ſee you? Go too, ſhew your ſelf 

Obedient, anda Wife. Cel. O Heaven! Corv, Ifay it, 

Do ſo. Cel. Wasthis the Train ? 

Corv, I've told you Reaſons; 

What the Phyſicians have ſet down} how much, 

It may concern me; what my Engagements are; 

My means; and the neceſſity of thoſe means, 

For my recovery: wherefore, if you be 

Loyal, and mine, be won, reſpect my venture. 
Cel. Betore your Honour? Corv. Honour? tut, abreath z 

There's no ſuch thing, in Nature: a meer Term 

Invented to awe Fools. What is my Gold 

The worſe for touching? Cloths for being look d on? 

Why, this'sno more. An old decrepit Wretch, 

That hasn ſe, no Sinew ; takes his Meat 

With others Fingers; on'y knows to gape, | 

When you do ſcald his Gums ; a Voice; a Shadow; 

And, what can this Man hurt you? Cel. Lord! what Spirit 

Is this hath entred him ? Corv. And for your fame, 

That's ſuch a Jig; as if I would go tell it, 

Cry it on the Piazza! who ſhallknow it; 

But he that cannot ſpeak it, and this Fellow, 

Whoſe Lips are i” my Pocket: fave your ſelf, 

If you'll proclaim't, youmay, I know no other, 

Should come to know it. 
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Cel. Are Heaven, and Saints then nothing ? 
Will they be blind or ſtupid ? 
Corv, How? Cel. Good Sir | 
Be jealous fill, emulate them: and think 
W hat bate they burn with toward every Sin. 
| Corv. I grant you: If I thought it were a Sin, 
I would not urge you. Should J offer this 
To ſome young Frenchman, or hot Tuſcan Blood, 
That had read Axetine, conn'd all his Prints, 
Knew every quirk within | uſts labyrinth, 
And were profeſt Critick in Lechery; 
And I would look up on him, and applaud him, 
This were a Sin: but here, tis contrary, 
A pious Work, meer Charity for Phyſick, 
And honeſt Polity, to aflure mine own. 
Cel. O Heaven! canſt thou ſuffer ſuch a change? 
Volp. Thou art mine honour Moſca, and my pride, 
My joy, my tickling, my delight! Go, bring em. 
Mo, Pleaſe you draw near, Sir. Corv. Come on, what 
You will not be rebellious ? by that Light 
Mof. Sir, Signior Corvino, here, is come to ſee you. 
Volp. Oh, Moef. And hearing of the conſultation had, 
So lately, for your health, is come to offer, 
Or rather, Sir, to proſtitute 
Cor. Thanks, ſweet Moſca. 
Moſ. (As the true fervent inſtance of his Love) 
His own moſt fair and proper Wife; the Beauty, 
Only of price, in Venice Corv. Tis well urg d. 
5 To be your comfortreſs, and to preſerve you. 
Volp. Alaſs, I am paſt already ! pray you, thank him 
For his good care and promptneſs; but for Wat, 
_ *Tisa vain labour e en to fight gainſt Heaven; 
Applying Fire to a Stone: (uh, uh, uh, uh) 
Making a dead Leaf grow again. I take 
His . gently, though; and you may tell him. 
What I have done for him : marry, my ſlate is hopleſs 
Will him to pray for me; and rule his Fortune, 
With reverence when he comes tot. 
Mof. Do you hear, Sir? 
Go to him, with your Wife. Corv. Heart of my Father 
Wilt thou perſiſt thus? come, I pray thee come. « 
ou 
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Thou ſceſt tis nothing. eli. By this hand, n 
I ſhallgrow violent. Come, do't, I ſay. 

Cel. Sir, kill me, rather: I will take down Poyſon, - 
Eat burning Coals, do any thing Corv. Be damn d. 
(Heart) I will drag thee hence, home, by the Hair; | 
Cry thee a Strumpet through the Streets; rip up 

Thy Mouth, unto thine Ears; and ſlit thy Noſe, 

Like a raw-Rotchet—— Do not tempt me, come. 


Yield, Iam loth (Death) I will buy ſome Slave, 


Whom I will kill, and bind thee to him, alive; 
And at my Window, hang you forth: deviſing 
Some monſtrous Crime, which I, in Capital Letters, 
Will eat into thy Fleſh with Aquafortis, 
And burning Cor ſives, on this ſtub: orn Breaſt. 
Now, by the Blood thou haſt incens d, I'll do't. 
Cel, Sir, what you pleaſe, you may, lam your Ma tyr. 
Corv. Be not thus obſtinate, | ha' not deſer vid it: 
Think who it is intteats you. Pr'y:hee, Sweet; 
(Good faith) thou ſhalt have Jeweis, Gowns, Attires, 
What thou wilt think, and ask. Do but go kiſs him, 
Or touch him, but. For my fake. At my ſuit. 
This once. No? not? I ſhall remember this. | 
Will you diſgrace me, chus? do you thirſt my undoing ? 
Moſ. Nay, gent'e Lady, be advis'd. Corv. No, no 
She has watch d her time. God's precious, this is skirvy, 
Tis very skirvy: and jou are Moſ. Nay, good Sir. 
Corv. An errant Locuſt, by Heaven, a Locuſt, Whore, 
Crocodile, that haft thy Tears prepar'd, * ; 
Expecting, how thou'lt bid em low. M.. Nay, pray 
vou, Sir, : TW 
She will confider. Cel. Would my Life would ſerve 
To ſatisfie, Corv. (S death) it ſhe would but ſpeak to him, 
And fave my Reputation, 'twere ſomewhat; | 
But, ſpightfully to affect my utter ruin. | 
Mt, now you have put your Fortune in her Hands. 
Why, i'faith, it is her modeſty, 1 muſt quit her; 
It you were abſent ſhe would be more coming; 
I know it: and dare undertake for her. | 
What Woman can before her Husband ? pray you, 
Let us depart, and leave her here. Cory Sweet Celia; 
Thou mayſt redeem all, yet; 1. ſay no more: 
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If not, eſteem your ſelfas loſt. Nay, ſtay there: 
Cel. O God, and his good Angels! whether, whether 
Is ſhame fled human Breaſts? that with ſuch caſe, 
Men dare put eff your Honours, and their own? 
Is that, which ever was a Cauſe of Life, 
Now plac'd beneath the baſeſt Circumſtance? 
And Modeſty an exile made, tor Money? | 
Folp. I, in Corvino, and ſuch Earth-fed Minds, | 
| 0 64 c. 
That never taſted the true Heav 'n of love. 
Aſſure thee, Celia, he that would fell thee, 
Only for kope of gain, and that uncertain, 
He would have {old his Part of Paradiſe 
Fot ready Money, had he met a Cope-man. 
' Why art thou maz d, to ſee me thus reviv d? 
Rather applaud thy Beauties Miracle; BY” 
*Tis thy great Work: that hith, not now alone, 
But ſundry times, rais'd me, inſeveral Shapes, 
And but this Morning, like a Mountebank, 
To ſee thee at thy Window. I, before 
I would have lett my Practice, for thy love, 
In varying Figures, I would have contented 
With the blue Proteus, or the horned Flood. 
Now art thou welcome. Cel. Sir! Volp. Nay,fly me nat, 
Nor, let thy falſe imagination 
That I was Bed-rid, makethee think, I am fo: 
Thou ſhalt not find it. Jam, now, as treſh, 
As hot, as high, and in as jovial Plight, 
As when (in that fo celebrated Scene, 
At recitation of our Comedy, X 
For entertainment of the great Valoys) 
I ated young Antinous; and a 
The Eyes and Ears of all the Ladies, preſent, 4 
T' admire each graceful Geſture, Note, and Footing. 
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Ome, my Celia, let us prove, 
While we can, the Sports of Love; 
Time will not be ours for ever, 
He, at lengtb, our good will fever; 
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Spend not then his Gifts in vain, 

Suns, that Set, may rife again: WM. 
But if once we loſe this Light, NT 
Tis with us perpetual Night. | 
Why ſhould we defer our Joys? 

Fame and Rumour are but Toys. 

Cannot we delude the Eyes 

Of a few poor Houſho'd-ſpics ? 

Or his eaſier Ears beguile, 

Thus removed by our Wile? 

Tis no Sin Love's Fruits to ſteal; 

But the ſweet Thefts to reveal. 

To be taken, to be ſeen, 

Theſe have Crimes accounted been. 

Cel. SomgSerene blaſt me, or dire Lightning ſtrike 
This my offding Face, Volp. Why droops my Celia? 
Thou haſt in piace ot a baſc Husband, found 
A worthy Lover: uſe thy Fortune well, 

With Secrecy and Pleaſure. See, behold, 

What thou art Queen ot; not in expectation, 

As I feed others: but poſſeſs d and crown'd. 
See, here, a Rope of Pearl, and each, more Orient 
Than that the brave Ægyptian Queen carous d: 
Diſſolve and drink'em. See, a Carbuncle, ' 
May put out both the Eyes of our St. Markz z 

A Diamond would have brought Laullia Paulina, 
Whe ſhe came in like Star · light hid with Jewels, 
That were the ſpoils of Provinces; take theſe, 

And wear, and loſe em: yet remains an Ear-ring 

To purchaſe them again and this whole State. 

A Gem but worth a private Fatrimony, 

Is nothing: we willeat ſuch at a Meal. 214 
The Heads of Parrots, Tongues of Nightingales, 
The Brains of Peacocks, and of Eſtriches 

Shall be our Food: and copld we get the Phcenix,” , _ 
(Thoug" Nature loſt heafftind) ſhe were our Diſh.) - | 

Cel. Good Sir. theſe Things might movea Mind affected 
With ſuch Delights; but 1, os Innocence 
Is al I can think wealthy, or worth theenjoying, 

And which once loſt, I have nought to lole beyond it, 
Cannot be taken with theſe _— Baits: * 
2 


Is Ihe b O X 
If you have Conſcience V. Tis the Beggars Vertue, 


It thou haſt Wiſdom, hear me, Celia, 

Thy Bathes ſhall be the juice of July-flowert, 
Spirit ot Roſes, and of Violets, 

The Milk of Unicorns, and Yanthers Breath 


Gather'd in B2gs, and mixt with Cretan Wines. 


Our drink ſhall be prepared Gold and Amber; 
Which we will rake, until my Root whirl round 
With the Vertigo: and my Dwart ſha'l dance, 
My Eunuch ſing, my Fool make upthe Antick, 
W hilſt we. in changed Shapes, act vid's Tales, 


Thou, like Europa now, and | like Jove, 


T hen | like Mars, and thou like Erycine: 

So. of the reſt, till we have quite run through, 
And wearicd all the Fables of the Gods. 
Then will have thee in more modern Forms; 
Attired like ſome ſprightly Dame of France, 
Brave TIuſcan Lady, or proud Spaniſh Beauty; 
Sometimes, unto the Perſian Sophie, Wife; 


Or the Grand Signioꝛ's Miſtreſs; and, for change, 


To one of our moſt art ful Courtizans, 

Or * Negro, or cold Ruſſian; 

And ] will meet thee in as many Shapes: 
Where we may ſo transtuſe our wandring Sou's, 


Out at our Lips, and icore up Sums of Pieaſures, 


That the curious ſhall not know 

. How to tell them, as they flow; | 

And the Envieus, when they in! 
Mhat their Number is, b pind. 


Cel. If you have Ears that will be pierc d; or Eyes, 


That can be open dꝭ a Heart may be touch dʒ 

Or any Part that yet ſounds Man about you: 

If you have touch of Holy Saints, or Heaven, 

Do me the Grace to let me ſcape. If not, 

Be bountiful and kill me. You do-know, © / 
Jam a Creature, hither il] betra d, 

By one, whoſe ſtame | would forget it were; 

I you will deign me neither of theſe Graces, 

Yet feed your Wrath, Sir, rather than your Luſt; 


(Itis a Vice comes nearer Manlineſs) 
And puniſh that unhappy Crime of Nature, 
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Ot Villany ; fear nou ught, you have a Guard: 1 
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Which you. miſe my Beauty: Flea my Face, 
Or Foy ſon it, with Ointments, tor ſeducing 
Your B'ood to this Rebellion. Rub theſe Hands; 
With what may cauſe an eating Leproſie, 
E en to my Bones and Marrow: any thing. | 
That may disfavour me, faye-in my Honour. 
And Iwill kneel to yu, pray for you, pay down n 
A thouſand hourly Vows, Sir, for your Healtn, 
Report, and think you vertuous— Volp. Thing me cold, 
Frozen and impotent, and ſo report me? | 
That I had Neſtor s Hernia, thou would(t think, 
do degenerate, and abuſe my Nation, 
To play with Opportunity thus long- | 5 
I f:ou!d have donc the Act, and then have parlec d, 
Yield, or l' force thee. Cel. O! juſt God. Volp. In vain— 
Bon. Forbear, foul Raviſher, libidinous Swine, | 

Free the torc'd Lady, or thou dy'ft, Impoſtor. 

[ He leaps out from where Moſca had placed bios 
But that I am loth to ſnatch the Pun ſhment. 
Out of the hand of Juſtice, thou ſhouldſt, yet, 
Be made the timely Sacrifice of- Vengeance, 
Betore this Altar, and this Droſs, thy Idol. 6 
Lady, let's quit the Place, it is the Den 2 


And he, c're long, ſhali meet his juſt Reward, 
Volp. Fall on me, Roof, and bury me in Ruin; 
Become my Grave, that wert my Shelter, O! 
I am unmask d, unſpirited, undone, | 
Betray'dto Beggary, to Infamy—— 

Moſca, Volpone.. 

Moſ. Where ſhall t run, moſt wretched Shame of Men, 
To beat out my unlucky Braias. Volp.. Here, here. 
What! doſt thoubleed ? Mof. O that his welldriv'n Sword 
Had been ſo covetous to have cleft me down 
Unto the Nave), e're Iliv'd to ſee 
My Life, my Hopes, my Spirits, my Patron, all | 
Thus deſperately engaged, b my Error. 

4 Wo on thy — & 510 And my Follies, Sir. 

Volp. Th' haſt made me miſerable. Myſ: And, my ſelf, Sir. 
Who would have thought he would have hearkned ſo? 
_ What ſball Iedo ? wn I know not, if my 2 
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Could expiate the Miſchance, I'd pluek it out. 
Will you be pleas d to hang me, or cut my Throat? 
And Ill requite you, Sir. Let's die like Romans, 
Since we have liv d like Grecians. 
Volp. Hark, who's there ? [They knock without. 
I hear ſome Footing; Officers, the Saffi, 
Come to apprehend us; I do teel the Brand 
Hiſſing already at my Forehead ; now 
Mine Ears are boring. Mo. To your Couch, Sir, you 
Make that Place good however. Guih y Men 
Suſpe what they deſerve ſtill. Signior Corbaccio! 
Corbaccio, Moſca, Voltore, Volfone. 
Corb. Why, how now, Moſca ? 
Moſ. O, undone, amaz'd, Sir“ 
Your Son (I know not by what Accident) 
Acquainted with your Purpoſe to my Patron, 
Touching your Will, and making bim your Heir, 
Entred 2 with Violence, his Sword drawn, 
Sought for you, call d you Wretch, unnatural, 
Vow'd he would kill you, 
Corb. Me? Mo. Yes, and my Patron. 
Corb. This Act ſhalldifinherir him indeed ; 
Here is the Will. Mo. Tis wel, Sir. Corb. Right and well. 
Be you as careful now for me. Mof. My Lite, Sir, 
Is not more tender d. Iam only yours, 

Corb. How does he? will he die ſhortly, think'ſt thou? 

Mof. 1 fear, he'll out-laſt May. | 

Corb. To Day? Mef. No, laſt out May, Sir. 

Corb. Could'ſt thou not gi' him a Dram? 

Moſ. O, by no means, Sir. 

Corb. Nay, I'll not bid you. Volt. This is a Knave, I ſee. 

M. How, Signior Voltore! Did he hear me? 

Volt. Paraſite. 

' Mof. Who's that? O, Sir, moſt timely welcome 

Volt. Scarce, to the Diſcovery of your Tricks, I fear. 
Yo! are his only? and mine alſo ? are you not? 

Mof. Who? I, Sir! Volt. Lou, Sir. W at Device is this 
About a Will? Mof. A Plot for you, Sir. Volt. Come, 
Put not your Foiſts upon me, I ſhall ſcent em. 

Mof. Did you not hear it ? - | 

Volt. Yes, I hear, Corbaccia 


Hath 
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Hath made your Patron there his Heir. Mo,. 'Tis true, 
By my Device, drawn to it by my Plot, 

With hope Volt. Your Patron ſhould reciprocate ? 
And you have promis d? Mof. For your good, I did, Sir. 
Nay more, I told his Son, brought, hid him here, 
Where he might hear his Father paſs the Deed ; 
Being perſwaded to it by this Thought, Sir, 

That the unnaturalneſs, firſt; of the Act, 

And then his Father's oft diſclaiming in him, 

(Which I did mean tꝰ help on) would ſure enrage him 
To do ſome Violence upon his Parent, 

On which the Law ſhould take ſufficient hold, 

And you be ſtated in a double Hope: | 

Truth be my Comfort, and my Conſcience, 

My only Aim was todig you a Fortune 

Outof theſe two old rotten Sepulehers 

(Volt. I cry thee Mercy, Moſca.) 

Mo). Worth your Patience, 

And your great Merit, Sir. And ſee the Change 

Volt, Why, what Succeſs ? 

M 1 Moſt hapleſs! you muſt help, Sir. 

Whilſt we th' old Raven, in comes 
Corvino's Wife, ſeat hither by her Husband mos 
Volt. What, with a Prefent ? 
* No, Sir, on Vifitition: 
(Tu tell you how anon) and ſtaying long, 
The Youth he grows impatient, ruſhes forth, 
Seizeth the Lady, wounds me, makes her {wear 
(Or he would murder her, that was his Vow) 
T* affirm my Patron to have done her Rape: 
Which how unlike it is, you ſee; and hence 
With that Pretext he's gone t' accuſe his Father, 
Defame my Patron, defreatyou —— 
Volt. Where's her Husband ? | 
Let him be ſent tor ſtreight. Moſ. Sir, I'll go fetch him. 

Volt. Bring himto the Scrutino. Maſ. Sir, I will. 

Volt. This muſt be ſtop't. Moſ. O, you do nobly, Sir, 
Alas, twas labour'd all, Sir, for your good; 

Nor was there want of Counſel in the Plot: 
But Fortune can, at any time o'erthrow 


The Projects of a hundred Learned Clerks, Sir. | 
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Corb. What's that ? x 
you Will't pleaſe you, Sir, & to go os : 
Patron, go in. and pray for our © =Y 
p. Need makes Devoticn : Heavens your labour ele, 
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ACT IV. SCENE. 1 


Politict, Peregrine. 


MG Told you, Sir, it was a Plot; you ſee 
What Obſervation is. You mention d me 
For ſome Inſtructions: I will tell you, Sir, 
(Since we are met here in this Height of Venice) 
Some few Particulars, I have ſet down, 
Only for this Meridian, fit to be known 
Of your crude Traveler; and they are theſe. 
I will not touch, Sir, at your Phrale, or Clothes, 
For they are old. Per. Sir, I have better. Pol. ardon, * 
| meanr, as they are Themes, Per. O, Sr, proceed: 
I'll ſlander you no more of Wit, good Sir, 

Pol. Firſt, for your Garb, it muſt be grave and ſerious, | 
Very reſerv d and lock'd; not tell a Secret e 
On any Terms, not to your Father; ſcarce 
A Fable, but with Caution: Make fore choice 
Both of your Company, and Diſcourſe ; beware 
You never ſpeak a Truth-- Per. How. pol. Not to ſtrangers, 
For thoſe be they you muſt converſe with moſt: 
Others I woyld not know, Sir, but b. ſtance, 
So as I ſt Il might be a Saver in em: 
You ſnall have Tricks elſe paſs d upon you Hour ly. 
And then, for your Religion, proteſs none, 
But wonder at the Diverſity of all oO 
And, for your Part, proteſt, were there nocckle Aut 
But ſimply the-Laws of th Land. you could content you. 
Nic. Machiavel, and Monſieur Bodine, both 
Were of this Mind. Then muſt you learn the Uſe 
And handling of your Silver Fork at Meals, 
The Metal of your Glaſs: (theſe are main Matters 
With your Italian) and to know the Hour $036 1 
her you — Melons and your Fig. 
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Per, Is that a Point of State too? Pol, flere it i: 
For your Venetian if he ſee a Man 
Prepoſt'rous in the leaſt, he has him fraies 3 
He has; he ſtrips him I'll acquaint you, sir, 25 
I now have liv d here (tis ſome four teen Months) 
Within the firſt Week ot my Landing here, 
All took me for a Citizen of Venice, 15 
1 knew the Forms ſo well Per. And nothing elle. 2A 
Pol. I had read Contarene, took me a Houle," | 
Dealt with my Fews to furniſhit wi. h Moveables——— | 
Well, if I could but find one Man. One Man 
To mine own Heart, whom I durſt truſt, I would 
Per. What ? what, Sir? | 
Pol. Make him rich; makehima Fortune: 
He ſnould not tbink again. I would command it. 
er As how? Pol. With certain Projects that I hars . 
Which I may not diſcover. Per. If I had 
But one to wager with, I would lay Odds now. | 
He tells me inſtantly. Pol. One is, (and that $ 
care not greatly who knows) to ſerve the State 
Of Venice with red Herrings for three Years, | 
| And ata certain Rate, rom Rotterdam, 
Where l have Correſpondence. There's a Letter, 
Sent me from one o'th' States, and to that Purpoſae 
He cannot write his Name, but that's his Mark. = 
Per. He is a Chandler. Pel. No, a Cheeſmonger. 
, There are {ome others too, with whom I treat. a 
About the ſame Negotiation; 
And 1 will undertake it: For, tis thus, 
I'll do't with eaſe, 1 have caſt it all: Your Hoy 
Carries but three Men in her, and a Boy; 
And ſhe ſhall make me three Returns a Lear: 
So if there come but One of Three, I ſave; 
It two, I cas Defalk : But this is npo-πãWw. 
If my main Project fail. Fer. Then you have others 
Pol. I ſt ould be loth to draw the ſubtil Air 
Of ſuch a Place, without my thouſand Aims... 
Il net Diſſemble, Sir; where cer I come, 
I love to be Conſiderative; and, tis true, 
] have at my free Hours thought upon 
. Some certain Goods unto tl. e State of Venice, ; 
* HH C5 Whick' 
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| Which Ido call my Cautions; and, Sir, which 
I meaa (in hope of Penfion) to propound 
To the Great Counſel, then unto the Forty 
Soto the Ten. My Means are made already 
Per. By whom ? | 
Pol. Sir, that though his Place b* obſcure, 
Yet he can ſway, and they will hear him. He's 
A Commandadore. Per. What a common Serjeant ? 
Pol. Sir, ſuch as they are, put it in their Mouths, 
What they ſhould ſay, ſometimes, as well as greater. 
I think I have my Notes to ſhew you Per. Good Sir. 
Pol. But you ſhallſwear unto me, on your Gentry, 
Not to anticipate Per. I, Sir? Pol. Nor reveal 
A Circumſtance— My Paper is not with me. 
Per. O. but you can remember, Sir. Pol. My firſt is 
Concerning Tinder-boxes. You muſt know, 
No Family is here without its Box. | 
Now, Sir, it being ſo portable a Thing, 
Put caſe, that you or | were ill affected 
Unto the State, Sir, with it in our Pockets, 
„Might not I go into the Avſenal, 
Or you, come out again, and none the wiſer? 
Per. Except your ſel-, Sir. Pol. Go to then. [therefore 
Advertiſe to the State, how fit it were, 
That none but ſuch as were known Patriots, 
Sound Lovers of their Country, ſhould be ſuffer d 
F enjoy them in their Houſes; and even thoſe 
Seal d at ſome Office, and at ſuch a bigneſs 
As might not lurk in Pockets. Per. Admirable! 
Pol. My next is, how t' enquire, and be reſolv d, 
By preſent Demonſtration, whether a Ship, 
Newly arriv'd from Soria, or from 
Any ſu ed Part of all the Levant, 
Be guſlty of the Plague: And wh:re they uſe 
Tolic out forty, fifty Days ſometimes, 
About the Lazarerzo, for their Trial, 
I'll ſave that _ ani Loſs into the Merchant, 
And in an Hour clear the Doubt. Per. Indeed, Sir ? 
Pol. Or ] will loſe my Labour. 
Per. My faith, that's much. 
Pol. Nay, Sir, conceive me, Twill coſt me, in Onions, 
D Some 
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some thirty Livres — Per. Which is one Pound Sterling · 


But you ha done well for once, Sir. Pol. Were I falſe, 
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Pol. Beſide my Water-works: For this I do, Sir. 
Firſt, I bring in your Ship twixt twoBrick-walls; 
(But thoſe the State ſhall venture) on the one 
I ſtrain me a fair Tarpaulin, and in that | 
I ſtick my Onions, cut in halfs; the other. 

Is full of Loop- holes, out at which I thruſt ; 
The Noſes of my Bellows; and thoſe Beilows 

1 keep, with Water-works,'in perpetual Motion, 

(Which is the eaſieſt Matter of 2 hundred) 

Now, Sir, your Onion, which doth naturally 

Attra@&th' Infection, and your Bellows blowing 

The Air upon him, will ſhew (inftantly) < . 

By his chang d Colour, if there be Contagion, 

Or elſe remain as Fair as at the firſt. 

Now *tis known, tis nothing. Per. Tou are right, Sir. 

Pol. I would I had my Note. Per. Faith, ſo would I: 


Or would be made fo, I could ſhew you Reaſons 
How I could ſell this State now to the Turk, | 
Spite of their Gallies, or their Per. Pray you, Sir Po 
Pol. I have em not about me. Per. That I fear d. 
They are there, Sit. Pol. No, this is my Diary, 
WhereinI note my Actions of the Day. | 
Per. Pray you, let's ſee, Sir. What is here? Notandums- 
A Rat had gnawa my Spur-leathers ; notwithſtanding, 
I put ou new, and did go forth: but firſt 
I threw three Beans over the Threſhold. Item, 
I went and bought two Tooth-picks, whereof one- 
I burſt immediately, in a Discourſe 
Witha Dutch Merchant, bout Ragion del Stato. 
From him I went, and pad a Moccinigo F 
For piecing my Silk Stockings; by the way 
1 cheapned Sprats; and at St. Mark's1 urin'd. 
Faith, theſeare Politick Notes! Pol. Sir, I do ſlip 
No Action of my Lite thus, but I quote it. . 
Per. Believe me, it is wiſe! Pol. Nay, Sir, read forth; 
Lady, Nano, Nomen, Politick, Peregrine. 
Tad. Where ſhould this looſe Knight be tro? Sure he's 
Nan. Why, then he's faſt. (Hous d. 
Lad. I. he plays both with me; 


I pray you ſtay. This Heat will do more bam 2 
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To my Complexion] than his Heart is wort. 
(1 donotcarets hinder, but to take him.) att. | 


Ho w it comes off! . My Maſter's youder. fad. Wherd 


Mom. With a young Gentleman. 
Lad. That ſame's the Party ! 


In Man's apparel. Pray you, Sir, jog my Knight: 


I will be tender to his Reputation, 

However he demerit. Pol. My Lady! Per. Where? 
Pol. Tisſhe indeed, Sir; you ſhall know her, She is, 

Were ſhe not mine, a Lady of that. Merit, 

For Faſtion and Cehaviour; and for Beauty 


Idurſt compare Pep. It ſeen's youare not jealous, 


That dare commend her. Pol. Nay, and for Diſcourſe--- 


Per. Being your Wife, ſhe cannot miſs that. Pol. Madam, 


Here is a Gentleman, pray you uſc him fairly; 

He ſcems a Youth, but he is Lad. None. Pol. Ves, one 

Has put his Face as ſoon unto the World. | 
Tad. You mean, as early ? but to Day? Pol. How's this? 
Lad. Why ia this Habit, Sir, you apprehend me. 

Well, Maſter Muld- be, this doth not become you; 


Thad thought, the Odour, Sir, of your good Name 


Had been more precious to you; that you would not 
Have done this dire Ma ſſacre on your Honour; 
One of your Gravity, and Rank beſides! 


But Knights, I ſee, care little for the Oath 


They wake to Ladies; chiefly, their own Ladies. 
Pol. Now, by my Spurs, (the Symbol of myKnighthood) 
(Per. Lord, how his Brain is humbled for an Oath! ') 
Poi>Ireach you not. Lad. Right, Sir, your Politie - 

May bear it through thug. Sir, a Word with you, 

1 wouldbeloth to conte publickly 

With any Gentlewoman, or to ſeem 

Froward, or violent, (as the Courtier ſays) 

1: comes too near Ruſticivy ina Lady, 

Whick l would ſl un by al Means; and however 

I may deſerve from Maſter  ould-be, yet 


have one fa r Gent ewWoman thus be 5 


Th unkind Inſtt᷑um ent to wrong another, 
And one ſhe knows not, I, and to perſevere; 
- Is Judgment, is not warranted 

ing a Sol ae 5 iu our Sex, 
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It notinManners. Per. Howy is this 4. Fol. Sweet Madam, 
Come nearer to your Aim. Lad. Marry, and L will, Sir. | 
Since you provoke me with your Impudence, Ari 7 
And Lata of your. Land- ren here, | 
Your Sporus, your Hermaphrodite Fer. What's [here / 
Poetick Fury, .and Hiſtorick Storm! 

Pol. The Gentleman, believe it, is of Worth, 
And of our Nation, Lad. I, your White-Fryars aeg 
Come, I bluſh for you Maſter Would-be, 1; 
And am aſnhamꝰd you ſhould ha no more Forchead, | 
Than thus to be the Patron, or Saint George, 
Toa lewd -Harlot, a baſe Fricatrice, 
A Female Devil, ina Male Out-hde, Pol. Nay, 
And you be ſucha one, I muſt bid Adieu | 
To your Delights, The Caſe appears too liquid. 

ad. IL. you may carry't clear, with your Sure ce! 

But for your Carnival Concup ſcence, "ART 
Who here is fled for Liberty ot Conſcience, 
From furious Perſecution of the Mar ſhal, 5 
Her Will 1 diſc'ple. Per. This is anc, i faith! 
And do you ule "thi often? Is this part 
Of yoùr Wits Exerciſe, *gainſt you have Occaſion? 
YE 1. Lad. Go to, Sir. 

Per, Do you hear me, Lady ? 
Why, it your Knight have ſet you to beg Shirts, 
Or to inviteme Home, 22 have done it | 
A nearer way by tar. Lad. This cannot work you 
Out of my Snare, Per. Why ? am in it, then? 
Indeed your Hu band told me, you were Fair, 


And ſo you are; only your Noſe inclines 


(That Side that's next the Sun) to the Queen apple. 
Lad. This cannot be endur d, by any Fatience. 
Moſta, Lach, Peregrine. 
Moſ. What's the Marter, Madam? Lad. If the Senate 
Right not my queſt in this, Iwill proteſt em, 


To all the World, no- Axiſtocra 


Mof. What is the Inju: y. qo Lad. Why, the Callet 


Vou told me of, here [have tane diſguis d. 


Moſ. Who ? this? WI. at means your Ladyſhip ? the 
Creature. | 


Imention d to you, is -pprekended, now, 
Before 
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Beſore the Senate; you ſhall ſee her Lad. Where? 
 Mof. Vilbring you to her. This young Gentleman, 

I ſaw him landthis Morning at- the Port. | 

Is't poſſible! how was my Judgment wander'd! 

Sir, I muſt, bluſhing, ſay to you, I have err'd ; 

And plead your Pardon? Per. What, more Changes yet! 

Lad, I hope yo ha not the Malice to remember 
AGentlewoman's Paſſion.. It you ſtay 
In Fenice here, pleaſe you to uſe me, Sir 

Mof. Will go, Madam ? 

Lad. Pray you, Sir, uſe me: In faith, 

9 ſee me, the more I ſhall conceive 
You have forgot our Per. This is rare 
Sir Politick Would-be? No, Sir Politick Bawd! 
To bring me thus acquainted with his Wife! 
Well, wiſe Sir Pol, fince you have practis d thus 
Upon my Freſhman-ſhip, Ill try your Salt-head, 
What Proof it is againſt a Counter-plot. 

| Voltore, Corbaccio, Corvino, Moſca. 
. Vole. Well, now you know the Carriage of the Buſineſs, 
Your Conſtancy is all that is requir'd 
Unto the Safety of it. Mo. le the Lie. 
Sately convey'damongſt us? is that ſure? 
Knows every Man his Burden ? 
Corv. Yes. Mof. Then ſhrink not. 

Corv. But knows the Advocate the Truth? Mof. O, Sir, 
By no means.. Idevis'da formal Tale, | 
That falv* — Reputation. But be valiant, Sir. 

Cor v. I fear no one but him, that this his Pleading 
Should make him ſtand for a Co- heir Moſ. Co-halter 
Hang him, we will but uſe his Tongue, his Noiſe, 

As we do Croakers here. Corv. I, what ſhall he do? 

Mof. When we ha done, you mean? 

Corv. Yes. Moſ. Why, we'll think: 

Sell him for Mummia, he's half Duſt already. 

Do you not ſmile, to ſee this Buffalo [To Voltore. 

How he doth 33 with his Head ? —— I ſhouid 

If all were well, and paſt. Sir, only you [To Corbacrio. 

Are he that ſhall enjoy the Crop of all, a 

And theſe not know for whom they toil. Corb, 1 — 
| of 
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afoſ. But you ſhall eat it. [To Corvino. 
Much Worſhiptul Sir, [Then to Voltore gam. 
Mercury ſit upon your thundring Tongue, 
Or the French Hercules, and make your Language 
As conquering as his Club, to beat along 
tr. (As with a Tempeſt). flat, our Adverfaries ; _ . 
But much more yours, Sir. Volt. Here they come, ha done, 
Moſ.. 1 have another witneſs, if you need, Sir. | 
can produce. Volt. Mho is it? Mo. Sir I have her. 
Ac ocatori 4. Bonario, Celia, Voltore, Corbaccio, Corvino, 
Moſca, Nota rio, Commandadori. 
Avoc. The like of this the Senate never heard of. 
Avoc. 2. Twill come moſt ſtrange to them, when we 
t it. | 8 
*** 4. — ——— has been = held 
Of unreproved Name. Avoc. 3. So the young Man. 
Avoc. 4. The more unnatural part that of his Father. 
Avoc. 2. More of the Husband. Avec. 1, I not know to 
His Act a Name, it is ſo monſtrous | [give 
5, Avoc. 4. But the Impoſtor, he is a thing created 
T' exceed Example! Avoc. 1. And all atter- times! 
Avoc. 2. I never heard a true Voluptuary 
Deſcrib'd, but him. A voc. 3. Appear yet thoſe were cited 
Nota. All but the old Magnifico, Volpone. 
Avoc. 1. Why is not he here? 
1, Moſ. Pleaſe your Fatherhoods, 
Here is his Advocate: Himſelf's ſo weak, 
So feeble —— Avoc. 4. What are you? 
Bon. His Paraſite, 
pl His Knave, his Pandar: I beſeech the Court, 
He may be forc'd to come, that your grave Eyes 
May bear ſtror.g Witneſs of his ſtrange Impoſtures. 
Volt. Upon my Faith and Credit, with your Vertyes; 
He is not able to endure the Air. | 
Avor. 2. Bring him, howeyer. 


e. Avuoc. 3. We will ſee him. Avoc. 4. Fetch him. 
Volt. Your Fatherhoods fit Pleaſures be obey'd ; 
0, But ſure, the Sight will rather move your Pities, 
Than lndignation: May it plesſe the Court, 
e. In the mean time, he may be heard in me. 


„ Iko this Place moſt void of Prejudice, Foy 
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me” therefore crave it, ſince we have no ane Wr Ic: 
To fear our Truth ſhould hurt our Cauſe. Pee 
Avoc. 3. Speak fre. Ent 


Volt... Then know, moſt honoured. Fathers; 1 muſk now 
Diſcover to your ſtrangely abuſed Ears 


Thegnoſt prodigious and — frentleſs Piece 

Qt ſolid Impudence, and Treachery, Alt 

That ever vicious Nature yet brought forth, | . nt 

To ſhame the State of Venice, This lewd Woman:  _ ho 
That wants noartificial Looks; or Tears It v 
o help the Vizor ſhe has now put on) | | y 

uo long been knowna cloſe Adultereſs No 


To that lalciv ious Youth-there; not ſuſj 
I ay, but known, and taken in the A 


With him; and by this Man, the eaſie Husband, Thi 
Pardon'd; "whoſe timely Bounty makes him na, Uh 
Stand here, the moſt unhappy, innocent Dayton | Na 
That ever Man's own Goodneis made accus d. His 
For theſe, not knowing how to owe a Gift Ti 
Ot that dear Grace, but with their Shame; being prac 4 To 
So, above all Powers of their Gratitude, Yo 
Began to hate the Benefit; and, in Place. As 
Qt Thanks, deviſe t' extirp the Memory His 
Of ſuchan Act: Whe ein | pray your Fatherhoods + Int 
T” obſerve the Milice, yea, the Rage ot ures, | By 
Diſcover'd in their Evils, and what Heart To 
Such take, even from their Crimes. But that anen 
Will more appear. This Gentleman, the Father, | 
He:ring of this foul Fact, with many others, Wh 
Which daily truck at his two tender Ears, Pro 
And griev d in nothing more th in that he could not. ] 
Preſerve himſelt a Parent, (his Son's Ils P 
Growing to that ſtrange Food) at laſt decree'd For 
To difinheric him. Avoc, 1. Fheſe be ſtrange Turns! ; 
Avoc. 2. The young MansFame was ever fair and honeſt. ] 
Vol. So much more full of. danger is bis Vice, Let 
That can begulle ſo, under ſhade of  Vertue. Th 
But, as I (ud, my honour'd Sirs) his Father Ha 
Having this ſetled Pur (by what means 
To him betray'd, we know not) and this Day ( 
ge tor the Deed, chat Parricide, ; | 


a 
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1 cannot ſtile him better) by Confederacy 
reparing this his Paramour to be there, 

Entred Volpone's Houſe, (who was the Man, 
our Fatherhoods muſt underſtand, deſign'd 

For the Inheritance) there, fought his Father: 

But with what Purpoſe fought he him, my Lords? 

[ tremble to pronounce it, that a Son 

nto a Father, and to ſucha Father, 

Should have ſo foul, felonious Intent 

It was to murder him: When, being prevented 

By his more happy Abſence, what then did he? | 

Not check his wicked Thoughts; ne, now new Deeds; 

(Miſchief doth ever End whereir begins) | 

An Act of horrour, Fathers! He dragg'd forth 

The aged Gentleman, that had chere l n Bed-rid 

Three Years and more, out of his innocent Couch, 

Naked, upon the Floor, there ett him; wounded 

His Servant in the Face, and, with this Strumpet, 

Tie Stale to his forg d Practice, who was glad 

To be ſo Active, (I ſnall here deſire 2 

Your Fatherhoods to note but my Collections, 

As moſt remarkable) thought at once to ſtop 

His Father's Eads, diſcredit his free Choice = 2 

In the old Gentleman, redeem themſelves, - 

By aying Infamy upon this Man, 

To whom, with bluſhing. they ſhould owe their Lives. 
Avoc. 1. What Proefs have you of this? | 
Bon. Moſt honour'd Fathers, 

l humbly crave, there be no Credit given 

To this Man's mercenary Tongue. Avoc. 2. Forbear. 
Bon. His Soul moves in his Fee. 

Avoe. 3. O, Sir. Bon. This Fellow, 1 

For ſix Saux more, would plead againſt his Maker. 
Avoc. 1. Youdo forget your ſelf. | 
Volt, Nay, ny, Grave Fathers; 

Let him have ſcope: Can any. Man imagine 

That he will ſpare his Accuſer, that would not 

Have ſpar'd his Parent ? #3 
Avoc 1. Well, produce your Proofs. 

Cel. I would I could forget I were a Creature. 
kult. Signior Corbaccic... e 295, 
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Avoc. 4. What is he? Vole. The Father. 
Avoc. 2. Has he had an Oath? 
Not. Yes. Corb. What muſt I do now? 
Not. Your Teſtimony's crav d. 
_ Corb. Speak to the Knave ? 
Fll ha' my Mouth firſt ſtopt with Earth? my Heart 
Abhors his Knowledge: I diſclaim in him. 
Avoc. x, But for what Cauſe ? 
Corb. The meer portent ot Nature: 
He is an utter Stranger to my Loins. 
Bon, Rave they made you to this? 
Carb. I will not hear thee, 
Monſter of Men, Swine, Goat, Wolf, Parricide, 
Speak not, thou Viper. Bon. Sir, I will fit down, 
And rather wiſh my Innocence ſhould ſuffer, 
Than I reſiſt the Authority ot a Father. 
Volt. Signior Corvino. 
Avoc. 2. This is ſtrange! Avec. 1. Who's this? 
Not. The Husband. Avoc. 4. Is he ſworn? 
Not. He is. Avoc. 3. Speak then. i 
Corv. This Woman (pleaſe your Fatherhoods) is 3 
_ Whore, | 
Of moſt hot Exerciſe, more than a Patrich, 
Upon Record Avec. 1. No more. 
Corv.. Neighs like a fefinet. 
Nor. Preſerve the Honour of the Court. Cory. I ſhal, 
And Modeſty of your moſt reverend Ears. T 
And yet I hope that | may ſay, theſe Eyes 
Have ſeen her glew'd unto that piece of Cedar, 
That fine well-timber'd Gallant ; and that here 
The Letters may be read, thorow the Horn, 
That make the Story perfect. Moſ. Excellent! Sir. 
Corv. There is no Shame in this now, is there? 
Mof. None. 
Corv. Or if I ſaid, I hop'd that ſhe were onward 
To her Damnation, if there be a Hell ; 
Greater than Whore, and Woman; a good Catholick 
May make the Doubt. | 
Avoc. 3, His Grief hath made him frantick. 
Avoc. 1. Remove him hence: 
#woc. 2. Look to the Woman. * 


* 


| The F O K. 63 
Coru. Rare! prettily feign'd ! again! | 
voc. 4. Stand — en. Ars 
Avor. 1. Give her the Air. 

Avoc. 3. What can you fay? Mof. My Wound 
(May't pleaſe your Wiſdoms) ſpeaks for me receiv d 
In Aid of my good Patron, when he miſt oO 1 
His ſought tor Father, when that well taught Dame 
Had her Cue given her, to cry out, a Rape. 

Bon. O, moſt laid Impudence! Fathers 

Avoc. 3. Sir, be filent ; | 
You had your Hearing free, ſo muſt they theirs. 

Avoc. 2. I do begin to doubt th' lmpoſture here. 

Avoc. 4. This Woman has too man) Moods. 

Volt. Grave Fathers, 

She is a Creature of a moſt profeſt 

And proſtituted Lewdneſs. Corv. Moſt impetuous ! 
Unfatisfied, Grave Fathers! Vole. May her Feigntags 
Not ta ke your Wiſdoms: But this Day ſhe baited 

A Stradger, a grave Knight, with her looſe Eyes, 

And more laſcivious Kiſſes, This Man ſaw em 
Together on the Water, in aGondola. 

Mof. Here is the Lady her ſelf, that faw em too, 
Without; who then had in the open Streets 


Purſu d them, but for ſaving her Knights Honour. 


Avoc. 1. Produce that Lady. 

Avoc, 2, Let her come. Avoc. 4. Theſe things, 

They ſtrike with Wonder. Avoc. 2.1 am turn'd a Stone. 
Moſca, , Avocatort, &c. 

Me Be refolute, Madam. Lad. I, this ſime is ſhe. 
Out, thou Chamelion Harlot ; now thine Eyes | 
Vie Tears with the Hyena: Dar'ſt thou look 
Upon my wronged Face? I cry your Pardons, 
| fear N (forgettingly) tranigreſt WE” | 
Againſt the Dignity ot the Court. Avoc. 2. No, Madam, 

Lad. And been exorbitant. g 

Avoc. 2. You have not, Lady. 

Avoe. 4. Theſe Proots are ſtrong. 

Lad. Surely, I had no purpoſe 
To ſcandalixe your Honours, or my Sexes. 

Ave, 3. We do belieye it. 


Lad. 
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Lad. Surely, you may believe it. 
Avoc. 2. Madam, we do. | 
Lad. Indeed you may; my Breeding 
Is not lo Courſe —. Avoc. 4. We know it. Lad: To * 
With Pertinacy— Avec. 3. Lady. Lad. Such a Preſence! 
No ſurely. Avoc. 1. Ve well think it. 
Lad. You may think it. 
Avoc. 1. Let her overcome. What Witneſſes have you, 
To make good your Report? Bon. Our: Conſciences. 
Cel. And Heav'n, that never fails the Innocent. 
Avoc. 4. Theſe are no Teſtimonies. 
Bon. Not in your Courts, 
Where Multitude and Clamour overcomes. 
Avoc. 1. Nay, then you do wax inſolent. 
For. Here, here, * Volpone is brought in as impotent, 
The Teſtimony comes that will convince, 
And put to utter Dumbneſs their bold Ton 
See {Do Grave Fathers, here's the Raviſher, 
The Rider on Mens Wives, the great Impoſtor, 
Tic grand Voluptuary! Do you not think 
Theſe Limbs ſhould affect Venery? or theſe Eyes 
Coveta Concubine?- Pray you mark theſe Hands: 
Are they not fit to ſtroke a Ladies Breaſts? ? THT. 
Per haps he doth diſſemble? Ben. So he does: * 5 
Volt. Would you ba him tertur'd ? 1 
Bon. I would have him prov d. 
vlt. Beſt try hm then with Qoads or burning Irons; 
Put him to the Strappado: I have heard 
The Rack hath cur'd the Gout ; faith, give it wa, 
And help kim of a Malady, be Courteous. 
I'll 0 before theſe honour'd Fathers, 
He ſha!l have yet as many left-Diſcaſes, _ 
As ſhe has known Adulteries, or thou'Strumpets. 
Oz my moſt equal Hearers, if theſe Deeds, 
Acts * this bold and moſt exorbitant Strain, 
May paſ with Sufferance, what one Citizen 
But owes the Forfeit of his Life, yea, Fame, 
To him tha! dares traduce him? Which of you 
Are ſafe, my honour'd Fathers? I would ask ' 
(With leave of —2 ve Fatherhoods) if their Plot 
Eavgany Face or Colour like to Truth ? 


Of, 


Of, 
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Or, if, unto the dulleſt Noſtr l here, | 
It ſmell not rank, and moſt abhorred Slander 7 
I crave your care ot this good Gentleman, | 
Whoſe Lite is much endanger'd by their Fable; 
And as for them, I will conclude with this, 
That vicious Perſons, when they're hot andifleſh'd 
In impious Acts, their Conſtancy abounds: | 
Damn d Deceds are done with greateſt Confidence. 

Avec. 1. Take'em to Cuſtody, and ſever them. 

Avoc. 2. Tis pity two ſuch Prodigies ſhou'd live. 
Avoc, 1. Let the old Gentleman beretura'd with care: 
I'm ſorry our Credulity vrrong d him. 

Awvoc. 4. Theſe are two Creatures! 

Avoc. 3. I havean Earthquake in me, | 

Avoc, 2. Their ſhame (ev'n in-their Cradles) fled their 
races. - | | 

Avoc. 4. You've done a worthy ©ervice to the State, Sir, 
In their Diſcovery. Avec. 1. You ſhall hear, ere Night, 
What Puniſhment the Court decrees upon em. 

Volt, We thank your Fatherhoods. 

How like you it? Moſ. Rare. 

[1d ha' your Tongue, Sir, tipt with Gold for this; 

IId ha' you be the Heir to the whole City; 

The Earth Id have want Men, ere you want Living; 
They're bound to erect your Statue in St. Marks. 

Sipnior Corvine, I would have you go 797 hy 
And ſhew your {elf, that you have conquer'd. Corv. Yes; 

Mof. It was much better that you ſhould profeſs 
Your ſelf a Cuckold thus, than that the other 
Should have been prov'd. Cory. Nay, I conſider'd that: 
Now it ĩs her Fauſt. 'Mof. "Then it had been yours. 

Corv. True, I do doubt this Advocate ſtill, Moſ. I faith 
You need not, I dare eaſe you of that Care. | 
Corv, I truſt thee, Moſce. ATE 
Mo. As your own Soul, Sir. Corb. Moſcs. 

Moſ. Now for your Buſineſs, Sir. 

Corb. How ? ha' you Buſineſs ? 

Moſ. Yes, yours, Sir. Corb. O, none clic? 

Moſ. None elſe, not I, 

Corb. Be caretul then. 

Moſ. Reſt you with both your Eyes, Sir. 


Corb. 
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Corb. Diſpatch it. Mof. Inſtantly. 
Cord, And lool that =" x 
Whatever, beputin Jewels, Plate, Moneys, 
Houſhold-ſtuff, Bedding, Curtains, Mo. Curtain-ringy, 
: Rr. 
Only the Advocate's Fee muſt be deducted. 
Corb, I'Il pay him now; you'll be too prodigal. 
Mof. Sir, I muſt tender it. Corb. Two Cecchine: is wel. 
Mof. No, Six, Sir. Cor6. Tis too much. 
Mof. He talk d a great while 
You muſt confider that, Sir. Corb. Well, there's Three 
Mof. I'll give it him, Corb. Do ſo, and there's for thee 
Mof. Bountiful Bones! What horrid ſtrange Offence, 
Did he commit 'gainſt Nature in his Youth, 
Worthy this Age? You ſee, Sir, how I work 
Unto your Ends: take you no Notice. Volt. No, 
Ill leave you. Mof. All is yours, the Devil and all: 
Good Advocate, Madam, I'll bring you home. 
Lad. No, I'll go ſee your Patron. 
* That you ſhall not: 
T'll tell you why. My Purpoſe is to urge, 
My Patron :o reform his Will; and for 
The Zeal you have ſhewn tb Day, whereas befote 
You were but third or fourth, you ſhall benow 
Put in the firſt ; which would appear as begg'd, 
It you were Preſent, Therefore Lad. You ſhal 
ſway me. | 


ACT Y. SCHEME TT 


| Volpone. 
Pol. E LL, Tam here, and all this Brunt ĩs paſt : 
I neer was in Diſlike with my Diſguiſe 
Til! this fled Moment; here twas good in Private; 
But in your publick Cave whilſt 1 breathe, 

Fore God, my Letr Leg gan to have the Cramp, 

And I appreh-nded ſtrait ſome Power bad ſtruck me 
With a dead Palſie: Well { muſt be merry, 


An 
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And ſhake it off. A many of theſe Fears 1 
Would put me into ſome villanous Diſeaſe, 

Should they eome thick upon me: I'll prevent em. 
Give me a Bowl of luſty Wine, to fright 
This Humour from my Heart; (Hum, hum, hum, ) 


. [He Drinks. 
"Tis almoſt gone already: I ſhallconquer 
Any Device now, of rare ingenious Knavery, 
That would poſſeſs me with a violent Laughter, 
Would make me up again, So, ſo, ſo, ſo, [ Drinks again. 
This Heat is Life; tis Blood by this time: Moſs! 
Moſea, Volpone, Nano, Caffrone. 

Moſ How now, Sir? does the Day look clear again? 
Are werecover'd, and wrought out of Error, 
Into our Way, to ſee our Path before us? 
Is our Trade free once more? Tn Exquiſite Moſca! 

Mof. Was it not carried learnedly? Volp. And ſtoutly. 


Good Wits are greateſt in Extreminies. 


Mo. It were a Folly, beyond Thought, to truſt 
Any grand Act unto a cowardly Spirit: 
You are not taken with ir enough methinks. 
Volp. O, more than if I had enjoy d the Wench: 
The Pleaſure of all Woman-kind's not like it. 
Moſ. Why now you ſpeak, Sir. We muſt here be fixt; 
Here wemuſt reſt; this is our Maſter- piece: 
We cannot think to go beyond this. Folp. True, 
Thou haſt plaid thy Prize, my precious Moſca. Meſ. Nay, 
Sir, 
To gull the Court— lp, And quite divert the Torrent 
Upon the! nnocent. Meſ. Yes, and to make 
So rare a Muſick out of Diſcords Vp. Right. 
That yet to me's the ſtrangeſt! how th' haſt born it! 
That theſe (being ſo divided*mongſt themſelves) 
Should not ſcent ſomewhat, or in me, or thee, 
Or doubt their own Side. Moſ. True, they will not ſee't. 
Too much Light blinds em. I think each of em 
Is ſo poſſeſt and ſtufft with his own Hopes, 
That any thing unto the contrary, 
Never ſo True. or never ſo Apparent 
Never ſo Palp able, they will reſiſt it 


Volp. Like a Temptation of the Devil. Moſe Right, Sir. 
b | Merchants 
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Merchants may talk of Trade, and your great Signiors 

Of Land that ids well; but if 120 49s * 

Have any Glebe more fruitful than theſe Fellows, 

I amdeceiv'd. Did not your Advocate rare? | 
Velp. O(My moſt honour Fathers. my grave Fathen 

Vnder Correction of your Fatherhoods, 

What Face of Truth is here? it theſe ſtrange Deeds 

May paſs, moſt honour'd Fathers) L had much ado 

To forbear Laughing. M/. T {:em'd to me, youſwen; 

8 


Sir. | 

Pop. In troth I did a little. Mo. But confeſs, Sir, 
Were you not daunted! Yelp. In good faith, I was 

A little in a Miſt, but not dejected; 

Never but ſtill my ſelt. Moſ. Tthink it, Sir. 

Now (ſo Truth help me) | muſt needs ſay this; Sir, 
And out of Conſcience, for your Advocate, 

He has taken pains, in faith, Sir, and deſerv'd 

In my poor Judgment, I ſpeak it under favour, | 


Not to contrary you, Sir) very richly-— 
Well to be cozen'd. Volp. Troth, and I think ſo too, 


By that I heard him, in the latter End. 

Mof. O, but before, Sir: had you heard him firſt 
Draw it to ce tain Heads, then aggravate, 
Then uſe his vehement Figures — I look'd ſtil] 

When he would ſhift a Shirt; and doing this 
Out of pure Love, no hope of Gain — Pol. Tis right. 
I cannot anſwer him, Moſta, as I would 
Not yet; but at thy Sake, at thy Entreaty, 
I will begin, ev'n now, to vex em all, 
This very inſtant. 
Moſ. Good, Sir. Folp.- Call the Dwarf 
And Eunuch forth. | 
4 Caſtrone, Nano. Nan. Here. 
Volp. Shall we have a Jig, now? 
 Mof. What you pleaſe, Sir. Volp. Go, 
Strait give out about the Streets, you two, 
That I am Dead; do it with Conſtancy, 
Sadly, do you hear ? impute it tothe Grief 
Of this late S ander. | 
Moſ. What do you mean. Sir? Volp. O, 
I ſhall have inſtantly my Vulture, Crow, 
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Raven, come flying hither, (on the News) 
To peck for Carrion, my She · Wolf, and all, 
Greedy, and tull of Expectation 
Mo. And then to have it raviſh'd from their Mouths ? 
Yolp. Tis true; I will ha' thee put on a Gown, 
And take upon thee, as thou wert mine Heir; 
Shew 'em a Will: Open that Cheſt and reach 
Forth one of thoſe that has the Blanks; 1'll trait 
put in thy Name. Me. It will be rare, S r. Volp. I. 
When they ev'n gape, and find themſelves deluded —, 
Mof. Yes. Volp. And thou uſe them ſcurvily. 
Diſpatch, get on thy Gown, 
Moſ. But what, Sir, if they ask 
After the Body ? Volp. Say, it was corrupted. 
Moſe I'll fay, it ſtunk, Sir; and was fain to have it 
Coffin'd up inſtantly, and ſent away. 
Volp. — Thing, what thou wilt. Hold, here's my 
Wi 


Get thee a Cap, a Count-book, Pea and Ink, 

Papers afore thee ; fit as thou wert taking 

An Inventory of Parcels: I'll get up 

Behind the Curtain, on a Stool, and hearken; 

dometime peep over, ſee how they do look, 

Vith what Degrees their Elood doth leave their Faces! 

O, *twill afford me a rare Meal of Laughter. ; 
0 Your Advocate will turn ſtark dull upon it. 

Volp. It will take off his Oratories edge. 

Mof. But your Clariſſimo, old Round-back, he | 

Will crump you, like a Hog-louſe, with the Touch, 
Volp. And what — Mof. O Sir, look for him, 
o Morrow - morning, with a Rope and a x 
o viſit all the Re 5 he muſt — * 
My Lady too, that came into the Court, 
o bear Falſe-witneſs for your Worſhip 
ind kits me fore the Fathers, when my Face 
ow'd all with Oils. 

Mof. And ſweat, Sir. Why your Gold 
ſuch another Med'cine, it dries up 
[thoſe offenſive Savours: it trans forms 
e moſt Deformed, and reſtores'em Lovely, 
 twere the ſtrange Poetical Girdle. Fove [Ceftos, 

D Could 
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Could not invent t* himſelf a Shroud moreſubtle 
To paſs Acriſius, Guards. It is the Thing 
Makes all the World. her Grace, her Youth, her 

Fold. I think ſhe loves me. Mof. Who? the Lay. U ir; 
Sbe $ Jealous of you. 1 Doſt thou ſay ſo? My/. Heark, 
There's ſome already. Yotp. Look. Moſ. It is the Vulture; 
He has the quickeſt Scent. Volp. Pll ro my Place, 
Thou to thy Poſture. Mof. 1am ſet. Volp. But Mo{ca, 
Play the Artificer now, torture 'em rarely. 

Veltore, Moſca, Corrovaccio, Corvino, Lady, Volpone. 

Volt. How now. my Moa? Mof, Tur ky Carpets, nine. 

Volt. Taking an Inventory? That is well. 

Mof. Two Sutes of Bedding, Tilue— 

Volt. Where's the Will? 
Let me read that the while. Corb. So, ſet me down, 
And get you Home. Vole Is he come now, to trouble us) 

- Mof. Of Cloth of Gold, two more 

Corb. Is it done, Moſca? 

Mof. Ot ſeveral Velvets, cight — 

Vole. Ilike his Care. 

Corb. Doſt thou not hear? 

Corv. Ha? is the Hour come, Meſea? 

Volp. I now they muſter. 

[ Voipone peeps from behind a Traverſe, 

Corv. What does the Advocate here, 
Or this Corbaccio? | 

Corb. What do theſe here? Lad. Moſea'? 
Is his Thread ſpun ? Mof. Eight Cheſts of nnen 

O, 


My tine Dame bull. be too! Corv. Moſca, the Will, 

That I may ſhew it theſe, and rid em hence. 
Moſ. Six Cheſts of Diaper, four of Damask— There, 
Corb. Is that the Will? 

M/ Down Beds and Bolſters-— Volp. Rare! 
Be buſie ſtill. Now they begin to fluter: 

They never ti ink of me. Look ſee, fre, ſee! 

How their ſwift Eyes run over the long Decd. 

Unto the Name, and to the Legacies, 

W hat is bequeathd them there 
Moſ. Ten Sutes of Hangings | 
Volp. I, i' their Garters, Moſea, Now their * 
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Are at the gaſp. Volt. Moſca the Heir! 
Corb. What's that! 
Volp. My Advocate is dumb; look to my Merchant, 
He has heard of ſome ſtrange Storm, a Ship is loſt, 
He faints; my Lady will \woon. Old Glazen-eyes, 
He hath not reach'd his Deſpair yet. Corb, All theſe 
Are out of hope; I'm ſure the Man. Corv. But Moſes —e 
M/ Two Cabinets _— | 
Corv. Is this in earneſt? Moſ. One. 
Ot Ebony —— Corv. Or do you but delude me? 
Moſ. The other, Mother ot Pearl — I am very buſie. 
Good faith, it is a Fortune thrown upon me 
Item, one Salt of Agat—— not my ſeeking. 
Lad. Do you hear, Sir? 
Moſ. A perfum'd Box — Pray you forbear, 
You ſee I am troubled made of an On) 
Lad. How! _. 
Moſ. To morrow or next day I ſhall beat leiſure 
To talk with you all. 
Corv. Is this my large Hopes Iſſue ? 
Lad. Sir, 1 muſt have a fairer Anſwer. Mofſ. Madam! 
Marry, and ſhall : *Pray you, fairly quit my Houſe. 
Nay, raiſe no Tempeſt with your Looks; — heark you, 
Remember what your Ladyſhip offer d me 
To put you in an Heir; go to, think on't : 
And what you ſaid e en your beſt Madams did 
For Maintenance; and why not you? Enough. 
Go home, and uſe the poor Sir Pol. your Knight well, 
For tear I tell ſome Riddles: Go, be melancholy, 
- Volp. O, my fine Devil! 
Corv. Moſca, pray you a word, 
Moſ. Lord! will not you take your Diſpatch hence yet? 


* 


Methinks (of all) you ſhould. have been th' Example. 


Why ſhould you ſtay here? with what thought, what 
promiſe? 4 
Hear you? do you not know, I know youan Aſs ? 
And that you would moſt tain havebeen aWittol, 
It tortune would have let you? that you are 
A declar d Cuckold, on good Terms? This Pearl, 
You'll ſay, was yours? Right: This Diamond ? 
Fil not deyy't, but thank you. Much here elſe? 
| D 2 It 
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It may beſo, Why, think that theſe good Works 
Ma — to hide your bad: Jil not betray you; 
Although you be but extraordinary 
And have it only in Title, it ſufficeth. 
Go home, be melancholy too, or mad. 
Volp. Rare Moſca ! How his Villany becomes him! 
Volt. Certain he doth delude all theſe for me. 
Cors. Moſes the Heir? | 
Volp. O his four hes have found it. 
Corb. Iam cozen'd, cheated, by a Paraſite-ſlave ; 
Harlot, t' haſt guli'd me. REY IN 
- Mof. Yes, Sir. Stop your mouth, 
Or I ſha!ldraw the only Tooth is left. 
Are not you he, that filthy covetous Wretch, 
With the three Legs, that here, in ws of prey, 
Have any time this three years ſnufft about, 
With your moſt grov'ling Noſe, and would have hir d 
Me to the pois' ning of my Patron, Sir? 
A Are not you he that have to day in Court 
Profeſs d the difinberiting ot your Son? 
Perjur'd your ſelf; Go home, and die, and ſtink; 
If you but croak a Syllable, all comes out: 
Away, and call your Porters, go, go, ſtink; 
Volp. Excellent Varlet! Volt. Now, my faithful Moſca, 
I find thy Conſtancy. Mof. Sir? 
Volt. Sincere. Hof. A Table 
Of Porphiry I mar le you'll be thus troubleſom. 
Volt. Nay, leave off now, they are gone. 
M. Why? who are you? | T] 
What? who did ſend for you? O, cry you mercy, 
Reverend Sir! Good faith, I am priev'd for you, 
That any Chance of mine ſrould thus defeat 
Your (! muſt needs ſay) meſt deſerving Travels: | 
But I proteſt, Sir, it was caſt upon me, . 
And | could a'moſt wiſh to be without it, 
But that the Will o th' Dead muſt be obſerv d. 
Marry, my joy is, that you need it not, 
You have a Gitt, Sir, (thank your Education) 
Will never let you want, while there are Men, 
And Malice, to breed Cauſes. Would I had 
But half ihe like, for all my Fortune, Sir, 
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If 1 have any Sutes (as I do hope, 
Things being ſo eaſie and direct, I ſhall not) 
I will make bold with your obſtreperous Aid, 
(Conceive me) for your Fee, Sir. In meantime, 
You that have ſo much Law, I know ha' the Conſcience 
Not to be covetous of what is mine, 
Good Sir, I thank youfor my Place; *twill help 
To ſet up a young Man, Good faith, you look 
As you were coſtive; beſt go home and purge, Sir. 
Volp. Bid him eat Lettuce well: My witty Miſchief, 
Let me embrace thee. O that I could now 
Transform thee to a Venus — Moſca, go, 
Streight take my Habit of Clarifimo, 
And walk the Streets, be ſeen, torment em more: 
We muſt purſue, as well as plot. Who would 
Have loſt this Feaſt ? Moſ. I doubt it will loſe them. 
Volp. O, my Recovery ſhall recover all. 
That I could now but think on ſome Diſguiſe 
To meet em in, and ask em Queſtions: 
How I would vex em. ſtil! at every turn? 
Mof. Sir, I can fit you. | 
Volp. Canſt thou? Moſ. Yes, Ik nov 
One o the Commandatori, Sir, ſo like you; 
Him will I ſtreight make drunk, and bring you his Habit. 
Volp. A rare Diſguiſe, and anſwering thy Brain! 
O, 1 will be a ſharp Diſeaſe, unto em. | 
Moſ. Sir, you muſt look tor Curſes —. 
Vo 3 Till they burſt; 
The Fox fares ever beſt when he is curſt. 
Peregrine, MerCatori 3. Woman, Folitic k. 
Per. Am I 2 diſguis d? Mar. 1. I warrant you. 
Per. All my Ambition is to fright him only. | 
Mer. 2. It you could ſhip him away, twere excellent. 
Mer. 3. To Zant, or to Aleppo? Per. Yes, and ha' his 
Acyentures put i th' Book of Voyages, 
And his gulld Story regiſtred for Truth? 
Well, Gentlemen, when I am in a while, 
And that you think us warm in our Diſcourſe, 
Know your Approaches. Mer. 1. Traſt it to our Care. 
Per. Save you, fair Lady. Is Sir Pol, within? 
Nom. I do not know, Sir. Per, Pray you, ſay unto him, 
D 3 Here 
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Here is a Merchant, upon earneſt Buſineſs, 
Pefires to ſpeak with him. 

Nom I will ſee, Sir. 

Per. Pray you. 

1 ſee the Family is all Female here. 

Wom. He ſays, Sir, he has weighty Affairs of State, 
That now require him whole; ſome other time 
You may poſſeis him. Per. Pray you ſay again, 

If thoſe require him whole, theſe will exact him, 
Whereof I bring him Tidings. What might be 
His grave Affair of State now? how to make 
Bolognian Sauſages here in Venice, ſparing 
One o th ingredients. Mom. Sir, helays, he knows 
By your Word, Tidings, that you are no Stateſman, 
And therefore wills you ſtay. 

Per. Sweet, pray you return him; 
I have not read ſo many Proclamations, 
And ſtudied them for Words, as he has done; 
But Here hedeigns to come. Pol. Sir, I muſt crave 
Your courteous Pardon. There hath chanc'd (to day) 
Unkind Difaſter *twirt my Lady ard me, 
And I was penning my Apology 
To give her ſatisf. ion, as you came now. 

Per. Sir, I am gricv'd, 1 bring you worſe Diſaſter ; 
The Gentleman you met at th' Port today, 

That told you, he was newly arriv d Pol. I, was 
A fugitive Punk? Per. No, Sir, a Spy {ct on you; 
And he has made relation to the Senate, 

That you profeſt to him to have a Plot 

To ſell the State of Venice to the Turk. 

Pol. O me! 

Per. For which Warrants are ſign'd by this time, 
To apprehend you, and to ſcarch your Study | 
For Papers— Pol. Alas, Sir, I have none, but Notes, 
Drawn out of Play- books. Per. All the better, Sir. 


Pol. And ſome Eſſays. What flalll do? Per. Sir, beſt 


Convey your ſelf into a S2gar-cheſt, 

Or, it you would lie round, a Frail were rare, 

Ard I could ſend you aboard, Pol. Sir, I tut talk'd ſo, 

For Diſcourſe- ſake meerly. [They kneck without. 
Per. Heark they are there, * 
| ol. 
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Pol. Tam a Wretch, a Wretch. 
Per, What will you do, Sir? | 
Ha' you ne'er a Curran-But toleap into? * 4 
They'll put you to the Rack, you mult be ſudden. 
Pol. Sir, I have an Ingine 
(Mer. 3. Sir Politick Would-be } 
Mer. 2. Where is he?) a 
Pol. That I have thought upon before- time. 6 
Per. What is it ? Pol. (I ſhall ne er endure the Torture.) 
Marry, it is, Sir, of a Tortoiſc-ſhell, 
Fitted for theſe Extremities: pray you, Sir, help me. 
Here I have a place, Sir, to put back my Legs, | 
(Pleaſe you to lay it on, Sir) with this Cap, 
And my black Gloves. I'll lie, like a Tortoiſe, 
Till they are gone. Per. And call you this an lagine ® 
Pol. Mine own Device—— | 
Good Sir, bid my Wife's Women 
To burn my Papers. They ruſh in. 
Mer. 1. Where's he hid? Mer. 3. We muſſ 
And will ſare find him. 
Mer. 2. Which is his Study? Mer. 1. What 
Are you, Sir? Per. I ama Merchant, that came here 
To look upon this Tortoiſe? 
Mer. 3. How? Mer. 1. St. Mark! 
What Beaſt is this? Per. It is a Fiſh. 
Mer. 2. Come out here. | 
Per. Nay, you may ſtrike him, Sir, and tread upon him i 
He'll bear a Cart. | 
Mer. 1. What, to run over him? Per. Yes, Sir. 
Mer. 3. Let's jump upon him. | | 
Mer. 2. Can he not go? Per. He creeps, Sir. 
Mer. 1. Lets {ee him creep. 
Per. No, good Sir, you will hurt him. 
Mer. 2. (Heart) I'll ſee him creep, or prick his Guts. 
Mer. 3. Come out here. 
Per. Pray you Sir, (ereep a little.) 
Mer. 1. Forth, 
Mer. 2. Vet tarther. 
Per. Good Sir, (creep.) 
Mer. 2. We'll ſee his Legg. 
oY [They pull off the Shell, and diſcover him. 
D 4 Mer.” 5. 
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Mer. 3. Gods ſo, he has Garters! 
Mer. 1. I, and Gloves! Mer. 2. Is this 
Your fearful Tortoiſe ? 
Per. Now, Sir, Pol, we are even; 
For your next Project I ſnall be prepar'd: 
I am ſorry for the Funeral of your Notes, Sir. 
Mer. 1. Twere a rare Motion to be ſeen in Fleerffrees, 
Mer. 2. |, d the Term. 
Me. 1, Or Smithfield, in the Fair. 
Mer. 3. Methinks tis but a melancholy Sight. 
Per. Farewel, moſt Politick Tortoiſe. 
Pol. Where's my Lady ? 
Knows ſhe of this? Wom. I know not, Sir. 
Pol, Enquire. 
O, I ſhall be the Fable of all Feaſts, 
TT he Freight ot the Gazezti, Ship-boys Tale; 
And, which is worit, even Talk for Ordinaries. 
Nom. My Lady's come moſt melancholy home, 
And ſays, Sir, ſhe will ſtreight to Sea, for Phyſick. 
Pol. And I, to ſhun this Place and Clime for ever, 
Creeping with Houſe on Back, andthink it well 
To ſhrink my poor Head in my Politick Shell. 
Volpone, Moſca. 


{The firſt in the Habit of a Commandatore; the other, of 


a Clariſſimo.] 

Volp. Am I then like him? Meſ. O, Sir, you are he: 
No Man can ſever you. 

Volp. Good. Moſ. But what am I? 

volp. Fore Heaven, a brave Clariſſimo, thou becom'ſt it, 
Pity thou wert not born one. Moſ. If I hold 
My made one, 'twill be well. Voip. I'll go and ſee 
What News firſt at the Court. Moſ. Do ſo. My Fox 
ls out on his Hole, and ere he ſhall re-enter, 
Ill make him languiſh in his borrow'd Caſe, 
Except he come to Compoſition with me: 
Androgyno, Caſirove, Nano. All, Here, 

Mof. Go, recreate your ſelves abroad; go ſport. 
So, now I have the Keys, and am poſſeſt. 
Since he vill needs ve dead atore his time, 
. Fil bury him, or gain by him. I am his Heir, 
And ſo will keep me, till he ſhare at leaſt. a 
LE 0 
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ro coꝛen him of all, were but a Cheat 
well plac d; no Man would conſtrue it a Sin: 
Let his Sport pay for't; this is call'd the Fox · trap: 
Corbaccio, Cor vino, Volpone. 
Corb. They ſay, the Court is ſet. 
Corv. We muſt maintain 
Our firſt tale good, for both our Repurations. 
Corb. Why? mine's no Tale: my Son would there have 
kill'd me. | 
Corv. That's true; I had forgot; mine is, I am ſure, 
But tor your Will, Sir. Corb. I, I'll come upon him 
For that hereafter, now his Patron's dead, 
Volp. Signior Corvino / and Corbaccio ! Sir, 
Much joy unto you. Corv. Ot what? 
Volp. The ſudden Good 
Dropt down upon you Corb. Where? 
olp. (And none knows how.) 
From old Volpone, Sir. Corb. Out, errant Knave. 
Volp. Let not your too much Wealth, Sir, make you 
furious. 
Corb, Away, thou Varlet. 
Volp. Why, Sir? Cor b. Doſt thou mock me? 
Volp. You mock the World, Sir; 
Did you not change Wills ? 
Corb. Cut, Harlot. Volp. O! belike you are the Man; 
dignior Corvino? Faith you carry it well; 
You grow not mad withal: I love your Spirit: 
You are not over-leaven'd with your. Fortune, 
You ſhould ha' ſome would ſwell now, like a Wine-fat;. 
With ſuch an Autumn Did he gi you all, Sir? 
Corv. Avoid, you Raſcal. 
Volp. Troth, your Wife has ſhewn - 
er ſelt a very Woman: but you are wel, 
Tou need not care, you have a good Eſtate, . 
o bear it out, Sir, better by this Chance: 
xcept Corbaccio have a Share? 
Corb, Hence, Varlet. | 
Volp. You will not bea'known, Sir; why, tis wiſe, 
bus do all Gameſters, at all Games, diſſemble. | 
No Man will ſeem to win. Here comes my Vulture, 
aving his Beak up i'the Air. and ſnuffing. 
Ds" Vols; 
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Voltore, Volpone. 
Volt. Out-ſtript thes, by a Paraſite? a Slave! 

Would run on Errands, and make Legs for Crumbs. 

Well, what I'll do | 
Volp. The Court ſtays tor your Worſhip. 

I &enrejoice, Sir, at your worſhip's Happineſs, 

And that it fell into ſo learned Hands, 

That underſtand the fingering „ 

Volt. What do you mean ? 
Volp. I mean to be x Suitor to your Worſhip, 

For the {mall Tenement, out of Reparations,. 

That at the End of your long row of Houſes, 

By the Piſearia: It was in Volpone s Time, 

Vvour Predeceſſor, e re he grew Piſeas d, 

A handſom, pretty, cuſtom'd Bawdy-houſe,. 

As any was in Venice, (none diſprais's) 

But fell with-bim ; his Body and that Houſe 

Decay'd together. 

Pole. Come, Sir, leave your prating. 
Volp. W hy, if your Worſhip give mebut your Hand, 

That I may ha'the Refuſal, I have done. 

Tis a meer Toy to you, Sir, Candle-rents,. 

As your learn'd Worſhip knows 
Volt. What do I know? 
Velp:Marry,no end of your Wealth, Sir; God decreaſe it. 

Volt. Miſtaking Knave ! what, -mock'ſt thou my Mis- 


fortune ? 142% 
Volp. His Eleſſing on your Heart, Sir; would 'twere 
{Now tomy fu ſt again, at the next Corner.) (more. 


Corbactio, Cor vino, ¶ Moſca paſſant) Volpone. 
Corb. See. in our Habit ſee the Impudent Variet ! 
Corv. That I could ſhoot mine Eyes at him like Gun- 
Velp. But is this true, Sir, of the Parafite?. ( ſtones. 
Corb, Again, t'afflict us? Monſter ! 
Volp. In good faith, Sir, | 
Fam heartily griev'd, a Beard ef your grave length 
Should be ſo over-reach'd, I never brook'd | 
That Paraſite's Hair; methought his Noſe ſhould cozen: 
There ſtill was ſomewhat in his Look, did promiſe. 
The Bane of a Clariſimo. Corb. Knave——Volp. Methinks 
Yet you, that are ſo traded i the World, 
Awitty Merchant, the fin: Bird, Corvino, 
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That have ſuch mortal Emblems on your Name; 

Should not have ſung your Shame, and dropt your Cheeſe, 
To let the Fox laughat your Emptineſs. 

þ Corv. Sirrah, you think the Privilege of the Place, 
And your red ſaucy Cap, that feems-fto me) 

N ail'd to your Jok-head, with thoſe two Cecchines, 

Can warrafit your Abuſes; come you hither : 

You ſhall perceive, Sir, Ido know your Valour well. 
Since you durſt publiſh what you are, Sir. Corv. Tarry, 
11d ſpeak with vou. Volp. Sir, Bir, another Time 

Corv.” Nay, now. | 

Volp. O'God, Sit! I were a wiſe Man, | 
Would ſtand the Fury ofa diſtracted Cuckold. 

Corb. What, come again? [ Moſda walks Un 

Volp. Upon em, Moſca, fave me. 

Corb. The Air's infected where he breaths. 

Corv. Let's fly him. 

Volp. Excellent Baſilisk! turn upon the Vulture. 

Voltoxe, Maſca, Fol pone. 

Volt. Well, Fleſh-fly, it is Summer with you now ;- 
Your Winter lle comẽ on. Moſ. Good Adyocate, 
Pr'ythee not rail, nor threaten out of Place thus; 
Thou'lt make a Soſæriſm (as Madam fays.) 

Get you a Biggen more; your Brain breaks looſe. 

Vole. Well, Sir. 

Folp. Would you ha' me beat the inſolent Slave? 
Throw Dirt upon his firſt good Clothes? Volt, This fame: 
Is doubtleſs ſome 18 Folp. Sir, the Court 
In troth, ſtays for you; I am mad, a Mule. 
That never read Juſtjnian,. ſhould get up, 
And ride an Advocate. Had you no Quirk 
To avoid Gullage, Sir, by ſuch a Creature? 

] hope you do but jeſt ; he has not don't: 

This's — Confederacy to blind the reſt. | 
You are the Heir? Volt. A ſtrange, 7 9 
Troubleſom K nave! thaw doſt torment me. N olp. l bew 
It cannot be, Sir, that you ſuould be ann. HOP 

Tis not within the Wit of Man to doit; 

You are ſo wiſe, ſo prudent ; and tis fit 


That Wealth and Wiſdom Rill ſhou d go together. 1 
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Avocatori. 4. Notario, Commandadore, Bonario, Celis; 
Corbaccio, Corvino, Voltore, Volpone. 
Avoc, 1. Are all the Parties here? Not. All but the Advo- 
Avoc. 2. And here he comes. [cate, 
Avoc. 1. Then bring em forth to Sentence. 
Pole. O, my moſt honour'd Fathers, let your Merey 
Once win _ your Juſtice, ta forgive omm— = 
I am diſtra 
(Yolp. What will he do now?) Felt. O, 
I know not which t' addreſs my ſelt to firſt, 


Whether your Fatherhoods, or theſe Innocent 


(Corv. Will he betray himſelf ) Volt. Whom equally 
I haveabus'd, by my Accuſation : 


For which, now ſtruck in Conſcience, here 1 proſtrate. | 


My ſelf at your offended Feet, for Pardon. 
Avec. I, 2. Ariſe. | 
Cel. O Heav'n, how juſt thou art! Vl. I ara caught 
P N Nooſe Corv. Be conſtant, Sir: nought now 
Can help, but Impudence. N 
Avoc. 1. Speak forward. Com, Silence. 
Volt. It is not Paſſion in me, Reverend Fathers, 
But only Conſcience, Conſcience, my Sires, 
That makes me now tell Truth. That Paraſite, 
That Knave hath been the Inſtrument of all. 
Avec. Where is that Knave ? fetch him. 
Volp. Igo. Corv. Grave Fathers. 
This Man's diſtracted; he confeſt it now : 
For hoping to be old Volpone's Heir, wh: | 
Who now is dead Avec. 3. How! Avoc. 2. Is Volpene: 
Corv. Dead ſince, Grave Fathers dead ⁊ 
Bon. O ſure Vengeance! Avoc. 1. Stay, 
Then he was no deceiver.. Polt. O no, none: 
The Paraſite, Grave Fathers. Corv. He does ſpeak 
Out of _ ay. no 1 _— 
The thing Pt for: Pleaſe your Fat of 
This is the Trath, though I'll & juſt iſie 
The other, but he may be ſome-deal faulty. 
Volt. I, to your Hopes, as well as mine, Corvine: 
But I'lluſe Modeſty. Pleaſeth your Wiſdoms . 
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To view theſe certain Notes, and but but confer them; 
As I hope Favour, they ſhall ſpeak clear Truth. 
Corv. The Devil has enter d him! Bon. Or bides in you. 
- Awvoc. 4. We have done Ill, by a Publick Officer 3 
To ſend for him, if he be Heir. Awvoc. 2. For whom? 
Avoc. 4. Him that they call the Paraſite, Avoc. 3. Tis 
He is a Man of great Eſtate, now left. | true, 
Avoc. 4. Go you, and learn his Name, and ſay, the 
Intreats his nce here, but to the i 
Of ſome few Doubts. Avoc. 2. This ſame's a Labyrinth! 
Avoc. 1. Stand you unto your firſt Report, Corv. My 
My Life, my Fame | [ State, 
Bon. (Where is't?) Corv. Are at the Stake, 
Avoc. 1. Is yours ſo too? Corb. The Advocate'sa Knave, 
And has a forked Tongue ( Avoc. 2 Speak to the Point.) 
Corb. So is the Paraſite too. A voc. 1. This is Confuſion, 
Volt. I do beſeech your Fatherhoods, read but thoſe. 
Corv. And credit nothing the falſe Spirit hath writ : 
I cannot be, but he is poſſeſt, Grave Fathers. 
Volpone, Nano, Androgyno, Caſtrone. 
Volp. To make a Snare for mine own Neck ! and run 
My Head into it, wilfully! with Laughter ! 
When I had newly ſcap't, was free, and clear! 
Out of meer wantonneſs ! O, the dull Devil 
Was in this Brain of mine, when devyis'd it, 
And Moſca gave it ſecond ; He muſt now m 
Help to fear up this Vein, or we bleed dead. 
How now f who let you looſe ? whether go you now? 
What, to buy Gingerbread, or to drown Kitlings ? 
Nan. Sir, Maſter Mo/ca call'd us out of Doors, 
And bid us all go play, and took the Keys. And. Yes.” 
Volp. Did Maſter Moſca take the Keys? why, fo! 
lam farther in. Theſe are my fine Conceits i 
I muſt be merry, with a miſchief to me! 
What a vile Wretch was 1, that could not bare 
My Fortune ſoberly? I muſt bu my Crotchets ! 
And my Conundrums! Well, go you, and feek him: 
His Meaning may be truer than my Fear. 
Bid him, he ſtreight come to me to the Court; 
Thither will I, and, if't be poſſible, 


Unſcrew 
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Unſcrew my Advocate, upon new Hopes - 
When I provok d him, then i loſt my ſelf. 
1960 dat | Avocareri, RK c. | 
Avoc. Theſe Things can never be reconcild, He here 
Proteſſeth, that the Gemleman was wrong d, | 
And that the Gentleworan was brought thither, 
Forc'd by her Husband, and there left. Volt. Moſt true: 
Cel. How ready is Heaven to thoſe that pray 
Avoc. 1. But that 
Volpone would have raviſh'd her, he holds 
Utterly falſe, knowing his — BY 
Cor v. Grave Fathers, he is z again, I ay, 
Poſſeſt: Nay, if there be Poſſe ſſion, 4 
And . he bas both. Avec. 3. Here comes our 
cer. 
Volp. The Paraſite will ſtreightbe here, Grave Fathers, 
_—_ might invent ſome other Name, Sir 
arlet. | 344 
Avoc. 3. Did not the Notary meet him 
Volp. Not that I know. | 
Avor;, 4. His coming will clear all. 
Awvoc, 2. Let it is miſty. 
Volt. May't pleaſe your Fatherhoods 
Volp. Sir, the Paraſite [Volpone whiſpers the Advorare, 
Willa me to tell you, that his Maſter lives, 
That you are ſtil] the Man, your Hopes the ſame; 
And this was only a * 1 (; 
Volt. 'How ? Volp. Sir, to try | 
It you were firm, and how you ſtood affected. 
Volt. Art ſure he lives | 
Volp. Do I live, Sir? Velt. O me! | | 
I was too violent. Volp. Sir, you may redeem it: 
They ſaid, you were poſiek :-falldown, and ſeem ſo: 
1'll help to makeit good. God bleis the Man: | 
[Voltore fallt, 


| V 
(Stop your Wind bard; and ſwell) ſee, ſee, E. ſce 
He vomits crooked Pins! his Eyes are ſet. 
Like a dead Hares, hung in a Poulterer's Shop! 
His Mouth's running away Do you fee, Signior? | 
Now tis in his Belly. (Corv. J, the Devil!) ; 
P Volp. Novi in his Throat.. (Corv. II perceive it — 
Vs. 
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Volp. Twill out, twill out, ſtand ckar.Seewhere i it flies, 
In ſhape of a blue Tad, with Bats Wings! 
Do you not ſee it, Sir? Corb. What? Ithink I do. 
Corv. Tis too manifeſt 
Volp. Look! he comes t himſelf? 
Volt. Where am 1? 
Volp. Take good Heart, the worſt is paſt, Sir. 
You are diſpoſſeſt. Avoc. 1. What Accident is this? 
Avoc. 2. Sudden, and full of wonder ! A voc. 3 Ehe were 
Poſleſt, as it appears, all this is nothing. 
Corv. He has been often ſubject to theſe Fits. 
Avcc. 1. She him that Writing: Do you know it, Sir d 
Volp. Deny it, Sir, forſwear it, know it not. 
Volt. Yes, I do know it well, it is my Hand: 
Butall that it contains, is falſe. Bon. O Practice! (then 
FAv0C. 2. What Maze is this! Avoc. 1. Is he not guilty 
hom 3 name the — Volt. Grave Fathers, 
No more is Patron, old Vol 
A voc. 4. N deed? 82 a 
Volt. O no, my honour'd Fathers, 
He lives Avoc. 1. How ! lives: 
Volt. Lives. Avoc. 2. This is ſubtler yet 7 
Adoc. 3. Vou ſaid, he was dead. 
Volt. Never. Adoc. 3. Lou ſaid fo. 
Corv. I heard ſo. | 
A voc. 4. Here comes the Gentleman, make him way: 
Avoc. 3. A Stool. 
Avoc. 4. A proper Man; and, were Volpone dead; 1 
A fit Matech for my Daughter. Awvoc. 3. Givehim way. 
Volp. Moſea, T was a moſt loſt ; the Advocate 
Had berray' all; but no it is recover d: 
All's o' the Hinge again Say I am living. 
Moſ. Wha ales ve is this! Moſt reyerend Fathers, 
1 backe had attended your grave Pleaſures, | 
But that my Order for the Funeral. ' 
Of my dear Patren did require me (Volp. Moſea l) 


Moſ. WW hom J intend to bury like a Gentleman. 
Folp. I. quick, and cozen me ot all. Ac. 2. Still firany 
Moreintricate! Avoc. 1. And come about again! (ger! 
voc. 4. It is a Match, my Daughter is beſtow d. 
(Mof. Will you gi me Half? * 
Vol? Fiſt V.1be havg'd. Moſ. I know 


Tour 


The F O F. 
Your Voice is Good, cry not ſo lowd.) Avoc. 1. Demand 
The Advocate: Sir, did not you affirm | 
Volpone was alive? Volp. Yes, and he is; 
This Gent''man told meſo, (thou ſhalt have Half.) 
Mof. Whoſe Drunkard is this ſame? - 
ſome that know him : 
I never ſaw his Face. (I cannot now 
Afﬀordit you ſo Cheap. Voip. No?) 4v. r. What ſay you? 
Volt. The Officer told me. Volp. I did, grave Fathers, 
And will maintain he lives, with mine own Life, 
And that this Creature told me. (I was born 
With all good Stars my Encmies.) Moſ. Moſt grave Fathers 
Tf ſuch anlaſolence as this muſt paſs 
Upon me, I am filent: Twas not this 
Fer which you ſent, I hope. Avoc. 2. Take him away. 
| (Volp. Moſca!) Avoc. 3. Let him be whipt. 
. (Volp. Wilt thou betray me? 
Coꝛen me?) Auoc. 3. And taught to bear himſelf 
Toward a Perſon of his Rank. Avec. 4. Away. 
= I humbly thank your Fatherhoods. 
Volp. Soft, ſott, whipt ? | 
And loſe all that L have? it Iconfeſs, 
It cannot be much more. Auoc. 4. Sir, are you married? 
— They'll be allay d anon; I muſt be reſol ute: 
9 ox ſnall here uncaſe. (Mof. . K 
Vol. Nay, now, 4 [ He puts off his Diſguiſe, 
My Rains ſhall not come alone; your Ich T ** 
I hinder ſure: my Subſtance ſhall not glew you, 
Nor ſcrew you intoa Family. ( Meſ. Why, Patron,) 
Volp. Iam Volpone, and this is my Knave; 
This, his own Knave: this Avarice's Fool: 
This, a Chimera ot Wittal, Fool, and Knave : 
And, Reverend Fathers, ſince we all can hope 
Nought but a Sentence, let's not not now deſpair it. 
You hear me Brief. 
Gorv.. May it pleaſe your Fatherhoode Com. Silence. 
Avoc. 1. The Knot is now undone by Miracle. 
Avoc. 2. Nothing can be more clear. 
Avoc. 3. Or can more prove | 
Theſe Innocent. Avec. 1. Give em their Liberty. 
Bon. Heaven could not long let ſuch groſs Crimes be hid. 
| Avoc. 


84 


The FOX. 8 


Avoc. 2. If this be held the High- way to get Riches, 
May I be poor. Avoc. 3. This's not the Gain but Torment. 
Avoc. 1, Thele poſſeſs Wealth, ac fick Men poſſeſsFevers, 
Which trulier may be ſaid to poſſeſs them. 
Avoc 2, Diſrobe that Paraſite, 
Corv. Mof. Moſt honour'd Fathers. 
Av. 1. Can you plead ought to ſtay the courſe of Juſtice ? 
If you can, ſpeak. | 
Corv. Volt. We beg Favour. Cel. And Mercy. 
Avoc. 1. You hurt your Innocence, ſuing tor the Guilty. 
Stand forth; and firſt, the Paraſite. You appear 
T' have been the chiefeſt Miniſter, if not Plotter, 
In all theſe lewd Impoſtures; and now, laſtly, 
Have with your Impudence abus'd the Court, 
And Habit of a Gentleman of Venice, 
Being a Fellow of no Birth, or Blood: 
For which, our Sentenee is, firſt, thou be whipt ; 
Then live perpetual Priſoner in our Gallies. 
Volt. I tank you for him. 
Ma Bane tothy Wolviſh Nature. 
Avoc, 1. Deliver him to the Sai. Thou, Volpene, = 
By Blood and Rank a Gentleman, can'ſt not fall 
Under like Cenſure; but our Judgment on thee 
Is, that thy Subſtance all be ſtreight confiſcate 
To the Hoſpital ot the Incurabili | 
And ſince the moſt was gotten by Impoſture, 
By feigning Lame, Gout, Palſie, and ſuch Diſeaſes ; 
Thou art to lie in Priſon crampt with Irons, 
Till thou be*ſt Sick and Lame indeed. Remove him. 
Volp. This is call'd mortifying of a Fox. 
Avoc. 1. Thou, Voltore, to take away the Scandal 
Thou haſt given all worthy Men of thy Profeſſion, 
Art baniſh'd from their Fellowſhip, and our State. 
Corbaccio, bring him near. We here poſſeſs 
Thy Son of all thy State, and confine thee 
To the Monaſtery of San' Spirito; | 
Where, ſince thou knewſt not how tolive well here, 
Thou ſhalt be learn'dto die well. Corb. Ha! what ſaid be? 
Com. You ſhall know anen, Sir. 
Avoe. 1. Thou, Corvino, ſhalt - 
be ſtreight imbark'dfrom thine own Houſe, and row'd | 
Round about Fenice, through the Grand Canale, Wear 
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Wearing a Cap, with fair long Aiſes Ears, 


Ja ſtead of Horns; andſo to mount (a Paper 


Pinn d on thy Breaſt) to the Berlino Corv. Yes, 

And have mine Eyes beat out with ſtinking Fiſh, 

Br uis d Fruit, and rotten Eggs Tis well. I am glad 
I ſhall not ſee my Shame yet. Avec. 1. And to expiate 

Thy Wrongs done tothy Wife, thou art to ſend her 6 
Home to her Father, with her Dowry trebled: 


And theſe are all your Judgments. 


(All. Honour d Fathers.) 
Avoc. 1. Which may not be revok'd. Now you begin, 
When Crimes are done, and paſt, and to be puniſd'd, 
To think what your Crimes are: Away with them, q 


Loet all that ſee theſe Vices thus rewarded, 


Take Heart, and love to ſtudy em. Miſchicfs feed 
Like Beaſts, till they be Fat, and then they Bleed. 
„renn 
"HE ſeaſoning of a Play, is the Applauſe. 

- Now, though the Fox be puniſh'd by the Laws, 
He yet doth hope there is no Suff ring due, | 
For any Fact which he hath done gainſt you: 

If there be, cenſure him ; here he Doubtful ſtands : 
If not fare jovially, and clip your Hands, | 
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THE END. 
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The SCENE ROME. 


CAT I 


CATILINE. 


ACT I. 


Sylla's Ghoſt. 


OST thou not feel me, Rome? not yet? Is 
Night 5 | 
So heavy on thee, and my Weight ſo light 
CanSylla's Ghoſt ariſe within thy Walls 
leſs threatning than an Earthquake, the quick falls 
Of thee and thine? Shake not the frighted Heads 
Of thy ſteep Towers? or ſhrink to their firſt Beds: 
Or, as their Ruin the large Tyber fills, 
Make that fwell up, and drown thy ſeven proud Hills? 
bat Sleep is this doth ſeize thee ſo like Death, 
nd is not it? Wake, feel here my injur'd Breath: 
behold I come, ſent from the Stygian Sound, 
$adire Vapour that had cleft the Ground, 
ingender with the Night, and blaſt the Day; 
Irlike a Peſtilence that ſhould diſplay 5 
Intection through the Word: which thus 1 do. 
| $ "0; Catiline in his Study. 
Plutobe at thy Counſels, and into 
y darker Boſom enter Sylla's Spirit: 
that was mine, and bad, thy Breaſt inherit. 


HO CATILINE. 
Alas how weak is that for Catiline ! a 
Did I but ſay (vain Voice!) all that was mine; 
All that the Gracchi, Cinna, Marius would: 
What now, had 1 a Body again, I could, 
Coming from Hell ; what Fiends would wiſh ſhould be, 
And Hannibal could not have wiſh'd toſee: © 
Think thou, and practice. Let the long hid Seeds 
Of Treaſon in thee, now ſhoot forth in Deeds 
Rinker than Horror; and thy former Facts 

Not fall immention, but to urge new Acts: 
Conſcience of them provoke thee on to more. 

Ee ſtill thy lnceſts, Murders, Rapes before 

Thy Senſe; thy forcing firit a Feſtal Nun; 

Thy Parricide, late, on thy own only Son, 

After his Mother; to make empty Way 

For thy laſt wicked Nuptials; wor ie than they 
That blaze that act of thy inceſtuous Life, 

Which got thee at once a Daughter anda Wite. 

I leave the Slaughters that thou didſt for me 

Ot Senators, for which, I hid for thee 

Thy Murder of thy Brother, (being ſo brib'd) 

And writ him in the Liſt of my prelcrib'd 

After thy Fact, to fave thy little Shame : 

Thy Inceſt with thy Siſter, I not name. 


Theſe ate too light. Fate will have thee purſue 


Deeds, after which no Miſchief can be new; 

The Ruin of thy Country: thou wert built 

For ſuch a Work, and born for no leſs Guilt. 

What though defeated once th' haſt been, and known, 
Tempt it again: That is thy Act, or none, 

What all the ſeveral Ills that viſit Earth, 

(Brought forth by Night, with a ſiniſter Birth) 
Plagues, Famine, Fire, could not reach unto, 

The Sword, nor Surfeits; let thy Fury do: 

Mak< all paſt, preſent, future Ill thine own ; 

And conquer all Example in thy one, 

Nor let thy Thought find any vacant Time 

To hate an old, but ſtill a freſner Crime 

Drown the Remembrance: let not Miſchief ceaſe, 


But while it is in puniſhing, increaſe. 
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Conſcience and Care die in thee; and be fi ee 
Not Heav'n it ſelf, from thy 3 2 
Let Night grow blacker with thy Plots, and Day, 
At ſhewing but thy Head forth, ſtart away 
From this half-Sphere: and leave Rome's blinded Walls 
' embrace Luſts, Hatreds, Slaughters, Funerals, 
And not recover Sight till their own Flames 
Do light them to their Ruins, All the Names 
Of thy Confederates too, be no leſs great 
In Hell than here: that when we would repeat 
Our ſtrengths in muſter, we may name you all, 
And Furies upon you for Furies call. 
Whilſt what you do may ſtrike them into Fears, 
Or make them grieve, and wiſh your Miſchief theirs, 
Catiline. 
It is decreed. Nor ſhall thy Fate, O Rome, 
Reſiſt my Vow. Tho Hills were ſet on Hills, 
And Seas meet Seas to guard thee, I would through: 
Iplough up Rocks, ſteep a the Alpes, in Duſt ; 
And lave the Iyrrhene Waters into Clouds; 
But I would reach thy Head, thy Head, proud City, 
The 11ls that I have done cannot be ſafe 
But by attempting greater; and I feel 
A Spirit within me chides my ſluggiſh Hands, 
And ſays, they have been innocent too long. 
Was I a Man bred great as Rome her ſelf ? 
One form'd for all her Honours, all her Glories? 
Equal to all her Titles? that could ſtand 
„ Cloſe up with Atlas, and ſuſtain her Name 
As ſtrong as he doth Heaven? And was J, 
Of all her Prood, mark d out for the Repulſe 
By her no Voice, when I Rood Candidate, 
To be Commanderin the Pontick War ? 
Iwill hereatter call her Step- dame ever! 
If ſhe can loſe her Nature, I can loſe 
My Piety; and in her ſtony Ent ails 
Dig me a Seat: where l will live aga'n, 
The abour of her Womb, and be a Burden 
Weightier than al the Prodigies and Monſters - 
That ſhe hath teem'd with, ſince ſhe firſt knew Mars. 
Ca jliue, 
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Catilise, Aurelia. 

Cat. Who's there? Aur. Tis I. Cat. Aurelia? 
Aur. Ves. Cat. Appear, 0 
And break like day, my Beauty, to this Circle: 8 
Upbraid thy Phæbus, that he is ſo long 10 0 
In mounting to that Point, which ſhould give thee ö 
Thy proper Sp!endor, Wherefore frowns my Sweet ? 
Have I too long been abſent from theſe Lips, \ 
He kiſſes them. / 

This Cheek, theſe Eyes? What is my Tr 3 ? tpeak. 0 
Aur. It ſeems you know, that can accuſe your ſelf. 1 

A 

\ 

\ 


Cat. I will redeem it. 
Aur. Still you jay ſo. When? 
Cat. When Oreftilla, by her bearing well 


Theſe my Retirements, and ſtoln Times for Thought, FF 
Shall give their Effects, leave to call her A 
Of all the World, in place of humbled Rome. | Be 
Aur, You court me now. HA 
Cat. AsI wouldalways, love, Ti 

By this Ambroſiacł Kiſs, and this of Nectar, Ot 
Wouldſt thou but hear as gladly as I ſpeak. Ot 
Could my Aurelia think I meant her leſs; Ti 
When wooing ber, I firſt remov'd a Wife, Th 
And then a Son, to make my Bed and Houſe | $01 
tious, and fit tè embrace her? Theſe were Deeds of 

ot t have begun with, but to end with more (Tl 
And greater: He that, building, ſtays at one 80 
* Floor, or the ſecond, hath erected none. Ru 
*Twas how to raiſe thee I was meditating; Th 
To make ſome Act of mine anſwer thy Love: Aue 
That Love, that when my State was now quite ſunk, Th: 
Came with thy Wealth, and weigh'd itup again, For 
And made my emergent Fortune once more look Fro 
Above the Main; which now ſhall hit the Stars, on 
And ſtick my Oreſtilla there amongſt em. Wit 
If any Tempeſt can but make the Billow, | Wh 
And any Billow can butlift her Greatneſs. For 
But I muſt pray my Love, ſhe will put on Alit 
Like Habits with myſelf. Ihave to do As [ 
With many Men and many Natures. Some And 
That muſt be blown and ſooth'd ; as Lentulus, and 


Whom 
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Whom [I have heav'd with magnifying his Blood, 

And a vain Dream out of the 5y&ils Books. 

That a third Man of that great Family 

Whereot he is deſcended, the Gornetis, | 

Should be a King in Rome: which4 have hir'd 

The flattering-4 #gures to interpret him, 

Cinna and Sylla dead. Then bold Cethegas, 

Whoſ⸗ Valour I have turn'd into his Poyſon, 

And prais'd fo into daring, as he would 

Go on upon the Gods, kiſs Lightning, wreft 

The Engine from the Cyclops, and give Fire 

At Face of a full Cloud, and ſtand his Ire, 

When I would bid him move. Others there are, 
hom Envy to the State draws, and puts on 

For Contumelies receiv'd, (and ſuch are ſure ones) 

As Curius, and the fore-nam'd Lentulus, 

Both which have been degraded in the Senate, 

And muſt have their Diſgraces ſtill new rubb'd, 

To make em ſmart, and labour of Revengt. 1 

Others whom meer Ambition fires, and dole 

Of Provinces abroad, which they have teign'd 

To their crude Hopes, and I as amply promis d: 

Theſe, Lecca, Vargunteins, Beſtia, Autronius, 

Some whom their Wants oppreſs, as th idle Captains 

Of Sylla's Troops: and divers Roman Knights 

(The profuſe Waſters of their — 

So threatned with their Debts, as they will now 

Run any deſperate Fortune for a Change. 

Theſe for a Time we muſt relieve, Aurelia, 

And make our Houſe the Safe-guard: like for thoſe 

That fear the Law, or ſtand within her Gripe, 

For any Act paſt, or to come. Such will 

From their own Crimes be factious, as from ours. 

Some more there be, {light Aiclings, will be won 

With Dogs and Horſes, or perhapsa Whore: 

Which muſt be had: and if they venture Lives 

For us, Aurelia, we muſt hazard Honours 

Alittle, Get thee Store and Change of Women, 

As | have Boys; and give em Time and Place, 

And all Connivance: be thy ſelt, too, courtly ; 

and entertain, and feaſt, fat = and revel; 


2 


94. CATIEIT1NE. 

Call all the great, the fair, and ſpirited Dames - 
Of Rome about thee: and begin a Faſhion | 
Ot Freedom and Community. Some will thank thee, 


( 
Tho' the ſowr Senate frown, whoſe Heads muſt ake 0 
In fear and feeling too. Me muſt not ſpare I 
A 
T 


Or Coſt or Modeſty. It can but ſhew 
Like one ot Juno's, or of Jove's Diſguiſes, 
In either thee or me: and will as ſoon, 


When Things ſucceed, be thrown by, or let fall, 0 
As is a Vail put off, a Viſor chang d, 
Or the Scene ſhifred, in our Theatre. | 4 Noiſe without. Tl 
Who's that? it is the Voice of Lentulus. W 
Aur, Or of Cethegus. | Ti 
Cat, In, my fair Aurelia, As 
And think upon theſe Arts. They muſt not ſee Co 
How far you are truſted with theſe Privacies; By 
Tho'on their Shoulders, Necks, and Heads you riſe. Th 
Lentulus, Cethegus, Catiline. An 
Len. It is, methinks, a Morning full of Fate! Ou 
It riſeth ſlowly, as her ſullen Care | 0 
Had all the Weights of Sleep and Death hung at it? Thi 
She is not Roſie· finger d, but ſwoln black! f 110 
Her Face is like a Water turn'd to Blood, C 
And her ſick Head is bound about with Clouds, Ot 
As it ſhe threatned Night ere Noon of Day! Toa 
It does not look as it would havea Hail C 
Or Health wiſh'd in it, as on other Morns. Wit! 
Cet. Why, all the fitter, Lentulus: Our coming Ce 
Is not for Salu: ation, we have Buſineſs. "I brot 
Cat. Said nobly, brave Cethes us. Where's Autronius? Ce 


Cet. Is he not come? Cat. Not here. | Al 
Cet. Not Vargunteins? 
Cat. Neither. | DOM 
Cet. A Fire in their Beds and Boſoms, 
That ſo will ſerve their Sloth rather than Virtue. 
They are no Romans, and at ſuch high need 
As now. Len. Both they, Longinus, Lecca, Curius, 
Fulvins, Gabinius, gave me Word laſt Night, 
By ucius Beſtia, they would all be here, 
Andearly. | | 
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Cet. Ves? As you, had I not call'd you. 

Come, we all ſleep, and are meer Dormice; Flies 
Alittle leſs than dead: more Dulneſs hangs 

On us than on the Morn, W are Spirit bound, 

In Ribs of ce; our whole Bloods are one Stone; 
And Honour cannot thaw us, àor our Wants, 
Tho' they burn hot as Fevers to our States. | 

Cat. | muſe they would be tardy at an Hour x 
Of ſo great Purpole. 

Cet. If the Gods had call'd 
Them toa Purpoſe, they would juſt have come 
With the ſame tortoiſe Speed! that are thus ſlow 
To ſuch an Action, which the Gods will envy, 
As asking no leſs Means than all their Powers 
Conjoin d, t' effect. I would have ſeen Rome burnt 
By this time, and her Aſhes in an Urn: 
The Kingdom ot the Senate rent aſunder; 
And the 8 talking Gown run frighted 
Out of the Air of 1/aly. | 

Cat. Spirit of Men! 


Thou Heart of our great Enterprize! how much 
| love theſe Voices in thee 


Cet. O, the Days 
Ot Sylla's Sway, when the free Sword took leave 
To act all that it would Why 

Cat. And was familiar 
With Entrails, as our Augares. 

Cet. Sons kilPd Fathers, 
brothers their Brothers. 

Cat. And had Price and Praiſe. 

All Hate had Licence given it; all Rage reigns. 

Cet. Slaughter beſtrid the Streets, and ſtrerch'd himſelf 
Toſeem more huge; whilſt to his ſtained Thighs 
The Gore he drew flow'd up, and carried down 
Vhole Heaps of Limbs and Bodies through his Arch, 
No Age was ſpar d, no Sex. 

Cat. Nay, no Degree. 

Cet. Nor Infants in the Porch of Life were free. 

be Sick, the Old, that could but hope a Day 
Longer by Nature's Bounty, not let ſtay. 
ugins, and Widows, Matrons, pregnant Wives, 
E 2 
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All died. Cat,*T wes Crime enough, that they had Lives. 
To ſtrike but only thoſe that could do Hurt, | 
Was dull and poor. Some fellto make the Number, 
As ſome the Prey. Cet. The rugged Charon tainted, 
And ask'd a Navy, rather than a Boat, | 
To ferry ver the ſad World that came: 
The Maws and Dens of Beaſts could not receive 
The Bodies that thoſe Souls were frighted from; 
And ev'n the Graves were fill'd with Men, yet living, 
Whoſe Flight and Fear had mix d them with the Dead. 

Cat. And thisſhall be again, and more, and more, 
Now Lentulas, the third Cornelins, | 
Is to ſtand up in Rowe. Len. Nay, urge not that 
Is ſo uncertain. Cat. How'1 Len. I mean, not clear'd, 
Ard therefore not to be reflected on. 

Cat. The Sybils Leaves uncertain! or the Comments 
Hf our grave, deep, divining Men, not clear! 1 
Len. All Prophecies, you know, ſuffer tbe Torture. 
Cat. But this already hath confeſs'd, without; 


And ſo being weigh'd, examin'd, and compar'd, 1 
As *tweremalicious Ignorance in him 
Would faint in the Belief. Len. Do you believe it? 


Len, The Argures all are conſtant, Iam meant. 

Cat. They had loſt their Science elſe. 

Len. They count from Cinns. 

Cat. And Syila next, and fo make you the third; 
All tl at can ſay the Sun is ris'n, muſt thiuk it, 

Len. Men mark me more of late, as I come forth?! Bo. 

Cat. Why, what can they do lefs ?- Cinna and Slla 0 
Are ſet, and gone; and we muſt turn our Eyes, 
On bim that 15, and ſhines. Noble Cethegus, 
But view him with me, here! He looks already 
As if he ſhook a Scepter ore the Senate, 
And the ad Purple dropt their Rods and Axes! 
The Statues melt again, and Houſhold Gods 
In Groans confeſs the Travels of the City: 
The very Walls ſwyeat Blood before the C ; 
And Stones ſtart out to Ruin, ere it comes. 
Cee. But he, and we, and all are idle ſtill. 


Len. Tam your Creature, Sergius; and hte er 


A 

Cat. Dot love Lentulus, or pray to ſee it? A 
| 

( 
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The. Great Cornelia Name ſhall win to be, 
It is not Augury, nor the Sybils Books, 
But Catiline, that makes it. Cat. Iam Shadow 
To honour d Lentulus, and Cethegus here, | 
Who are the Heirs of Mars. Cet. By Mars bimſclf; 
Catiline is more my Parent; for whole Vertuse 
Earth cannot makea Shadow great enough, 
Though Envy ſhould come too. O, there they are. 
Now we ſhall talk more, though we yet do nothing. 
To them.) Autronius, Vargunteius, Long inus, Curius, Lecca, 
Beftia, Fulvins, Gabinius, Gc. 

Hail, Lucius Catiline. Var. Hail, noble S egit. 

Lon, Hail, Publius Lentulus. N 

Cur. Hail. the third Cornelius. 

Lec. Caius Cethegus, hail, 

Cet. Hail, Stothand Words, 
In ſtead of Men and Spirits. 

Cat. Nay, dear Caius | 
Cet. Are your Eyes yet unſeel'd? Dare they look Day 
In the dull Face? Cat. He's zealous for th Affair, 
And blames your tardy coming, Gentlemen. | 
Cet. Unleſs we had ſold our ſelves, to Sleep and Eaſt 

Cat. Pray you forbear. 

Cet. The North is not ſo ſtark and cold. 

Cat. Cethegus —— 

Beſ. We ſhall redeem all, if your Fire will let ug. 

Cat. You are too full of Lightning, nodle Caius. 
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Boy, ſee all Doors be ſhut, that none approach us 


On this part of the Houſe: Go you, and bid 

The Prieſt, he kill the Slave I mark d laſt night, 

And bring me of his Blood, when I ſhall call him: 

Till then, wait all without. Var. How is't, Autronius 
Aut. Longinus? Lon. Curius? Cur, Lecca? 
Len. A ſtrange unwonted Horror doth invade me, 

I know not what it is! Lec. The Day goes back, 

Or elſe my Senſes! Car. As at Atreus Feaſt ! 

M Darkneſs comes over the Place. 

Ful. Darkneſs grows more and more! 

Tm. The hagal Flame, I chink, be out. 
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Gab. What Groan was that? [A Groan of many People 
Cet. Our Phaat'ſies, [ is heard under ground 

Strike Fire out of our ſelves, and force a Day. * —_ 
Aut. Againit ſounds! ® I Another. 


BS. As all the City gave it! 
Cet. We fear what our ſelves fei ok | 
Var. What Light is this? «| 4 ight appears, 
Cur, Look — Len. It ſtill ere : * 
Lec. From whence comes it? 1 
Lon. A bloody Arm it is that ho ds a Pine 

Lighted, above the Capitol! and now | 

It waves unto us! Cat. Brave, andominous! | 

Our Enterpriſe is ſeal'd. Cet. In ſpite of Darknefs, 

That would diſcountenance it. Look no more; 

Weloſe time, and our ſelves. To what we came for, 

Speak Lucius, we attend you. Cat. Nobleſt Romans, 

If you were leſs, or that your Faith and Vertue 

Did not hold good that Title, with your Blood, 

I ſhould not now unprofitably ſpend 

My {elf in Words, or catch at empty Hopes, 

By airy ways, for folid Certainties. 

But fince in many, and the greateſt Dangers. 

F ſtill have known you no lets true than valiant, 

And that I taſte in you the ſame Affections, 

To will or nill, to think things good or bad, 

Alike with me, (which argues your firm FriendſhipY 

I dare the boldlier, with you, fct on foot, 

Or lead, unto this great and goodlieft Action. 

What l have thought of it afore, you all 

Have heard a part. I then expreſs d my Zeal 

Unto the Glory ; now, the Need enflames me. 

When | forethink the hard Conditions 

Our ſtates muſt undergo, ex-ept in time 

We do redeem our felves to Liberty, 

And break the lron Yoke forg d for our Necks: 

For what leis can we call it? when we ſee 

The Common-wealth engroſs d ſo by a few, 

The Gyants of the State, that do by turns 

Enjoy her, and defile her! All the Earth, 

Her Kings and Teerarchs are their Tributaries ; 


Pcople and Nations pay them hourly Stipends ; 


The 
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The Riches of the World flovys to their Coffers, 
And not to Rome s. While (but thoſe few) the reſt; 
However Great we are, Honeſt, and Valiant, 
Are herded with the Vulgar, and ſo kept, 
As we were only bred to conſume Corn, 
Or wear our Wooll; to drink the Cities Water ; 
Ungrac'd, without Authority, or Mark ; 
Trembling beneath their Rods: to whom (if all | 
Were well in Rome) we ſhou'd'come forth bright Axes. 
All Places, Honours, Offices are theirs, | 
Or where they will confer em! They leave us 
The Dangers, the Repulſes, Judgments, Wants; 
Which how long will you bear, moſt valiant Spirits? 
Were we not better to fall once with Vertue, 
Than draw a wretched and diſhonour'd Breath, 
To loſe with Shame, when theſe Mens Pride will laugh? 
I call the Faith of Gods and Men to queſtion, 
The Power is in our Hands, our Bodies able, 
Our Minds as ſtrong; of th' contrary, in them | 
Ali things grown aged, with their Wealth and Years, 
There wants but only to begin the Buſineſs, | 
The Iſſue is certain. Cet. — 3 on. 

Cur.. BY: Goon, brave Sergius, 

Cat. Itdoth ſtrike my Soul, 
(And who can ſcape the ſtroke, that hath a Soul, 
Or but the ſmalleſt Air of Man within him?) 
To ſee them {well with Treaſure, which they pour 
Out i' their Riots, eating, drinking, building, 
I, i the Sea! plaining of Hills with Valleys, 
And raifing Valieys above Hills ; Whiiſt we 
Have not to give our Bodies Neceſſaries. 
They ha' their change of Houſes, Mannors, Lordſhips;. 
We ſcarce a Fire, or a poor Houſhold I ar! 
They buy rare Atticł Statues, Tyrian Hangings, 
Epheſian Pictures, and Corinthian Plate, 
Attalick Garments, and now new- found Gems, 
Since Pompey went for Aſia, which they purchaſe: 
At price of Provinces! The River Phaſis 
Cannot afford *em Fowl, nor Lucrine Lake 
Oyſters enow : Circes too is ſearch'd, 
To pleaſe the VOY of a Meal! 
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Their antient Habitations 2 0 | bre 

And ſet up new; then, if the Eccho like not Put 
 Infſuch «Ri they pluck down thoſe, build newer, ad 
Alter them too; and. by all frantick ways, Nor 
5 Vex th · ir wild Wealth, as they moleſt the People, | You 
5 From whom they force it! Vet they cannot tame, Ncon 
Or overcome their Riches! not by making The 
Baths, Orchards, Fiſn-pools, letting in ot Seas, dee 
> Here, and then there forcing em out again, The 
| With mountainous Heaps, for whichthe Earth hath loſt Tha 
Moſt of her Ribs, as Entrails; being now. In 4 
Woundedno leſs tor Marble, than for Go'd ! | Con 
We, all this while, like calm, benumb'd Spectators, By C 
Sit till our Seats do crack, and do not hear By N 
Thethundring Ruins ; whilſt at bome our wants, And 
| Abroad our Debts do urge us; our States daily Nov 

2 Bending to bad, our Hopes to worſe; and what | 
Is left, but to be cruſh'd? Wake, wake, brave Fricnds, By's 
And meet the Liberty you oft have wiſh'd for. And 
Behold, Renown, Riches, and Glory court you. Tha 
Fortune holds out thele to you'as Rewards. Whi 
—.— (though 1 were 2 Affair it ſelf, = 

. The Opportunity, your Needs, and Dangers, _ ln 
1 With the brave Spoil the War brings, ſhould invite you. Firſt 
Uſe me your General, or Soldier; neither AQi 
My Mind nor Body ſha!l be wanting to you: The 
And, being orſl, I not doubt r effect And 
All that you wiſh, it truſt not flatter me, Tha 
Ad you'd not rather ſtill be Slaves, than Free. Orcl 
Cet. Free, free, ind 
Lon. *Tis Freedom. Cur. Freedom we all ſtand for. To! 
cat Why, theſe are noble Voices! Nothing wants then To! 
But that we take a ſolemn Sacrament, | You 
To ſtrengthen our Deſign, Cet. And ſo to act it. Wes 
: hae Ih age” wu ere Powers arc ſo prepar d. And 
| Aut. Yet, e're we enter into open act, en 
| (With favour) twere no loſs, if t might be inquir d, la b 
| What the Condition of theſe Arms would be. Nox 
| Var. I, and the Means to carry us through? dtri 
| Cat. How, Friends! | Wo 
Thiak you that I would bid you graſp the Wind, Fac! 


| 
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or call you to th embracing of a Cloud? 

put your known Vatours on ſo dear a Buſineſe, 

And have no other Second than the Danger; 

Nor other Garland than the Eofs ? Become 

Your own Aſſurances. Ard for the Means, 

Conſider, firſt, the ſtark Security 9 

The Commonwealth is in now ; the whole Senase 

Skepy, and dreaming no ſuch violent Blow ; 

Their Forces all abroad; of which the greateſt, 

That might annoy us molt, is fartheſt off, 

In Aſia, under Pompey; thoſe near hand, 

Commanded by our Friends; one Army's in Spats; - 

By Cneus Piſo; th' other in Mauritania, 

By Nucerinusz both which I have firm, 

And faſt unto our Por. My ſelf then ſtanding 

Now to be Covſa, with my hop d Colleague 

Coins Antonius, one no leſs engag d | 

/s wants, than we; and whom I've power to melt, 

And caſt in any Mould, Befide, ſome others, 

That will not yet be nam d, (both ſure, and great ones). 

Who, when the time comes, ſhall declare themſelves 

Strong for our Party; ſo that no Reſiſtance | 

la Nature can be though. For our Reward thert, 

Firit, all our i nog rag dangers of Law, 
) 


Actions, Decrees, Juagments againſt us, Ry 
The Rich men, a8 in Silas times, proſerib d, 
And Publ eation made of all the Goods: * 


That Houſe is yours; thar Land is his; thoſe Waters, 
Orchards; and Walks, a third's; he has that Honour. 
ind he that Office: Sucha Province falls 
To Vargunteins ; this t' Antronins ; that 
To bold Cerhegws; Name to Lenenlas, 
You ſhare the world, her Magiſtracies, Prieſthoods,- 
Wealth. and Felicity, amongſt you, Friends; 
And Catiline your Servant. Would you, Curius, 
Revenge the Contumely ſtuck upon you, - 
In being removed from the Senate? Now, 
Now is your time. Wou d Publius Lentulns. 
Strike, for the like Diſgrace? New is his time; 
Would ſtout Longinus walk the Streets of Ne, 
facing the Prator No has he a timo 
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To ſpurn and tread the Faſcesinto Dirt, 
Made of the Uſurers and the Lictors Brains. 
Ils there a Beauty, here in Rome, you love? tl 
An Enemy you would kill? what Head's not yours? 
Whoſe Wite, which Boy, whole Daughter, of what Race 
That th' Husband or glad Parents ſhall not bring you, 
And boaſting of the Office ? Only ſpare 
Yeur ſelves, and you hare all the Earth beſide, 
A Field to 5 our Longings in. 
I ſee you ra:s d, and read your forward Minds 
Nigh, in your Faces. Bring the Wine and B ood 
You have prepar d there. Lon. HO.] 

Cat. 1 vi kill daa Slave; : 
And of his Blood caus d tobe mixt with Wine. 
Fill every Man his Bowl. There cannot be 
Afitter Drink to make th's Sant ion in. 
Here, I begin the Sacrament to all. 
O fora Clap of Thunder now, as loud | 
As to be heard throughout the Univerſe, 
To tell the World tho Fact, and to applaud it. 
Be firm, my Hand ; not ſhed a drop, but pour 
Fierceneſs into me with it, and fell Thirſt 
Of more and more, till Rome be left as Bloodleſs- -- 3 
Asever her Fears made her, or the Sword. 
And when I leave to wiſh this to.thee, Step-dame, 
Or ſtop tꝰ effect it, with my Powers fainting, 

So may my Blood bedrawn up, and ſo drunk up- 
As is this Slaves, Lon. And ſo be mine. Len. And mine. 
Aut. And mine. Par. And mine. | 

Cer. Swell me my Bow! yet fuller, - [Dey drinl. 
Here, I do drink this, ag would do Cato's, 

Or the new Fellow Ciceros, with that Vow. 
Wh chCœtiline hath given. Cur. So do I. 

Lec. And I. Fef. Aud I. Ful. And I. 

Gab. And allof us. ; 

Cat. Why, now's the buſineſs fafe, and each man 
Sirrab, what ail yu? (ſtrengthened; 
8 He ſpies ons of his Boys nct anſwer 

Pag. Nothing. Beſ. Somewhat modeſt. | 

Cat. Slave I willſtrike your Soul out with my Foot, 
Let me but fre youngain with fuch afjſce: 


Lou. 


LI 


ink. 


Lou. 


To him that Boards you next, an 


CATILINE. 


You Whelp— Beſ. Nay, Lacius. 


Cat. Are you coying it, 


When I command you to be free, and general 
To all? Beſ. You'll be obſerv'd. Cat. Ariſe, and ſheyy 


But any leaſt averſion i your Look 


Noble Confederates, thus far is perfect. 
Only your Suff; ages I will expect 


At the Aſſembly for the chuling Conſ#ls, 


And all the Voices you can make by Friends 
To my Election. Then let me work out 

Your Fortunes, and mine own. 
Seal'd up, and ſilent, as when rigid Frofts 
Have bound up Brooks and Rivers, forc'd wild Beaſts 


Unto their Caves, and Birds into the Woods, 
Clowns to their Houſes; and the Country ſleeps; 


That when the ſudden Thaw comes, we may breale: 


Upon em like a Deluge, bearing down 

Half Rome before us, and invadethe reſt 

With Cries, and Noiſe, able to wake the Urns: 

Of thoſe are dead, and make their Aſhes fear. - 

The Horrors that do ſtrike the World, ſhould come 

Loud, andunlook'd for; till they ſtrike, be dumb. 
Cet. Oraculous Sergius! Len. God - like Catiline! 
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$ AN nothing Great, and at the height, 


Remain ſo long? but its own Weight* 

Will rain it? Or, is't blind Chance, 

That till defires new States t advance, 
And quit the old? E'ſe why muſt Rome 

Be by it ſelt now overcome? 

Huth ſhe not Foes enow of thoſe. 

Whom ſh\e hath made ſuch; and encloſe- 

H-r round ab-ut ? Or, are they none, 

Except ſhe firſt become her own ? 

O wretchedneſs of greateſt States, 

To be obnoxious to theſe Fates 

That cannot keep what they do gan; 

And what they raile, ſo ill ſuſtain! 
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d your Throat opens. 


Mean while, all reſt 


Noms. 
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Rome now is Miſtreſs of the whole 2 
World, Sea and Land, to either Pole; 
And even that Fortune will deſtr 
Tha Power that made it: She doth joy 
So much in Plenty, Wealth, and Eaſe, 
As now th' Exceſs is her Diſeaſe. 
She bu: ds in Gold, and to the Stars, 
As if ſhe threatned Heav'n with Wars; 
And ſeeks for Hell in Quarries deep, 
Giving the Fiends, that there do keep, 
A hope of Day. Her Women wear 
The of Nations in an Ear, 
Chang d for the Treaſure of a Shell; 
And in thair looſe Attires do ſwell, 
More lightthan Sails, when all Winds play : 
Tet are the Men more looſe than they! | 
More kemb'd, and bath'd, and rubb d, and trimm d 
More ſleek, more ſoit. and ſlacker lim dʒ 
As proſtitute; ſo much, that Kind 
May ſeek it {elf there, and not find. 
They eat on Beds of Silk and Gold. 
At Ivery Tables, or Wood fold 
Dearer than it z and leaving Plate, 
Do drink in S:one of higher Rate. 
They hunt all Grounds, and draw all Seas 
Foul every Brook and Buſh, to pleaſe 
Their wanton Taſte; and in requeſt 
Have new and rare things, not the beſt. 
Hence comes that wild and vaſt Expence, 
That hath enforc d Rome's Vertuethence,, 
Which ſimple Poverty firſt made e 
And now Ambition doth invade 
Her State, with cating Avarice, 
Riot, and every other Vice. 
Decrees arebought, and Laws are ſold, 
Honours, and Offices for Gold ; 
The Peoples Voices, and the free 
Tongues in the Senate, bribed be. 
Such ruin of her Manners, Rome 
Doch ſuffer now, 38 ſhe'sbecome 5 
33 (Wichout 
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(Without the Gods it ſoon. gainſay) | 
Bath her on Spoiler, — 
So, Aſia, art thou cruelly even 
A. a for — * thee given; 

we, Whole Vertue conquer d t 
Thus, by thy Vices, ruin d be. mY 


- ACT I 


Fulvia, Galla, Servant. 


Hoſe Rooms do ' Bring my Ghſs 
And Table hither, Galla. Got. Madam. Ful. Look 
Within, i' my blue Cabinet, for the Pearl 
I had ſent me laſt, and bring it, Gal. That from Cu? 
Ful. From Caius Cefer. To are tor Clodius ſtill, 
Or Curius. Sirrah, if Qsintu, Curius come, 
Ian not in fit mood; I keep my Chamber: 
Gire warning fo without. Gal. Is this it, Madam ? 
Ful. Yes, help to hang it in. mine Ear. Gal. Believe me, 
It is a rich one, . Fil. 1 hope fo: 
It ſhould not be worn there eiſe. Makeun end, 
And bind my Hair up. Gal. As twas yeſterday ? 
Fal. No, nor the t other Day. When knew you me 
Appear two Days together in one Dreſhng ? 
St Will wake ? the Globe, or Spire? 
Ful. How thou wilt; : | 
Any way, ſo thou wilt do it, good Impertinence. 
Thy Company, if I flept not very well 3 
Anights, would make me an errant Fool, with Queſtions, 
Gal. Alas, Madam 
Ful. Nay, gentle half o' the Dialogue, ceaſe. 
Gal. I do it indeed but for your Exereiſe, S: 
As your Phyſician bids me. Ful. How! does he bid you. 
To anger me for Exerciſe? Gal. Nat to anger you, 
But ſtir your Blood a little: There's difference | 
Between Luke-warm and Boiling, Madam. Ful. Jode! 
She means to Cook me, I think, Pray you ha done. 


Gol. 
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Gal, I meantodreſsyou.. Madam. Ful. O, my Juno, 
Be Friend to me! Off ring at Wit too? Why, Galla 
Where haſt thou been? a | | 
- Gal. Why, Madam? Ful. What haſt thou done 

With thy poor innocent ſelf? 4 

Gal. Wherefore, ſweet Madam ?. | 

Ful. Thus to come forth, fo ſuddenly, a Wit- worm? 

Gal. It ple:ſes you to flout one. I did dream 
Of Lady Semproua— Ful. O, the Wonder is out. 

That did infect thee ? Well, and how ? Gal. Methought 
She did diſcourſe the beſt Ful. That ever thou heard'ſt ? 
Gal. Ves. Ful. thy Sleep? Of what was ber Diſcourie? 
Gal. O' the Republick, Madam, and the State, 

And how ſhe was in Debt, and where ſhe meant 
To raiſe freſh Sums: She's a great State's- woman! 

Ful. Thou dream'ſt all this ?. | 
- Gal. No, but you know ſhe is, Madam; 
And both a Miſtreſs of the Latin Fongue, 
And of the Greek, Ful. I, but I never dreamt it, Galla, 
Asthou haſt done; and therefore you muſt pardon me. 
. Gat. Indeed you mock me, Madam. Ful. Indeed, no. 
Forth with your learned Lady. She has a Wit too? 

Gal. A very maſculine one. Ful. A She-Critick, Galla? 
And can compoſe in Verſe, and make quick Jeſts, 
Modeſt, or otherwile ? | | 

Gal. Les, Madam. Ful. She can ſing too? 

And play on Inſtruments? Gal. Of all kinds, they fay. 

Ful. And doth dance rarely? Gal. Excellent! io well, 
As a bald Senator made a ſeſt, and ſaid, 

*T'was better than an honeſt Woman need. 

Ful. Tut, ſhe may bear that. Few wiſe Womens he- 
2 8 neſties + g 
Will do their Courtſhip hurt Gal. She's libera too, Madam. 

Fal. What? of her Money, or her Honour, pr'ythee ? 

Gal. = both ; you know not which. ſhe doth ſpare 


Ful. A come'y Commendation. Gal. Troth, tis pity 
She is in years. Ful. W hy Galla? Gal. For it is. 

Hul. O. is that all? I thought th' hadſt a Reaſon. 

Gal. Why, ſol have. She has been a fine ady, 
And. yet ſhe. drefics her felt (except you, Madam) 
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One o' the beſt in Rome ; and paints, and hides 
Her Decays very well. Ful. They ſay, it is 
Rather a Viſor, than a Face, ſhe wears. | 
Gal. They wrong her verily, Madam ;ſhe does fleck 
With Crums of Bread and Milk, and lies a-nights 
In as neat Gloves But ſhe is tain of late 
To ſeek, more than ſhe's ſought ta, (the Fame is) 
And ſo ſpends that way. Ful.'Thou.know'ſt all! But Galla, 
What ſay you to Cariline's Lady, Oreſtilla? 
There is tte Gallant! Gal. She does well, She has. 
Very good Sutes, and very rich; but then 
She cannot put em on; ſhe knows not ho- 
To wear a Gar ment. You ſhall have her all 
_ and Gold ſometimes, ſo that ber {ſelf 
ppears the leaſt Part of her ſelf, No in troth, 
As | live, Madam, you put em all down 
With your meer ſtrength of Judgment, and do draw too 
The World of Rome to follow / You attire 
Your ſelt ſodiverſly, and with that Spirit! 
Still to the nobleſt Humours! They could make 
Love to your Dreſs, altho' your Face were away, they ſay. 
Ful. And Body too, and ha the better Match on't, 
Say they not fo too, Galla? Now, what News 
Travels your-Count'nance with? Ser. If t pleaſe you, Ma- 
The Lady Sempronia is lighted at the Gate. (dam, 
Gal. Caſtor, my-D.cam, my. Pream. 
Ser. And comesto ſee you. 5 | 
Gal For Venus {ake, good Madam, ſee her. Ful. Peace, 
The Fool is wild; I think. Gal. And hear her talk, 
Sweet Madam, ot State-matters, and the Senate. 
| Sempronia, Fulvia, Galla. 
Sem. Fuluia, good Wench, how doſt thou ? 
Ful. Well, Sempronia. 
Whither are you thus early addreſt? Sem. To ſce 
Aurelia Creſtilla. She ſent for me. 4 
came to call thee with me; wilt thou go? 
Ful. I cannot now, in troth; I have {ome Letters 
To write, and fend away. Sem. Alas, | pity thee, 
1 ha been writing all this Night (and am 
Sa very weary) unto all the Tribes, 
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And Centuries, for their Voices, to 
In his Election. We ſhall make him Comſal, 
1 hope, amongſt us. Craſp, I, and 
Wi it for him. xl. Does he ſtand for v? 
Sem. He's the chief Candidave. Ful. Who- fands beſide ? 
(Give me ſome Wine, and Powder for my Teeth. 8 
Sem. Here's a good Peart, in troth. Fat. A pretty one. 
Sem. A very Orient one!) There are Competitors, 
Caius Antonius, Publius Galla, Encinws 
Caſſius —_— wintus Cornificias, 
Cans Licinius, aud that Talker Cicero. 
But iline and Au, wilt bechofen; 
For o the other, Licinius, Lenginus, 
Galba, and , willgive way: 
And Cicero they will not chute. Fal. No? why ? 
Sem. It will be crofs'd by the Nob:lity. 
Gal. (How ſhedoes underſtand the common Bufinefs 9 
Sem. Nor were it fir, e is but a new Fellow, ; 
An inmate here in Rome, (as Carilins calls him) ; T 
And the Patricians ſhould do very ill 
To let the be fo defi- d 
At would be, if he obtain d it? A meer Upſtart, 
That has no Pedigree, no Houſe, no Coat, ä 
No Enſigns ot a Family! Ful. He bas Vertue. 
Sem, Hang Vertue, where there is no Blood; dis Vice, 
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And in him Sawcinefs. Why ſhould be preſume | | I. 
To be more Learned, or more Eloquent, | Ar 
Than the Nobility ? or boaſt any Qualiey | Be 
Worthy a Nobleman, himſelf nor Noble? . He 

Ful. "Twas Vertue only, at firſt, made all men Noble: TI 
Sem | yield you, it mi t at firſt, — 22 He 
When both ber King and held the Pow An 

Or Garden'd well: But now we hu no need W 

To dig, or loſe our ſweat fort. We have Wealth, 0 (N 


Fortune, and Eaſe; and then their Stock to ſpend on, 0 
Of Name, for Vertue; which will bear us out N 


»Gainſt all new Comers and can never fail us, Yo 
While the Succeſſion ſtays. And we muſt glorifie | Ry 
A Muſhroom ? one of yeſterday a fine Speaker? Al 
* Cauſe he hath ſuck't at Arhens? and advance him, | Bot 
To our ownloſs, No, Ful via; there are they No 
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Can ſpeak Greek too, if need were. Ceſar and L 
Have fat upon him; ſo hath Craſſus too, 
And others. We have all decreed kis Reft, 
For riſing farther, Gal. Excellent rare Lady! 
Ful. Sempronia, you are beholden to my Woman here? 
She does admire you. Sem. O Good Galla, how dolt thou? 
Gal. The better for your leai ned Ladyſnip. 
Sem. Is this gray Powdes a good Dentifrice? 
Ful. You ſee I uſe it. Sem. I have one is whiter. 
Ful. I, may be ſo. | | | 
Sem. Vet this ſmells well. Gal. And cleanſes 
Very well, Madam, and reſiſts the Crudities. 
Sem. Fulvia, I pray thee, who comes to thee now 
Which of our great Pacriciens ? Ful. Faith, I keep 
No Catalogue of em. Sometimes 1] have one, 
Sometimes another, as the Toy takes their Bloods. 
Sem. Thou haſt them all, Faith, when was Quintus 
Curins, 
Thy ſpecial Servant, here? Ful. My ſpecial Servant ? 
Sem. Yes, thy Idolater, I call him. Ful. He may be 
yours, 
If you do like him. Sew. How! Ful. He comes not here; 
I have forbid him hence. Sem. Venus forbid ! 
Ful. Why? Sem. Your ſa conſtant Lover. 
Ful So muck the rather, 
. F would have Change. So would you too, I am ſure. 
And now you may have him. Sem. He's freſh yet, Falvies 
Beware how ou do tempt me. Ful. Faith, tor me 
He's ſomewhat too freſn indeed; the Salt is gone, 
That gave him ſeaſon. His good Gifts are done. 
He does not yield the Crop that he was wont. 
And for the Act, I can have ſecret Fellows, 
With Backs worth ten of him, and ſhall pleaſe me 
(Now that the Land is fled) a Myriad better. 
Sem. And thoſe one may command. 
Ful. Tis true: theſe Lordlings, 
Your noble Faunes, they are ſo imperious, ſaucy, 
Rude, and as boiſterous as Centawres, leapi 
A Lady at firſt ſight. Sem. And muſt be born 
Both with, and out, they think. Ful. Tut, I'll obſerve 
None of em all, nor humour em a jot 
FO IEF Longer 
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Longer than they come laden in the Hand, 
And ſay, Here's t'one for th' other. 

Sem. Does Ceſar give well? 3 
Ful. They ſhall all give, and pay well, that come here, 
If they will have it; and that Jewels, Pearl, 
Plate, or round Sums, to buy theſe. I'm not taken 
With a Cob-ſwan, or a high mounting Bull, 
As fooliſh Leda and Europa were; 
But the bright Gold, w.th Danae. For ſuch Price 
I would endure a rough, harſh Jupiter, 
Or ten ſuch thundering Gameſters, and refrain 
To _ at em, till they are gone, with my much ſuf. 
fering. 
Sem. That a moſt happy Wench, that thus canſt make 
Uſe of thy Youth and Freſhneſs, in the Seaſon; 
Aud haſt it to make uſe of. | 
Ful. (Wh ch is the Happineſs.) 
Sem. Iam no fain to give to them, and keep 
Mafick, and a continual Table, to invite'em. 
Ful. (Yes, and they ſtudy your Kitchen, more than 
' ou.) 8 
' Sem. Eat my ſelf out with Uſury, and my Lord too, 
Ang all my Officers, and Friends beſide, 
To procure Moneys for the needtul Charge 
I muſt be at, to have em; and yet ſcarce 
Can atchieve em ſo. Ful. Why. that's becauſe 
Lou affect young Faces only, and ſmooth Chins, 
Sempronia. It you'd love Eeards and Briſſis, 
(One with another, as others do) or Wrinkles 
Who's that? Look, Galla. Gal, *Tis the Party, Madam. 
Ful. What Party? Has he no Name? 
Gal, 'Tis Quintus Curius. | 
Ful. Did 1 not bid em ſay I kept my Chamber? 
Gal. Why, ſo they do. Sem. Ill leave you, Fulvia. 
Ful. Nay, good Sempronia, itay. ec: 
Sem. In faith, I will not. 
Ful. By Juno | would not ſee him 
Sem. IIl not hincer you. | 
Gal. You know, he will not be kept out, Madam. 
Sem. No, | 


Nor ſhall not, careful Galla, by my Means, 


Ful 
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Ful. As I do live Sempronia 8 
Se m. What needs this? 
Full. Go, ſry Tam a- ſleep, and ill at eaſe, 
Sem. By Caſtor, no, II tell him you are awake; 
And very well. Stay Galla; farewel Fulvia: 
I know my Manncrs. Why do you labour thus, 
Wich Action, againſt Purpoſe? Quintus Curius, 
She is, i faith, here, and in Diſpolition. 
Ful. Spight with your Courteſie! How ſhalll be tortur d 
Curius, Fulvia, Galla. 
Cur. Where are you, fair one, that conceal your {clf, 
And keep your Beauty within Locks and Bars here, 
Like a Fool's Treaſure ? 5 
Ful. True, She was a Fool, 
V hea firſt ſhe ſnew d ĩt to a Thief. 
Cur. How, pretty Sukenneſs: 
So har ſh and ſhort ? Ful. The Fool's Artillery, Sir. 
Cur. Then take my Gown off, for the Encounter. 
Fu/, Stay, Sir, 
I am not in the Mood. Cur I' put you into't, 
Ful. Belt put your ſelf i your Cale again, and keep 
Your furious Appetite warm, againſt you have place fort. 
Cur, What! do you coy it? : 
Full. No, Sir, I'm not Proud. | 8 
Cur. I would you were. Vou think this. State becomes 
| ou ? 
By Hercules, it do's not. Look i' your Gla's now, 
And ſee how ſcurvily that Countenance ſhews 3 
You would be loth to own it. Ful. ſhallnor change it. 
Cur. Faith but you mult, and {lack this bended Brow z. 
And ſhoot leſs Scorn: There is a Fortune coming 
Towa'ds you, Dainty, that will toke thee thus, 


 Andſerthce aloft, to tread upon the Head 


Ot her own Statue here in Rome. Ful. I wonder, 
Who let this Promiſer in. Did you, good Diligence? 
Give him his Bribe again. Or if yeu had none, 


Pray you demand him why he is ſo venturous, 


To preſs thus to wy Chamber, being forbidden, 
Bothby my ſelf and Servants? 
Cur. How! T his's Handſome! 
And ſomewhat a new Strain: , 
: I wt. 
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Ful Tis not ſtrain'd, Sir. 

Tis very natural. Cur. I have known it otherwiſe, 

tween the Parties, though. 

Ful. For your fore-knowledge, 

Thank that which made it.. It will not be ſo 

 Hereafter, I aſſure you. Cur. No, my Miſtreſs Z 
Ful. No, though you bring the ſame Materials. 
Cur. Hear me, 

Vou over- act when you ſhould under-do.. 

Alittle call your feif again, and think. 

It you do this io practiſe on me or find 4 

At what forc d Diſtance you can hold your Ser vant; 

That, it be an artificial Trick to enflame, 

And fire me more, fearing my Love may need it. 

As heretofor e you ha done: why, proceed. 
Ful. As I ha done heretofore ? 

Cur. Tes, when youl d feign 

Vour lusbands jealouſie, your Servants watches, 

Speak ſoftly, and run often to the Door, 

Or to the Window, form-ſtrange Fears that were not; 

As if the Pleaſure were leſs acceptable, 

Tat were ſecure, Ful. You are an impudent Fellow. 
Cur. And when you might better have done it at the 

Gate. 
To take me in at the Caſement. Ful. I take you in? 


Cur. Yes, you my Lady. And then, being a Bed with you, | 


To have your well-taught Waiter here, come 
And cry, her Lord, and hide me without Cauſe, 
Cruh'd ina Cheſt, or thruſt up ina Chimney. 
When he, tame Crow, was winking at his Farm; 
Or, had he been here, and preſent, would have kept 
Both Eyes, an&Beak ſcal'd up, tor ſix Sefterces. | 
Ful. You have aſlanderous, beaſtly, unwaſh'd Tongue, 
i your rude Mouth, and favouring your {elf, 
Unmanner'd Lord. Cur. How now ! 
Ful It is your Title, Sir. ä 
Who (ſince you ha loſt your own good Name, and know 


not 
What to loſe more) care not whoſe Honour you wound, 
Or Fame you poyſon with it. Tou ſhould go- | 


And 
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And vent your ſelf i the Region where you live, 
Among the Suburb - brothels, Bawds, and Brokers, 
Whither your broken Fortunes have deſign id you. 
ke offers 10 force her, and ſhe draws her Knife. 
Cur. . then I muſt Rap your Fury, I ſee; and 
luc 
The Tragick Viſor off, Come, Lady Cypris, 
Know your oven Virtues, quickly. Il not be 
Put to the wooing of you thus, a-freſh, 
At every Turn, forall the Venus in you. 
Yield, and be pliant, or by Pollux How now ? 
Will Lais turn a Lutrece? Ful. No, but by Caſtor, 
Hold off your Raviſher's Hands, I pierce your Heart elſe, 
I' not be put to kill my ſelf, as ſhe did, 
For you, ſweet Tarquin. What? do you fa'l off? 
Nay, it becomes you graciouſly! Put not up. 
You'll ſooner draw your Weapon on me, I think it, 
That the Senate, who have caſt you forth 
Diſgracetully, to be the common Tale 
Ot the whole City; baſe, infamous Man! 
For, were you other, you would there imploy 
Your deſperate Dagger. Cur. Fulvia, you do know 
The Strengths you have upon me; do not uſe 
Your Power too like a Tyrant: I:can bear | 
Almoſt until you break me. Fxl. Ido know, Sir, 
So do's the Senate too, know you can bear. 
Car. By all the Gods, the Senate will ſmart deep 
For your Upbraidings. I ſhould be right ſorry 
To have the Means ſo to be veng d on you, 
(Art leaſt, the Will) as I ſhall ſhortly on them. 
But, go you on ſtill; fare you well, dear Lady: 
You could not ſtill be fair, unleſs you were proud. 
You willrepenttheſe Moods, and ese't be long too, 
I ſhall ha. you come about again. | 
Ful. Do you think ſo? | 
Cur, Ves, and I know ſo Ful. By what Augury ? 
Cur. By the fair Entrails of the Matrons Cheſts, 
Gold, Pearl, and Jewels here in Rome, which Fulvia 
Will then (bur late) {ay that ſhe might kaveſtar'd : 
And grieving miſs. 2 
| Ful. 
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Ful. Tut, all your promis'd Mountains, 

And Seas, Iam ſo ſtalely acquainted with 

Cur. But, when you ſee the univerſal Flood 
Run by your Coffers; that my Lords, the Sena tors, 
Are ſold for Slaves, their Wives for Bond-women, 
Their Houſes and fine Gardens given away, 

And all their Goods, under the Spear at out-cry, 
And you have none of this; but are ſtill Fuluia, 
Or perhaps leſe, while you are thinking of it: 

You will adviſe then, Coineſs, with your Cuſhion, 
And look o your Fingers; ſay, how you were wiſh'd; 
And ſo he left you. Ful. Call him again, Galla 
This is not uſual! ſomething hangs on this 

That I muſt win out of him. | 

Cur, How now, melt you? _. 

Ful. Come; you will laugh now, at my Eaſineſs! 
But tis no Miracle: Doves, they {ay, will bill, 
After theirpecking and their murmuring. Cur. Y: 
And then 'tis kindly, I would have my Love 
Angry ſometimes, to ſweeton off the reſt 
Of her Behaviour. Ful. You do ſee, I ſtudy 
How I may p caſe you en. But you think, Curius, 

Tis Covetiſe hath wrofight me; if you love me, 
Change that unkind conceit. Cur. By my lov'd Soul. 
I love thee, like to it; and tis my Study, 

More than mine own Revenge to make thee happy. 


Ful. And tis that juſt Revenge doth make me happy. 


To hear you proſecute: and which, ind 
Hath won me to you, more than all the Hope 
Of what can elſe be promis d. I love Valour 
Better than any Lady loves her Face, 
Or dreſſing, than my ſelf do's. Let me grow 
Still, where I do embrace. But what good Means 
Ha? you t'effeRt it? ſhall I know your Project? 
Cur. Thou ſhalt, it thou'lt be gracious, 
Ful. As I can be. | 
Cur. And wilt thou kiſs me then? 
Ful. As cloſe as Shells 
Of Cockles meet. Cur. And print em deep? 
Ful. Quite through 


Our ſubtle Lips. Cur. And often? Ful. 1 will ſow 7 
aſter 


Faſter thin you can reap. What is your Plot ? 
Cur. Why, now my Ful via looks like her bright Name! 
And is her ſelt! Ful. Nay, anſwer me, your Plot; 
[ pr'ythee tell me, —_ Car. I, theſe Sounds 
Becomea Miſtreſs. | Here is Harmony! | 
When you are harſh, I ſee the way to bend you 
Is not with Violence, but Service. Cruel, 
A Lady is a Fire : gentle, a Light. | | 
She kiſſes and flatte?s him along ſill. 
Ful. Will you not tell me, wha: I ask you? Car. All 
That I can think, ſweet Love, or my Breaſt holds, 
ll pour into thee. Ful. What is your Deſign then? 
Cur. I'll tell thee, Catiline ſhall now be Conlul: 
But you will hear more ſhortly. 
Ful. Nay, dear Love | 
Cur, I'l ſpeak it in thine Arms, let us go in. 
Rome Will be ſack d, her Wealth will be our Prize; 
By publick Ruin, private Spirits muſt riſe. 
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Reat Father Mars, and greater Fove, 
By whoſe high auſpice, Rome, hath ſtood 

So long; and firſt was built in Blood | 
Of your great Nephew, that then ſtrove 
Not with his Brother, but your Rites: 

Be preſent to her now, as then, 

And let not proud and factious Men 
Againſt your Wills oppoſe their Mights. 


Our Conſuls, now are to be made; Sis 


O, put it in the publick Voice 
To makga free and worthy Choice; 
ExcludingW@ch as would invade 
The Commonwealth. Let whom we name, 
Have Wiſdom, Fore-fight, Fortitude, 
Be more with Faith than Face endu'd, 
And ſtudy Conſcience, above Fame. 
Such, as not ſeck to get the Start 
In State, by Power, Parks, or Pribes, 
Ambition's Bawds : but move the Tribes 
By Virtue, Modeſty, Deſert. 


Such, 
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Such, as to Juſtice will adhere, 

Whatever great one ir offend : 

And from the embraced Truth not bend 
For Envy, Hatred, Gifts, or Fear. 
That by their Deeds will make it known, 

Whoſe Dignity they do ſuſtain ; ' 

And Life, State, Glory, all they gain, 
Count the Republic Rs, not their own. 
Such the od Bruti, Deci were, 

The Cipz, Curtii, who did give 

Themſelves for Rome: and would not lire 
As Men, good only for a Year. ; 
Such were the great Camilli, too; 

The Fabii, Scipio's; that ſtill thought 

No work at Price enough was bought, * 
That for their Country they could do, 
And toher Honour, ſodid knit; 

As all their Acts were underſtood | 

The Sinews of the publick Good: 
And they themſelves, one Soul, with it. 
Theſe Men were truly Magiſtrates; 

Theſe neither practisd Force, nor Forms: 

Nor did they leave the Helm in Storms! 
And ſucht hey are make happy States. 
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ACT 101. 
Cicero, Cato, Catulus, Antonins, Craſſus, Caſar, Chorus, 
Liftors. 


E 
c (Rent Honours are great Burdens: but, on whom 
They for caft with Envy, he doth bear tre 


. 8. , 
His Cares muſt ſtill be double to his Joys, 
In any Dignity; where, if heerr, 
Fe finds no Pardon: and for doing well 
A moſt ſmall Praiſe, and that wrung out by Force. 


I ſpeak this, Romans, knowing what the Weight 


Qt 


Hs, 


CAHTILINE. 117 
Of the high Charge, you have truſted to me, is. | 
Not that thereby I would with Art decline 
The Good, or Greatneſs of your Benefit; 

For, I aſcribe it to your ſingular Grace, 

And vow to owe it to no Title elſe, 

Except the Gods, that Cicero is your Conſul, 

I have no Urns ; noduſty Monuments; 

No broken Images of Anceſtors, 

Wantingan Ear, or Noſe; no forged Tables 
Ot long Deſcents, to boaſt falſe Honours from * 
Or be my Undertakers to your Truſt. 

But anew Man (as | am ſtibd in Rome) | 
Whom you have dignified; and more, in whom 
Yo' have cut a way, and left it ope tor Virtue 
Hereafter, to that place: which our great Men 
Held ſhut up, wi hall Ramparts, for themſelves, 


Nor have but few of them, in time been made 


YourConſuls, ſoz new Men, before me, none: 
At my firſt Suit; in my juſt Year; prefer d 
To all Competitors; and ſome the nobleſt—————— 

Cra. Now the Vein ſwells. Cæſ. Up Glory. 

Cic. And to have 
Your loud Conſents, from your own utter'd Voices 
Not ſilent Books: nor from the meaner Tribes, 

But firſt and laſt, the univerſal Concourſe ! 

This is my Joy, my Gladneſs. But my Care, 

My Induſtry and Vigilance now muſt work, : 

That ſtill your Couniels ot me be approyv d, 

Both by your ſelves, and thoſe to whom you have 

With Grudge prefer'd me: two things I muſt labour 

That neither they upbraid, nor you repent you. 

For every Lapſe of mine will now be call'd 

Your Error, it I make ſuch. But, my Hope is, 

So to bear through, and out, the Conlulſhip, 

As Spight ſhall ne er wound you, though it may me. 

And tor my ſelf, I have prepar this Strength, 

To do ſo well; as, if there happen Ill 

Unto me: it ſhall make the Gods to bluſh : 

Ard be their Crime, not mine, that | am envy'd. 
C2. O Confidence] more new than is the Man! 


Cic. I know well, in what Terms I do receive 
F The 
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The Commonwealth, how vexed, how perplex'd: 
In which there's not that Miſchief, or ill Fate, 
That good Men fear not, wicked Men expect not. 
I know, beſide ſome turbulent Practices 
Already on foot, and Rumours of more Dangers 
Cra. Or you will make them, if there be none. 
Cic. Laſt, | 
1 know, twas this, which made the Envy and Pride 
Of the great Roman Blood bate, and give way 
To my Election. Cat. Marcus Tullius, true; 
Our Need made thee our Conſul, and thy Vir: ue. 
Cæſ. Cato, you will undo him with your Praiſe ? 
Cato. Ceſar will hurt himſelf with his own Envy. 
Chor. The Voice of Cato is the Voice of Rome. 
Cato. The Voice of Rome is the Conſcnt of Heaven! 
And that hath plac'd thee, Cicero, at the Helm, a 
Where thou muſt render now thy ſelf a Man, 


And Maſter ot thy Att. Each petty Hand 


Can ſteer a Ship becalm'd ; but he that will 

"Govern, and carry her to her Ends, muſt know 
His Tides, his Currents ; how to ſhitt his Sails; 

' What ſhe will bear in foul, what in fair Weathers; 
Where her Springs are, her Leaks; and how to ſtop em; 
What Sands, what Shelves, what Rocks do threaten her; 
The Forces, and the Naturesof all Winds, 

Guſts, Storms, and Tempeſts ; when her Keel ploughs Hell, 

And Deck knocks Heaven: then to manage ber, 

Becomes the Nameand Office ota Pilot. 

Cic. Which Vilpertorav, with all the Diligence 
And Fortitude I have; not for my Year, 
But for my Life; except my Life be le(s, 

And that my Year conelude it: if it muſt, 

Your Will, .lov'd Gods. This Heart ſhall yet employ 

A Day, an Hour is left me, ſo for Rome, a 

As it ſhail ſpring a Life out of my Death, 

To ſt ine for ever glorious in my Facts. 

The Vicious count their Vears, Virtuous their Acts. 
Chor. Moſt noble Conſul! let us wait him home. 
Caſ. Moſt popular Conſul he is grown, methinks! 
Cra. How the Rout cling to him! 
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_ Caf. And Cato leads em 
Cra. You, his Collegue Antonius, are not lookt on. 
Ant. Not I. nor do care, Caf, He enjoys Reſt, 
And Eaſe the while. Let th others Spirit toil. 
And wake it out, that as inſpir d for Turmoil. 
Cats. It all Reports be true, yet Caius Ceſar, 
The Time hath need of ſuch a Watch and Spirit. 
| Clef. Reports? Do you believe em Carulus? 
Why he does make, and breed em for the People; 
T' endear his Service to em. Do you not taſte 
An Art that is ſo common? Popular Men, 
They mult create ſtrange Monſters, and then quell em. 
To make their Arts ſeem ſomething. Would you have 
Such an Herculean Actor in the Scene, ; 
And not his Hydra? they muſt ſweat no leſs 
To fit their Properties, thant'expreſs their Parts. 
Cra. Treaſons, and guilty Men are made in States 
Too oft, to dignifie the Magiſtrates. 
Catu. Thoſe States be wretched that are forc'd to 
bu | | 
Their Rulers hams with their own Infamy. _. 
Cra. We therefore ſhould provide that ours do not. 
Ceſ. That will Antonius make his Care. 
Ant. 1 ſhall. 
Cæſ. And watch the Watcher, 
Cats. Here comes Catiline. 
How does he brook his late Repulſe? 
Cæſ. I know not, 
But hardly ſure. Cat. Long inus too did ſtand ? 
Cæſ. At firſt : but he gave way unto his Friend. 
Catu. Who's that's come? Lentulus? 
Cæſ. Yes; he is again | 
Taken into the Senate. Ant. And made Pretor. 
Catu. I know't. He had my ſuffrage, next the Conſuls; 
Caſ. True, you were there, Prince of the Senate, then. 
Catiline, Antonius, Catulus, Cæſar, Craſſus, Longinus, 
Lentulus. 
Cari. Hail nobleſt Romans. The moſt worthy Conſul, 
Igratulate your Honour, Aut. I cou'd wiſh 
It had been happier, by your Fellowſhip, 
Moſt noble Sergius, had it pleas d the People, | 
F 2 Cati. 
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Cati. It did not pleaſe the Gods, who inſtruct the Peo- 
And their unqueſtion'd Pleaſures muſt be {er vid. (ple: 
Tney know whar's fitter for us than our ſelves; 
And 'twere mpiety to think againſt them. 
Cats. You bear it rightly, Lucius; and it glads me, 
To find your Thoughts ſo even. Cati. I ſhall ſtill 
Study to make them ſuch to Rome, and Heaven. 
{I would withdraw with you a little, Julius. 
Ceſ. I} come home to you: Craſſus would not ha? you 
To ſpeak to him, fore Quintus Catulus. | 
Cats. 1 apprehend you.) No, when they ſhall judge 
Honours convenient for me, I ſhall have em, 
With a full Hand: Iknow it. In mean Time, 
They are no leſs Part of the Common-wealth, 
That do obey, than thoſe that do command. 
Cats. O let me kiſs your Fore-head, Lucius. 
How are you wrong'd! Catz. By whom? 
Cars. Publick report. 
That gives you out, to ſtomach your Repulſe; 
And brook it deadly. Cars. Sir, ſhe brooks not me 
Believe me rather, ard your ſelf, now of me: 
It is a kind of Slander to truſt Rumour. 
Catu. I know it. And I could be angry with it. 
Cati. So may not I. Where it concerns himſelt, 
Who's angry at a Slander, makes it true. 
Catu. Moſt noble Sergius! This your Temper melts me, 
Cra. Will you do Office to the Conſul, Quintus ? 
Ceſ. Which Cato, and the Rout have done the other? 
Catu. I wait, when he will go. Be ſtill your ſelt. | 
Hewvyants no State, or Honours, that hath Vertue. 
Cati. Did I appear ſo tame as this Man thinks me? 
Look d I ſo Poor? ſo Dead? ſo like that nothing, 
Which he calls vertuous? O my Breaſt, break quickly: 
And ſhew my Friends my in- parts, leſt they think 
I have betray'd em. (Lon. Where's Gabiniusꝰ 
Len. Gone. 1 
Lon. And Vargunteius? 
Len. Slipt away; all ſnrunk: 
"ow that he miſt the Con ſulſnip) Carr. T am 
The ſcorn of Bond-men, who are next to Beaſts. 


* Whatcag I worſe pronounce my ſelf, that's fitter? Fi 
| c 
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The Owl of Rome, whom Poys and Girls will hout! 

That were I ſet up for that wooden God, 

That keeps our Gardens, could not fright the Crows, 

Or the leaſt Bird from muting on my Head. 

(Lon. Tis ſtrange how he ſhould miſs it. 
Len. Is't not ſtranger, : 

The upſtart Cicera ſhould carry it ſo, 

By all conſents, from Men ſo much his Maſters ? 
Lon. Tis true.) 1 Nr 
Cati. To what a ſhadowam I melted! 

(Lon. Antonius wan it but by ſome few Voices.) 
Cati. Struek through, like Air, and feel it not. My 
Wounds 

Cloſe taſter, than they're made. Len. The whole Deſign, 

And Enterpriſe is loſt by't. All Hands quit it, 

Upon his fail) Cati. I grow mad at my paticnce, 

It is a Viſor:that hath poiion'd me. 

Would it had burnt me up, and I died inward: 

My heart firſt turn'd to aſhes, (Lon. Here's Cethegus yet.) 

Catiline, Cethegus, Lentulus, Longinas, Cato. 
Cati. Repulſe upon Repulſe? An in mate Conſul? 

That I could reach the Axel, where the Pins are, 

Which bolt this Frame; that I might 3 em out, 

And pluck all into Chaos, with my ſe ff. 

Cet. What, are we wiſhing now 2 
Cati. Yes, my Cethegus, 
Who would not tall with all the World about him? 
Cet. Not I, that would ſtand on it, when it falls; 
Ard torce new Nature out to make another. 
Theſe wiſhings Taſte of Woman, not ot Roman. 
Let us ſeek other Arms. Cati. What ſhould we do? 
Cet. Do, and not wiſh; ſomething that wiſhes take not: 

So ſudden, as the Gods ſhould not prevent, 

Nor ſcarce have Time to fear. Cati. O noble Caius! 
Cet. It likes me better, that you are not Cooſul, 

I would not go through open Doors, but break em; 

Swim tomy Ends through Blood ; or build a Bridge 

Ot Carcaſles; make on, upon the Heads 

Of Men, ſtruck down like Piles; to reach the Lives 

Of thoſe remain and ſtand: Then is't a Prey, 

When Danger ſtops, andRuin makes the Way. 

F'q 
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cam. How thoudoſt utter me, brave Soul, that may nod 


At all Times ſhew ſuchas 1am, but bend 
Upon occaſion ? Lentulus, this Man, 
If all our Fire were out, would fetch down new, 
Out of the Hand vf Jove; and rivet him | 
To Caucaſus, ſhould he but trown : and let 
His own gaunt Eagle to fly at him, to tire. 
Len. Peace, hete comes Cato. 
Cati. Let him come, and hear. | 
I will no more diflemble] Quit us all; 
I, and my lov'd Cethegus here, alone 
Will undertake his Gyants War, ana carry it. 
Len. What nee ds this, Lucius ? 
Lon. Sergius, be more wary. 
Cari, Now, Marcus Cato, our new Conſuls Spie. 
V hats yc ur over auſſ erity ſent ᷑᷑ explore? 
Cato. Nothing in thee, licentious Catiline: 
Halters and Ricks cannot expreſs from ther 
More than thy Deeds. Tis only judgment waits thee. 
Cati. Wi ole? Cato's? ſhall he judge me? 
Cato. No, the Gods I 
Whocver follow thoſe, they go not with: 
And Senate, who with Fire, muſt purge ſick Nome 
Of noiſome Citizens, whereof thou art one. 
Be gone, or elſe let me. Tis bane to dra 
The ſame Air with thee. Ces. Strike him. 
Len. Hold, good Cains. 
Cet. Fear'ſt thou not, Caro? Cato. Raſh Cethegus, no. 
*T were wrong with Rowe, vrhen Carine and thou 
Do threat, it Cato fear d. Gti. The fire you ſpcak of, 
If any Flames of it approach my Fortunes, | 
ITquenci#ir not with Water, but with Ruin. 
Cato. You hear this, Rosman. 
Cari, Bear it to the Contul. 
Cet. I would ave ſent away his Soul before him 
You are too heavy, Lentulus, and remis; 
It is for you we labour, and the Kingdom 
Promis d you by the $Sybil's, 
Carr. Which his Pretor-ſhip, 
And ſome {mall Flattery of the Share more, 
Will make him to forget. | 


Len. 
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Ten. You wrong me, Lucius. 


Lon. He willnot necd theſe Spurs, 
Cet. The action needs em. 


Theſe things, when they proceed not, they — 
Len. Let us conſult then. Cet. Let us firſt take Arms. 


They that deny us juſt Things now, will give 
All that we ask, it once they ſee our Swords, 

Cat. Our Objects mult be ſought with Wounds, not 

Words. 
Cicero, Fulvia. 

Cic. Is there a Heaven? and Gods? and can it be 
They ſhould ſo ſlowly hear, ſo ſlowly ſee! 
Hith 7ove no Thunder ? or is Jove become 
Stupid as rhou art? O neer-wretched Rome, 
When both thy Senate, and thy Gods do ſleep, 
And neither thine, nor their oven States do keep! 
What will awake thee, Heaven? what can exc. te 
Thine Anger, if this Practice be too ight? 
His former drifts partake ot former Times, 
But this laſt Plot was only Catiline's. 
O. that it were his laſt, But he, betore 
Hath ſafely done ſo much, hel] ſtill dare more. 
Ambition, like a Torrent, ne er looks back; 
And is a (welling, and the laſt Affection FA 
A high Mind can put off: being both a Rebel 
Unto the Soul, and Reaſon, and enforceth 
All Laws, all Conſcience, treads upon Religion, 
And offereth Violence to Nature's ſelf. 
But here is that tranſcends it! A black Purpoſe. 
To confound Nature, and to ruin that, 
Which never Age nor Minkind can repair! 
Sit down, good Lady; Cicero is loſt 
In this your Fable: for, to think it true 
Tempteth my Rraſon. It ſo tar exceeds 
Al nſolent Fict ons ot the Tragick Scene! 
The Commonwealth yet panting underneath + - 
The ſtripes and wounds ot alate-civil War. 
Gaſping for Lite, and ſcarce reſtor'd'to Hope; 
To teek t'oppreſ her with new Cruelty, 
And utterly extinguiſh her long Name, 
With ſo prodigiousand unheard-of Fierceneſs! 
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W hat fink of Monſters, Wretches of loſt Minds, 
Mad after Change, and deſperate in their States, 
Wearied, and gal d with their Neceſſities. 
For all this I alow them) dw ſt have thought it? 
Would not the barbarous Deeds have been believ d, 
Ot Marius, and Sylla, by our Children, 
Without this Fact had rite forth greater for them? 
All that they did, - was Piety, to this! 
They yet but murdred Kinsfolk, Brothers, Parents, 
Ra viſh d the Vi-gins, and perhaps, ſome Matrons; 
They left the City ſtanding, and the Temples: 
The Gods and Mijeſty of Rome were ſafe yet! 
Theſe purpoſe to fire it, to deſpoil them, 
(Beyond the other evils) and lay waſte 
The far triumphed World: for, unto whom 
Reme is too litt e, what can be enough? 
Ful. Tis true, my Lord, 1 had the ſame Diſcourſe. 
Cic. And then, to take a horrid Sacrament 
In humen Blood, for execution 
Of this their dire Deſign; which might be calbd 
The height of Wickednels : but that, that was higher, 
For which they did it! Ful. 1 aſſure your Lordſhip, 
The extream horror of it a moſt turn d me | 
To Air, when firſt TI heardit; I was all 
A Vapour when 'twas told me: and ] long'd 
To vent it any where. Twas ſuch a ſecret, 
I thought it would have burnt me up. 
Cic. Good Fulvia, 
Fear not your act; and leſs repent you of it. 
Ful. I do not, my good Lord. I know to whom 
I have utter d it. Cic. You have diſcharg'd it, ſafely. 
Should Rome, for whom you have done the happy Ser vice, 
Turn moſt ingrate; yet were your Vertue paid 
In conſcience o the Fact: ſo much good Deeds 
Re ward themſelves, Ful. My Lord, I did it not 
To any other Aim, but for it ſelf. 
To no Ambition. Cic. You have learn'd the difference 
Ot doing Office to the publique Weal, 
And private Friendſhip: and have ſhewn it, Lady. 


Be ſtill your ſelf, I have ſent for Quintus Curius, 3 
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And (for your vertuous ſake) if Ican win him 
Yet to the Common-weal:h, he ſhall be ſafe too. 
Ful. I'll undertake, my Lord, he ſhall be won. 
Cic. Pray you join with me then, and help to work him; 
| Cicero, Lictor, Fulvia, Curius. | 
Cic. How now ? Is he come? — 
Lic. He's here, my Lord. Cie. Go preſently, 
Pray my Colleague Antonius I may ſpeak with him, 
About ſome preſent Buſineſs of the State; 
And (as you go) call on my Brother Quintus, 
And pray him, with the Tribunes, to come to me. 
Bid Curius enter. Fulvia, you will aid me? 
Ful. It is my Duty. Cic. O my noble Lord! 
I have to chide you, i'faith. Give me your Hand. 
Nay, be not troubled; 't ſhall be gently, Curius. 
Jou look upon this Lady? What! do you gueſs 
My Buſineſs yet? Come, if you frown, I thunder: 
Therefore put on your better Looks and Thoughts. 
There's nought but fair and good intended to you; 
And I would make thoſe your Complexion. 
Would you, of whom the Senate had that Hope, 
As, on my Knowledge, it was in their Purpoſe 
Next ſitting to reſtore you, as they done 
The ſtupid and ungrate ful Lentulus, 
(Excuſe me, that I name you thus together, 
For yet you are not ſuch.) Would you, I ſay. 
A Perſon both of Blood and Honour, ſtockt 
In a long Race ot vertuous Anceſtors, 
Embark yourſelf to ſuch a helliſh Action, 
With Parricides and Traitors, Men turn'd Furies, 
Out of the Waſte and Ruin of their Fortunes! 
(For 'tis Deſpair that is the Mother of Madnegs.) 
Such as want (that which all Conſpirators | 
But they have firſt) meer Colour tor their Miſchief? 
O. l muſt bluſn with you. Come, you ſhall nor Labayp* 
T' extecuate your Guilt, but quit it clean: 
Bad Men excule their Faults, good Men will leave '*em. - 
He acts the third Crime, that defends the firſt, 
Here is a Lady that hath got the ſtart 
In Piety ot us all, and for whole Vertue 
Icould almoſt turn Lover again, but that 
F 5. Terentias- 
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Terentia would be: s. What an Honour 
Hath ſhe ate hieved to her ſelf! What Voices, 
Titles, and loud Applauſes will purſue her 
Through every Street What W indovrs will be fill'd, 

To ſhoot Eyes at har What Envy and Griet in Matrons, 
They are not ſhe! when this her Act ſhallſeem: © 
Worthier a Chatiot, than if Pompey came 

With Aſa chain d! All this is, vrhile ſhe lives; 

But dead, he: very Name vutllbe a Statue! 

Not wrought for Time, but rooted in the Minds 

Of all Poſtttity; when B aſs and Marble, 

B and the Capitol it ſelf is Duſt! 

Ful. Your Honour thinks too highly 6f me. Cic: No; 
I cannot think enough; and I would have 
Him emulate you. Tis no ſhame to follow 
The better Precedent: Shefhews you, Curius, 
What Claim your Country lays to you, and what Duty 
You oe to it: Be not atraid to break 
With Murderers, and Traitors, for the ſaving 
A Lite ſo near and neceſſary to you. 

As is your Countries. Thimk but om her Right. 

No Child canbe too natut al to his Parent. | 
Sheis our Common Mother; aud doth challenge 
The prime part of us; do not ſtop, but give it. 
He that is void of Fear, may ſoon be juſt: 
And no Religion binds Men to be traitors. 

Ful. My Lords he underſtauds it, and will follow In 


Tour ſaving Counſel; but his Shame yet flays him. Int 
ELknow that he is coming. Cur. Do you know it # An 
Ful. Ves, let me ſpeak vrith ou. } Fo 
Car. O, youare Ful. What am 1? It 
Cur. Speak not ſo loud. Id 
Ful. I am what you ſhould be. Ke 
Come, do you think Id walk in any Plot ba 
Where Madam Semproniz ſhould take place of me, | * 


And Falvia come i the Rare, or o' the y 
That 1 would be her Second in à Buſineſs, 


Though it might vantage me all the Sun ſees? * 
It was a ſilly phant'fie of yours. Apply * 
Your ſelf to me, and the Conſul, and be wile — 
Follow the Fortune I ha put you into: — 


You 


ou 


And ſubtle Turnings, watch their Snikie Ways, 
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You maybe ſomething this way, and with ſafety. 

Cic. Nay, I muſt:to'erate no Whiſperings, Lady. 

Ful. Sir, you may hear. I tell him, in the way 
Wherein he was, how hazardous his Courſe was. 

Cic. How hazardous? Howcertain to all ruin. | 
Did he, or do yet any of them imagine . 
The Gods would ſleep to ſuch a Stygian Practice, Wy 
Againſt that Commonwealth which they have founded 
With ſo much Labour, and like Care have kept, *..3. 
Now near {even hundred Years? It is a Madneſs, £7 
W herewith Heaven blinds em, when'it would confound! 
That they ſhould think it. Come, my Curius, ('em, 

I ſee your Nature's'tight; you ſhall nao more 

Be mention'd with them: 1 wil}call you mine, 

And trouble this good Shame no farther. Stand 
Firm for your Country, and become a Man 
Honour d and iov'd, It were a noble Life, 

To be tound dead, embracing her. Know you 
What Thanks, what Titles, what Rewards the Senat: 
Will heap upon you, certain, for your Service? 
Let not a deſperate Action more engage you, 

Than Safety ſhould ; and wicked Friendſnip force, 
What Honeſty and Vertue cannot work. 

Ful. He tells you right, ſweet Friend, tis aving Counſel. 

Car. Moſt noble Conſul, I am yours, and hers; 

] mean, my Countries: you have form'd me new; 
Inſpired me with what I ſhould be truly. 

And | entreat, my Faith may not ſeem cheaper 

For ſpringing out of Penitence. Cic. Good Curius, 
It ſhall be dearer rather; and becauſe 

Id make it ſuch, hear how I truſt you more. 

Keep ſtill your former Face, and mix again 
With theſe loſt Spirits; run ail their Mazes with em; 
For ſuch are Treaſons: Find their Windingsout, 


Through Brakes and Hedges, into Woods of Darkneſs, - 
Where they are fain to creep upon their Breaſts 

In Paths ne'er trod by Men, but Wolves and Panthers. 
Learn, beſide Cariline, Lentulus, and thoſe 

Whoſe Names I have; what new ones they draw in; 

Who elſe are likely; what thoſe great ones are 
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They do not name; what ways they mean to takes | 
And whither their Hopes point, to War, or Ruin | 
By ſome Surpriſe, Explore all their Intents 
And what you find may profit the Republick, 
Acquaint me with it, either by your felt, 
Or this your vertuous Friend, on whom l lay 
The Care of urging you. I'll fee that Rome 
Shall prove a thanktul and a bounteous Mother. 
Be lecret as the Night. Cur. And conſtant, Sir. 
Cic. I do. not doubt it; though the time cut off 
All vows. The Dignity of Truth is loſt 
With much proteſting. Who is there! This way, 
Leſt you be ſeen and met. And when you come, 
Be this your Tokento this Fellow.. Light 'em. 
[ He whiſpers with him. 
O Rome, in what a Sickneſs art thou fall'n! 
How dangerous and deadly! when thy Head 
Is drowg'd in Sleep, and all thy Body Fev'ry ! 
No Noiſe, no Pulling, no Vexation wakes thee, 
Thy Lethargyis ſuch: or if, by chance, 
Thou heav ſt thy Eye-lids up, thou doſt forget 
Sooner than thou wert tod, thy proper Danger. 
I did unreverently, to blame the Gods, 
Who wake for thee, though thou ſnore for thy (elf, 
Is it rot ſtrange, thou ſhou'dſt be ſo diſeas'd, 
Ard ſo ſ:cure? But more, that the firſt Sy mptome. 
Of ſuch a Malady ſhouldnot riſe out ; 
From any worthy Member. but a baſe 
And common Strumpet, worthleſs tobe nam'd 
A Hair, or part of thee? Think, think, hereafter, 
What thy needs were, when thou mult uſe ſuch Means: 
And hay it to thy Breaſt, how much the Gods 
Upbraid thy foul neglect ot them, by making 
So vile a thing the Author of thy Safety. 
They could have wrought by nobler ways, have ſtruck 
Thy Foes with forked Lightning, or ramm'd Thunder; 
Thrown Hills upon em, in the Act; have ſent 
Death, likea Damp, to all their Families; 
Or caus d their Conſciences to burſt em. Eut 
When they will ſhew thee what thou art, and make 
A ſcornſul difference 'twixt their Power and thee, 
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They help thee by ſuch Aids as Geeſe and Harlots. h 
How now? What anſwer ? Is he come? Lic, Your Brother | 
Will ſtreight be here; and your Colleague Antonius N 
Said, — he would follow me. Cic. I, that ; 
Troubles me ſomewhat, and is worth my fear. 
He is a Man'gainſt whom I muſt provide, 
T hart. (as helldo no good) he do no harm. 
He, though he be not of the Plot, will like it, 
And wiſhit ſhou!d proceed: for, unto Men 
Preſt with their Wants, all Change is ever welcome 
muſt with Offices and Patience win him, 
Make him by Art, that which he is not born, 
A Friend unto the Publick, and beſtow 
The Province on him, which is by the Senate 
Decreed to me; that Benefit will bind him. * 
Tis well, it ſome Men will do well for Price: : - 
So few are vertuous when the Reward'saway. 
Nor muſt I be unmindful of my. Private, 
which I have calld my Brother, and the Tribunes, 
Kinsfolk, and my Clients, to be near me. 
He that ſtands up *gaiaſt Traitcrs, and their Ends, 
Shall need a double Guard, of Law, and Friends: 
Eſpccially in ſuch an envious State, 
That ſaoner will accuſe the Magiſtrate, 
Than the Delinquent ; and will rather grieve 
The Treaſon is not acted, than believe. 
Ceſar, Catiline. 4 
The Night grows on, and you are for your Meeting: 
Il theretore end in few. Be reſolute, 
And put your Enterpriſe in act. The more 
Actions of depth and danger are conſider' d, | E 
The leſs aſſuredly they areperform'd. 4 
And thence it hapneth, that the braveſt Plots: : 
(Not executed ſtreight) have been diſcover d. 
Say. you are conſtant, or another, a third, 
Or more; there may be yet one wretched Spirit, 
With whom the fear of Puniſhment ſhall work 
Bove all the thoughts of Honour and Revenge. 
You are not now tothink what's beſt ta do, 
s in Beginnzogsz but what mult be done, 
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Being thus entred; and ſlip no advantage | 8 | 
That may ſecure you. Let 'em call it Miſchief: -. 
When it is paſt, and proſper d, *twillbe Vertue. | 
Th'are petty Crimes are puniſh'd, greatrewarded.. 
Nor muſt youthinkof Peril, ſince Attempts 
Be gun with Danger, ſtili do end v th Glory; 
And, when Need ſrurs, Deſpair will be calꝭd Wiſdom- 
Leis ought the care of Men or Fame to fright you; | 
For they that win, do ſeldom receive-ſhame | 
Of Victory, how cer it beatch ev'd; 
8 leaſt. For who, beſieg' d with Wants, | 
Would ſtop at Death, or any thing beyond it? 
Come, there was ne ver any great thing yet 
Aſpired, but bv Violence or Fraud : 
And he that ſticks (tor folly of a Conſcience) 
To teach it—— (at ls a good Religious Fool. 
| Cæſ A ſuperſtitious S'zve, and will die a Beaſt. 
| Good night. You know whit / yaſſ#s thinks, and I, 
| By this. Prepare you Wings as lat ge as Sails, 
To cut through Air, and leave no Print behind you. 
A Serpent, e're he comes to bea Dragon, 
Does eat a Bat; and ſo muſt you a Conſul, 
That watches. Whit ou de, do quickly, Sergius. 
You ſhall not ſtir for me. Cat. Excuſe me. Lights chere. 
Cæſ. By no means. 
Cat. Stay then. All good thoughts to Ceſar, 
And like to Craſſus. | 
Cæſ. Mind but your Friends Counſels. 
Catiline, Aurelia, Lecea. 
Cati. Or I will bear no Mind, How now; Aurelia? 
Are your Coatederates-come? the Ladies? Aur. Yes. 
Cat. And is Sempronia there? 
Aur. She is. Cat. That's well. 
She has a ſulphrous Spirit, and willtake 
Light at a Spark. Break with them, gentle Love, 
Abou: the drawing as many of their Husbanus - 
Into the Plot, as can; it not, torid 'em. 
That'll be the eaſier practice unto ſome. 
W ho have t een tir d with em long. Sollitit 
Their Aids or Money, and their Servants help, - 
In firing of the City at the tune 
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Shall be d d. Promiſe em States, and Empires, 
And © agg Lovers, made of. better Clay 
Than ever the old Porter Tiran knew. 
Who's that? O, Porcins Becca ! are they met? 

Lec. They are all here. | 

Cat. Love, you have your Inſtructions: 
Illi iruſt you with the ſtuff you have to work on, 
You'll form it? Percins, terch the Silver Eagle 
Lga' you in charge; and pray em they will enter. 
Catiline, Cethegus, Cam ins, Lentulus, Vurgunteius, Lon 

gixus, Gabinius, Cepariut, Autronius, &c. 

O Friends, your Faces glad me. This will be 
Our laſt, I hope, ab. Conſultation. 

Cet. So it had need. Car; WeloſeOccafien daily: 

Car. I, and our Means: whereofone wounds me moſt 
That was the faireſt: Piſo is dead in Spain. 

Cet As we are here. Lon. And as tis thought, by envy. 
Of Pompey's Foilowers. Len. He too's coming back 
Now out cf Aſia, Cat. Therefore, what we intend, 
We muſt be fwwiftin, Take your Seats, and hear. 

I havealready ſent Septimius 

Into the Picene Territory, and Julius, 

To raiſe Force for us in Apulia; 

Manlius at Feſula is (by this time) up; 

With the old needy Troops that follow'd Sylla: 

And all do but expect when we will give 

The Blow at home. Behold this Silver Eagle, 

*T was Marms: Standard in the Cimbrian War, 

Fatal to Rome; and, as our Augures tell me, 

Shall ſtill be ſo: for which one ominous Cauſe, . 

J have kept it ſafe, and done it facred Rites, 

As to a Godhead, in a Chapel built 

Of purpoſetoit. Pledge then all your Hands, 

To follow it, with Vows of Deathand Ruin, 

Struck ſilently, and home. So Waters ſpeak 

Wh-nthey run deepeſt. Now's the time, this year, 

The twentieth from the firing of the Capitol, 

As fatal too to Rome, by all Predictions; 

And in which honour' d Lentulus muſt riſe 

A King, if he purſue it. Cur. If he do not, 

Ke is not worthy the great Deſtiny, wt 
| en. 
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Len. It is too great for me; but what the Gods 

And their great Loves decree me, I muſt not 

Seem careleſs of. Cat. No, nor weenvious, 

We have enough beſide; ail Gallia, Belgia, 

Greece, Spain, and Africk. Cur. I, and Aſia too. 

Now #ompey is returning. Cat. Nobleſt Romans, 

Methinks our Looks are not ſo quick and high 

As they were wont. 

| Cur, No? whoſe is not? Cat. We have 

No Anger in our Eyes, no Storm, no Lightning: 

Our heat is ſpent, and fum d away in Vapour, 

Before our Hands be at work. I can accuſe 

Not any one, but all, of flackneſs. Cet. Yes, 

And be your ſelt ſuch, while you do it. Cat. Ha? 

Is ſharply anſwer'd, Cains. Cet. Truly, truly. 
Len. Come, let us each one know his part to do, 

And then be accus d. Leave theſe untimely Quarrels. 
Cur. I would there were more Romes than one to ruin. 
Cet. More Romes? More Worlds. 

Cur. Nay then, more Gods, and Natures, 

If they took part. Len. When ſnall the time be, firſt ? 
Cat. I think, the Saturnals. Cet. "Twill be too long. 
Cat. They are not now far off, tis not a Month. 
Cet. A Week, a Day, an Hour is too far off: 

Now were the fitteſt time. Cat. We ha! not laid 

All things ſo ſafe and ready, Cet. While we are laying, 

We ſhall all lie, and grow to Earth. Would I 

Were nothing in it, if not now. Theſe things 

They ſnould be done ere thought. 

Cat. Nay, now your Reaſon. 
For ſakes you, Caius. Think but what commodity 
That time will miniſter; the Cities Cuſtom | 


Ot being then in Mirth and Feaſt Len. Loos d whole 


In Pleaſure and Security—— Aut. Each Houſe 
Refolv'd in Freedom Cyr. Every Slave a Maſter 
Lon. And they too no mean Aids — 
Cur. Made from their hope 
Of Liberty Len. Or hate unto their Lords. 
Var. Tis ſure, there cannot be a time found out 
More apt and natural. Len. Nay, good Cethegus, 
Why do your Paſſions now diſturb our Hopes: 


Cet. 


- 
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Cet. Why do your Hopes delude our Certainties ? 

Cat. You muſt lend him his way. Think, for the Order, 
And Proceſs of it. Lon. Yes. Len. I like not Fire; 
'Twill too much waſte my City. Cat. Were it Embers, 
There will be Wealth enough, rak't out of them, 

To ſpring anew. It muſt be Fire, or nothing. 

Lon. What elſe ſhould fright or terrific em? 

Var. T. ue. | 
In that Confuſion, muſt be the chief Slaughter. 

Cur. Then we ſhall kill em braveſt, 

Cep. And in heaps. * 

Aut. Srrew Sacrifices. 

Cur. Make the Earth an Altar. 

Lon. And Rome the F re. 

Lec. Twill be a noble Night, 

Var. And worth all *y{la's Days. 

Car, When Husbands, Wives, 

Gran iſires, and Nephews, Scrvants, and their Lords, 
Virg as, and Prieſts, the Infant, and the Nurſe, 
Go all to Hell together in a Fleet. - 

Cat. I would have you Longinus, and Statilius, 

To take the Charge o the Firing, which mult be 

At a Sign given witha Trumpet, done 

In twelve chief Places of the City at once. 

The Flax and Sulphur are already laid 

In at Cethegus Houſe; ſo are the Weapons. 

Gabinius, you, with other Force, ſhall ſtop 

The Pipes and Conduits, and kill thoſe that come 

For Water. Cur. What ſhall Ido? Cat. All will have 
Employment, fear not: Ply the Execution. 

Cur. For that, truſt me, and Certhegus. Cat. I will be 
At hand, with the Army, to meet thole that, ſcape: 
And Lentulus, begirt you Pompey's Houſe, 

To ſeize his Sons alive; for they are they 

Muſt make our peace with him, All elſe cut off, 

As Tarquin did the Poppy-heads, or Yowers 

A Field ot Thiſtles, or elſe, up, as Plows 

Do barren Lands, and ſtrike together Flints 

And Clods, th' ungrateful Senate and the People; 

Till no Rage gone before, or coming after, 

May weigh with yours, though Horror Jeapt her * 
| nt. 
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Into the Scale; but, in your violent Acts, 

be fall of Torrents, and the noiſe of Tempeſts, 
The boyling of Chxryb4's, the Seas Wildneſs, 

The eating force ot Flames, and wings of Winds, 
Be all out-wrought by vour tranſcendent Furies. 

It had been done e re this, had { been Conſul, 5 
We had had no ſtop, no let. Len. How find you Antonius? 

Cat. Th' other has won him, loſt; that Cicero 
Was born to be my oppolition, | | 
And ſtands in allour ways. Cur. Remove him firſt. 

Cer. May that yet be done ſooner? 

Would it were done. Crr. Var, I'll dot. 

Cet It is my Province; none uſurp it. 

Len, What are your Means ? 

Cet. Enquire not. He fhali die. 

Shall, was too ſlowly ſaid. He's dying. That | 
Is yet too flow, HII s dead. Cat. Brave, only Roman, 
Whoſe Soul might be the World's Soul, were that dying 5- 
Retuſe not yet the Aids, of theſe your Friends. =» 

Len. Here's Varguntaus holds good quarter With him. 

Car. And under the pretext of Clientele, 

And Viſitation, with the morning Hail, 
Will be admitted. Cet. What is that to me? | 

Var. Yes, we may kill him in his Bed, and ſafely. 

Cet. Sate is your way chen, take it. Mine's mine OWDs- 

Cat. Follow him, Vargunteius, and perſuade, 

The Morning is the fitteſt time. Lon. The Night 
Will urn al into Tumult. / en. And perhaps 
Miſs ot him too. Car. Entreat and conjure him 
In all our Names 

Len. By all. our Vows-and: Friendſlips. 

Sempronia, Aurelia, Fulvia. [To them. 
What! is our Council broke up firſt? Aur. You lays 
Women are greateſt 1aikers. Sem. We ha done, 
And are now fit for action. Lov, Which is Paſſion. 
There's your beſt activity, Lady. Sem. How 
Knows your wiſe Fatn: ſs that? 

Lon. Your Mother's Daughter 8 
Did teach me, Madam. Cet. Come Sempronia, leave him; 
He is a Giber; and our preſent Bulineſs 
Is of more ſerious conſequence. Aurelia 


Tells 


F 
11 
T 
* 
9 
1. 
O 
V 
I 
Y 
Y 
V 
1 
F. 
1 
E 
1 
81 
A 
A 
* 
U 


A 


Ils 


EATIEINE rig 
Fells me, you ha' done moſt maſculinely within, 

And Play the Orator. em. But we muſt haſten 

To our Detign as well, and execute; 


Not h in ſtill in the Fever ot an Accident. | 
Cat. You ſay well. Lady. Sem. I do like our Plot 


Exceeding well; tis ſure, and we ſhail leave 


Little to Fortune in it. Cat. Your Banquetitays.. 
Aurelia, take her in. Where's Fulwvia? 
Sem. O, the two Lovers are coupling. 
Cur, In good faith, 8 * 
She's very ill with ſitting up. Sem. You'ld have her- 
Laugh, and lie doẽ n? Ful. No, faith, Sempronia, 
Iam not well: il take my leave, it draws 
Toward the Morning Curius ſhall ſtay with you. 
Madam, pray you pard*n me: my Health 
I muſt reſpect. Aur. Fare wel, good Fulvia. 
[ Curtus whiſpers this to Fulvia. 
Cur. Make haſte, and bid him get his Guards about him 
For Vargunteins and Carnelius 8 REY 
Have undertane it, ſhould Cetheous mils.: 
Their Reaſon, that they think his open Raſhneſs 
Will ſuffer eaſier diſcovery 
Than their Attempt, ſo vailed under Friendſhip; 
I'll bring you to your Coach Tell him, beſide, 
Of Caſars coming forth here. Cat. My ſweet Madam, 
W ill you be gone? Ful. Iam, my Lord, in truth, 
In ſome Indiipoſi ĩon. Cat. Ido wiſh 
You had all your Health, ſweet Lady. Lentulus, 
You't{do her Service, Len. To her Coach, and Duty. 
| Carttme. 
What Miniſters Men muſt for practice uſe! 
Therafh,. thiambrtious, neeuy, defferate, 
Fooliſh. and wretched, ev'n the Dregs of Mankind, 
To Whores, and Women! Still it mult be ſo. 
Each have their proper place, and in their Rooms 
They are the beſt. Grooms fitteſt kindle Fires, 
Slaves carry Burthens, Butchers are for Slaughters, 
Apothecaries, Butlers, Cooks, for Po; ſons; 
As thefe for me: Dull ſtupid Lentulus, 
My St le. with whom l ſta k; the raſn Cerhegns. 
My Executioner; and fat Lenginus, | 
; ; Statilius, 


« 
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Statilius, Curius, Ceparius, Cimber, 
My Labourers, Pioneers, and Incendiaries : 
With thete domeſtick Traitors, Boſom- thieves, 
Whom Cuſtom hath call'd Wives; the readieſt Helps 
To betray heady Husbands, rob the Eaſie, : 
And lend the Moneys on Returns of Luſt, 
Shall Catiline not do now, with theſe Aids, 
So ſought, ſo forted, ſomething ſhall becall'd 
Their Labour, but his Profit? and make Ceſar 
Repeat his vent'riog Counte's to a Spirit 
So much his Lord in Miſchief? when all theſe 
Shall, like the Brethren ſprung of Dragon's Teeth, 
Ruin each other, and he fall amongſt em, 
With Craſſus, Pompey, or who elſe appears 
But like, or near a great One, May my Brain 
Reſolve to Water, and my Blood turn Phlegm, 
My Hands drop off unworthy of my Sword, 
And that b' inſpired of it {elf to rip 
My Breaſt for my loſt Ent rails, when I leave 
A Soul that will not ſerve; and who will, are 
The ſame with Slaves, ſuch Clay I dare not fear. 
The Cruelty I mean to act, I wiſh 
Should be call'd mine, and tarry in my Name; 
Whi ſt Aſter-ages do toilout themſelves 
In think ing for the like, but do it leſs: 
And were the Power of all the Fiends let looſe, 
With Fate too boot, it ſhould be ſtill Example, 
When, what the Gaul or Moer could not effect. 
Nor.emulous Carthage, with their length of Spight. 
Shall be the Work of one, and that my Night. 
Cicero, Falvia, Quintus. 
Cic. I think your Vigilance, © Where's my Brother 


1 A 

Call all my Servants up. Tell noble Curius, 
And ſay it to your ſelt, you are my Savers: 

But that's too little for you; you are Rome's. 
What could I then h pe leſs? O Brother ! now 
The Engines I told you of are working, 

The Machine gins to move. Where are your Weapons ? 
Arm all my Houſhold preſently, and charge 
The Porter, he let no Man in till Day. 


Q. 
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Qui. Not Clients, and your Friends? 
Cic. They wear thoſe Names, 250 
That come to murder me. Yet ſend for Cato, 
And Quintus Catulus; thole I daretruſt : 
And Flaccus, and Pomptinius, the Pretors, 
By the back way. Qui. Take care, good Brother Marcus, 
Your Fears be not form'd greater than they ſhould ; 
And make your Friends grieve, while your Enemies laugh. 
(ic. Tis Brother's Counſel, and worth Thanks. But do 
As Jentreat you. I provide, not fear. 
Was Ceſar there, ſay you? Ful. Curius ſays he met him 
Coming from thence. Cic. O, ſo. And had you a Council 


Of Ladies too? who was your Speaker, Madam? 


Ful. She that would be, had there been forty more; 
Sempronia, who had both her Greek and Figures, 
And ever and anon would ask us it 
The witty Conſul could have mended that, 
Or Orator Cicero could have ſaid it better ? | 
Cic. She's my gentle Enemy. Would Cerhegus 
Had no more Danger in him. But my Guards 
Are you, great Powers, and th' unbated Strengths 
Of a firm Conſcience, which ſhall arm each Step 
Tane for the State; and teach me ſlack no Pace 
For fear of Malice. How now, Brother? Qui. Card, 
And Quintus Catulus were coming to you, 
And Craſſus with em. I have let em in | 
By th' Garden. Cic. What would Craſſus have? 
wi, I hear = 
Some whiſpering bout the Gate, and making Doubt 
Whether it be not yet too early, or no? 
But I do think, they are your Friends and Clients, 
Are tearful to diſturb you. Cic. You will change 
T' another Thought anon. Ha' you giv'n the Porter 
The Charge Iwill d you? 
ui. Yes. Withdraw, and hearken. 
Vargunteins, Cornelius, Porter, Cicero, Cato, Catulus, 
9-4 | Craſſus. | 
Var. The Door's not open yet. 
Cor. You were beſt to kn ck. 
Var. Let them ſtand cloſe then; and, when we ate in, 
Ruſh after us, Cor. But where's Cerkegus ? Var, He 


Has 
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Has left it, fince he might not dot his way. 
For. Who's there? Var. A Friend, or more. 
Por. I may not let | 


Any Man in, till Day, Var. No? why? Cor. Thy Reaſon ? | 


Por. I am commanded ſo. Var. By whom ? Cor. I ho 
Weare not diſcover d. Var. Yes, by Revelation. N 
Pr'ythce, good Slave, who has commanded thee? 
For. He that may beſt, the Conſul, 
Var. We are his FOR. 
Por, All's one. Cor. Beſt give Name. 
Var. Doſt thou hear, F elo: FO 
Thave ſome inſtant Euſineſs with the Conſul. 
My Name is FVargunteiuus. 
Cic. True, he knows it, 
[ Cicero ſeałs to them from above. 
And for what friendly Office you are ſent. 
Cornelius too is there? Var. We are betray d. 
Cic. And deſperate Cethegus, is he not? 
Var, Speak you, he knows my Voice. 
Cic. What ſay you to't? K | 
Cor. Vou are deceiv'd, Sir, Cic No, tis you are ſoʒ 
Poor miſled Men. Your States are yet worth Pity, 
If you would hear, and change your ſavage Minds. 
Leave o be mad; forſake your Purpoſes a 
Ot Treaſon, Rapine, Murder, Fire, and Horror; 
The Commonwealth hath Eyes, that Wake as ſharply 
Over her Life, as yours do for her Ruin. 
Be not deceiv'd, to think her Lenity 
Will be perpetual; or, if Men be wanting, 
The Gods will be, to ſuch a calling Cauſe. 
Conſider your Attempts, and while there's Time, 
Repent you ot em. It doth make me tremble, 
There hould thoſe Spirits yet breath, that when they can> 
Live honeſtly, would rather periſh baſely. (not 
Cato. You talk too much to em, Marcus, they are loſt. 
Go forth, and apprehend em. Catu. If you prove 
This Practice, what ſhould Jet the Commonwealth 
To take due Vengeance? Var, Let us ſhift away. 
The Darkneſs hath conceal'd us yet. We'll ſay, 
Some have abits'd our Names. Cor, Deny it all. FRY 
Ao. 
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Cato. Quintus, what Guards ba" you? call the Tribunes 
And raiſe the City. Gonful, you are too mild. (Aid, 


The Foulneſs of ſome Facts takes thence all Mercy, 


Report it to the Senate. Hear! the Gods 
I thunders and lightens violently on the ſudden, 


Grow angry with your Patience. Tis their Care, 


And muſt be yours, that guilty Men eſcape not. 
As Crimes do grow, Juſticeſhould rowle itſelf. 


CHORUS, 


Hat is this, Heavens, you prepare 

With ſo much Swittneſs, and fo ſudden riſing? 
There are no Sons of Earth that dare, ; 
Again, Rebellion? or the Gods ſurprizing ? 


"The World doth ſhake, and Nature fears; 


Yet is the Tumult, and the Horror greater 
Within our Minds, than in our Ears: | 
So much Rome's Faults (now grown her Fate) do threat 
The Prieſt and People run about, (her, 
Each Order, Ar and Sex ama dat other; 
And at the Ports all thronging out, | 
As if their Safety were to quit their Mother : 
Yet find they the ſame Dangers there. 


From which they make ſuch Haſte to be preſerved: 
For guilty States do ever ber 


The Plagues about them which'they have deſer vd. 
And till thoſe Plagues do get above 


The Mountains of our Faults, and there do ſit; 
We ſee em not. Thus ſtill we love | 

The Evil we do, until we ſuffer it. 
But moſt, Ambition, that near Vice 

To Virtue, hath the Fate ot Rome provoked; 
And made that now Rome's ſelt no Price 


To free her from the Death wherewith ſhe's yoked, 
That reſtleſs Ill that ſtill doth build 


Upon Succeſs, and ends not in aſpiring : 
But there begins; and ne er is fill d 


While ought remains that ſeems but worth deſiring, 
Wherein the Thought, unlike the Eye, 


To whickthings far ſeem imaller than they are, 
| Deems 
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Deems all Contentment plac'd on hin 

And thinks there's nothing great but what is far; * b 
O, that in Time Rome did not caſt 

Her Errors up, this Fortune to prevent; 

To have ſeen her Crimes ere they were paſt, 

And felt her Faults before her Puniſnment. g 


r 
Allobrozes. 


Divers Senators paſs by, quaking and rrimbling. 


All. IAN theſe Men fear, who are not only ours, 
But the World's Maſters ? Then I ſee the Gods 

Upbraid our Suff rings, or would humble them, 

By ſending thele affrights while we are here: 

That we might laugh at their ridiculous Fear, 

Whoſe Names we trembl: dat beyond the Alps. 
Of all that paſs, I do not fee a Face 

Worthy a Man; that dares look up, and ſtand | 

One Thunder out. but downward all, like Beaſts, 
Running away from every Flaſh is made. 
The fal ing World could not deſerve ſuch Baſeneſs. 

Are weemploy'd here by our Miſeries, | 

Like ſuperſtitious Fools (or rather Slaves) 

To plain our Griefs, Wrongs and Oppreſſions, 

Toa mere clothed Senate, whom our Fo ly 

Hath made, and ſtill intends to keep our Tyrants? 

It is our baſe petitionary Breath 

That blows em to this Greatneſs; which this prick 
Would ſoon let out, it we were bold and wretched. 
When they have taken all we have, our Goods, 

Crop, Lands and Houſes, they will leave us this: 

A Weapon and an Arm will ſti!l be found, 

Tho' naked leſt, and lower than the Ground. 

Cato, Catulus, Cicero, Allobroges. 
Cato. Do; urge thine Anger (till: good Heaven and juſt. 

Tell guilty Men what Powers are above chem. 


Is 


|, 


CAHTIEITNE, 14 


In ſuch a Confidence of Wickedneſs 

Tas time they ſhould know ſomething fit to fear, 
Cats. I never ſaw a Morn more full of Horror. 
Cato. To Catiline and his: But to juſt Men, 

Tho' Heaven ſhould ſpeak with all his Wrath at once, 

That with his Breath the Hinges of the World 

Did crack, we ſhould ſtand upright, and untear'd. 
Cic, Why, ſo we do, good Cato. Who be theſe? 
Catu. Ambaſſadors from the Allobroges, 

I take 'em, by their Habits. 7 
All. 1, theſe Men Ls 

Scem of another Race; let's ſue to theſe, 

There's Hope of Juſtice with their Fortitude, 
Cie. Friends of the Senate, and of Rome, to- day 

We pray you to forbear us: On the Morrow, 

What Suit you have, let us, by Fabius Sanga, 

(Whoſe Patronage your State doth uſe) but knew it, 

And on the Conſul's Word, you ſhall receive 

Diſpatch, or elſe an Anſwer worth your Patience. 

All. = could not hope tor more, moſt worthy Con- 

ul. 

This Magiſtrate hath ſtruck an Awe into me, 

And by his Sweetneſs won a more Regard 

Unto his Place, than all the boiſt*rous Moods 

That ignorant Greatneſs practiſeth, to fill 

The large unfit Authority it wears. 

How ealy is a noble Spirit diſcern'd 

From harſh and ſulphurous Matter that flies out 

In Contumelies, makes a Noiſe, and ſtinks! 

May we find good and great Men; that know how 

To ſtoop to Wants, and meet Neceſſities, 

And will not turn from any equal Suits. 

Such Men, they do not ſuccour more the Cauſe 

They undertake with Favourand Succeſs, 

Than by it their own Judgments they do raiſe, 

turning juſt Mens Needs into their Praiſe, 

The Senate. 

Pre, Room for the Conſuls. Fathers, take your Places, 
Here in the Houſe of Jupiter the Strayer, 
Edict trom the Conſul, Marcus Tullius. 
lou re met, a frequent Senate. Hear him ſpeak, 4 
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Cic. What may be happy and auſpicious, fill 
To Rome and bers Hard — Conti Fathers, 
If 1 were ſilent, and that all the Dangers 
Threatning the State and you, were yet ſo hid 
In Night, or Darkneſs thick er in their Breaſts, 
That are the black Contrivers ; { that no 
Beam of the Light could pierce em; yet the Voice 
Ot Heav'n, this Morning, hath ſpoke loud enough 
T' inſtruct you with a Feeling of the Horror, 
And wake you from a Sleep as ſtark as Death. 
I have of late ſpoke often in this Senate 
Touching this Argument, but ſtill have wanted 
Either your Ears or Faith ; ſo incredible 
Their Plots have ſcem'd, or I fo vain, ro make 
Theſe Things for mine own Glory and falſe Greatneſs, 
As hath been given out. But be it ſo. | 
When they break forth, and ſtall declare themſelves 
By their too foul Effects, then, then the Envy 
Ot my juſt Cares will find another Name. 
For me, Lam but one, and this poor Life 
So lately aim'd at, not an pur yet ſince, 
They cannot with more Eager neſs purſue, 
Than I with Gladneſs would lay down, and loſe, 
To buy Rome's Peace, if that would purchaſe it. 
But when | ſee they ld make it but the ſtep 
To more and greater; unto yours, Rome's, all; 
I would with thoſe preſerve it, or then fall. 
Caf. J. I. łt you alone, cunning Artificer! 
See how his Gorget peers above his Gon; 
To tell the People in what Danger he was. 
It was abſurdly done of Varganteins, 
To name himſelt before he was got in. 
Fra. It matters not, ſo they deny it all: 
And can but carry the Lye conſt intly. 
Will Cariline be here 
| Caf. I have ſent for him. 
Cra. And ha' you bid him to be confident ? 
Czf. To that his own Neceſſity will prompt him. 
Cra. Seem to beiiere nothing at all that Cicero 
Relates us. Cef. It will mad him. 


Quintus Cicero brings in the Tribunes and ** 
ra, 
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Cya. O, and help 


The other Party. Who is that? his Brother? 
What new Intelligence has he brought him now? 
Caſ. Some Cautions from his Wife, how to behave him. 
Cic. Place ſome of them without, and ſome bring iu. 
Thank their kind Loves. It is a Comfort yet, 
That all depart not from their Country's Cauſe. 
Caf. How now, what means this Muſter, Conſul An- 
tonius? Neat! 
Ant. I do not know, ask my Colleague, he'll tell you. 
There is ſome Reaſon in State that I muſt yield to; 
And I have promis d him: Indeed he has bought it, 
With giving me the Province. 
Cic. I proteſs, ; 
It grieves me, Fathers, that I am compell'd | 
Todraw theſe Arms, and Aids for your Defence 
And more, againſt a Citizen of Rome, 
Born here amongſt you, a Patrician, 
A Man, 1 mutt confeſs, of no mean Houſe, 
Nor no ſmall Virtue, if he had employ'd 
Thoſe excellent Gifts of Fortune, and of Nature, 
Unto the Good, not Ruin of the State. | 
But being bred in's Father's needy Fortunes, 
Brought up in's Siſter's Proſtitution. 
Confirm'd in civil Slaughter, entring firſt 
The Commonwealth, with Murder of the Gentry; 
Since both by Study and Cuſtom converſant 
With all Licentiouſneſs. What could be hop d 
In ſuch a Field of Riot, but a Courſe 
Extreme pernicious? tho I muſt proteſt, | 
found his Miſchiefs ſooner with mine Eyes | 
Than with my Thought; and with theſe Hands of mine, | 
Before they-touch'd at my Suſpicion. : 
Ceſ. What are his Miſchiefs, Conſul? youdeclame 
Againſt his Manners, and corrupt your own: 


No wiſe Man ſhould, for hate ot guilty Men, 
Loſe his own Innocence. 


Cic. The noble Ceſar 
Speaks God-like Truth. But when he hears 1 can 
Convince him, by his Manners, of his Miſchiens. 
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He might be ſilent; and not caſt away 
His Sentences in vain, where they ſcarce loox 
Toward his Subject. 
Cato. Here he comes himſelf. 
It he be worthy any good Man's Voice, 
Thar good Man fit down by him : Cato willnot. 


{ Catiline ſits down, and Cato riſes from him. 


Cats. It Cato leave him, I'll not keep aſide. 
Cati. What Face is this the Senate here puts on 
Againſt me, Fathers ! Give my Modcſty 


Leave todemand the Cauſe of ſo much Strangeneſs, 


Cef. It is reported here, you are the Head 
To a ſtrange Faction, Lucius. 
Cic, |, and will 
Be prov'd againſt him. 
_ Cati. Let it be. Why, Conſul, 
It in the Commonwealth there be two Bodies, 
One lean, weak, rotten, and that hath a Head; 
The other ſtrong and healthful, but hath none: 
If Ido give it one, do J offend? 
R-ſtore your ſelves unto ) our Temper, Father 8; 
And, without Perturbation, hear me ſpeak, 
Remember who I am, and of what Place, 
W hat petty Fellow this is that oppoſes; 
Onc that hath exercis'd his Eloquence 
Still to the bane ot the Nobility : 
A boaſting inſolent Tongue-man, 
Cato. Peace, led Traytor, þ 
Or waſhthy Mouth. He is an honeſt Man, 
And loves his Country; would thou didſt io toa 
Cati. Cato, you are too zealous for him. 
Cato. No; 
Thou art too impudent. 
Catu. Catiline, be ſilent. 


Cati. Nay then, I eaſily fear, my juſt Defence 


Will come too late to ſo much prejudice! 
(Cef. Will he fit down?) 
Cari. Vet let the World for ſake me, 
My Innocence mult not. 
Cato. Thou innocent ? 
$9 are the Furies. Cic. Yes, and Ate too, 


Doſt 


oft 
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Doſt thou not bluſh, pernicious Catiline? 


Or hath the Paleneſs of thy Guilt drunk up 


Thy Blood, and drawn thy Veins as dry of that 
As is thy Heart ot Truth, thy Breaſt of Virtue ? 
Whither at length wilt thou abuſe our Patience? 
Still ſhak thy Fury mock us? To what Licence 
Dares thy unbridled Boldneſs run it ſelf ? 

Do all the nightly Guards, kept on the Pa'ace, 
The Cities Watches, with the Peoples Fears, 
The Concourſe of all good Men, this ſo ſtrong 
And fortified Seat here of the Senate, 

The preſent looks upon thee, ſtrike thee nothing 7 
Doſt thou not feel thy Counſels all laid open ? 

And ſee thy wild Conſpiracy bound in | 
With each Van's Knowledge? which of all this Order 
Canſt thou think ignorant (it they'll bur utter 

Their Conſcience to the right) of what thou didſt 

Laſt Night, what on the Former, where thou wert, 
Whom thou didſt call together, what your Plots were? 
O Age and Mans ers This the Conſul ſees, | 
The Senate underſtands, yet this Man lives 

Lives? I, and comes here into Counſel with us; 


Th 


Partakes the publick Cares: and with his Eye ; 
Marks and points out each Man of us to Slaughter. 
And we, good Men, to ſatisfie the State, 0 


If we can ſhun but this Man's Sword and Madneſs. 

There was that Virtue once in Rome, when good Men, 

Would, with more ſharp Coercion, have reſtrain'd 

A wicked Citizen, than the deadlieſt Foe. 

We have that Law ſtill, Cariline, for thee; | 

An Att as grave, as ſharp: The State's not wanting, 

Nor the Authority of this Senate; we, 

We that are Conſuls, only fail our ſelves. 

This twenty Days the Edge of that Decree 

We have let dull and ruſt; kept it ſhut up, 

As ina Sheath, which drawn, ſhould take thy Head. 

Yet ſtill thou liv'ſt : and liv'ſt not to lay by . 

Thy wicked Confidence, but to confirm it. 

I could deſire, grave Fathers. to be found 

Stil mercitul, to ſeem, in theſe ma n Perils 
G 3. Graſping 
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Graſping the State, a Man remiſs and lack; 

But then I ſhould condemn my ſelf of Sloth 

And Treachery. Their Camp'sin Itah, 

Pitch'd inthe Jaws here of Hetruria; 

Their Numbersdaily increafing, and their General 

Wirh'n our Walls: nay, in our Counſel! plotting 

Hourly ſome fatal Miichiet to the Publick. 

It, Catriline, I ſhou'd command thee now, 

Here to be taken, kill'd; I make juſt doubt, 

Whether al good Men would not think it done 

Rather too late, than any Man too cruel. \ 
Cato. Except he were of the fame Meal and Batch. 
Cie. But that which ought to have been done long lance, 

I wil', and (for good Reaton) yet forbear. 

J hen will1l take thee, when no Man is found 

S$0:6ft, fo wicked, nay, ſo like thy ſelf, 

But ſhall profeſs, tis done of need and right. 

Whie there is one that dares defend thee, live; 

Thou ſhalt have leave, but fo as now thou liv'it; 

Watch'd at a hand, beſieged, and oppreſt | 

From working leaſt Commotion to the State. 

] have thoſe Eyes and Ears ſhall Rill keep guard, 

And fpiaFon thee, as they have ever done, 

And thou not ſeelit. What then canſt thou hope? 

If neither Night can with her Darkneſs hide 

Thy wicked Meetings, nor a private Houſe 

Can in her Walls contain the guilty whiſpers, 

Of thy Conſpiracy: It all break out, 

All be difeover'd, change thy Mind at haſt, 

And loſe thy Thoughtsof Ruin, Flame and Slaughter. 

Remember how l told, here to the Senate, 

That ſucha Day thy Lictor, Cain: Manlius, 

Would be in Arms. Was | deceived, Catiline? 

Or in the Fact, or in the Time? the Hour? 

I tola too in the Senate, that they purpoſe 

Was an the Fifth (the Kalends of November) 

T have Slaughter d this whole Order: which my Caution 
Made many leave the City. Can'ſt thou here 

Deny, but this thy black Deſign was hindered 

That very Day by me? Thy {elf clos'd in 

Within my ſtrengths, ſo that thou could*ſt not move 

Againſt a publick Reed? When thou wert heard To ſiy 


ay 
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. To ſay upon the parting of thereſt, 1 
Thou would'ſt content thee with the Murder of us 


That did remain. Hadſt thou no Hope beſide, 
By a Sur prize by Night, to take Præneſtæ? 
Where when thou cam'ſt, didſt thou not find the Place 


Made good againſt thee with my Aids, my Watches? 


My Garriſons fortified it. Thoudoſt nothing Sergius; 

Thou canſt endeavour nothing, nay, not think, 

But I both ſee and hear it; and am with thee, 

By and before, about and in thee too. | 

Call but to Mind thy laſt Night's Buſineſs. Come, 

PII uſe no Circumſtance: At Lecca's Houſe, 

The Shop, and Mint of your Conſpiracy, 

Among your Sword-men, where ſo many Aſſociates 

Both ot thy Miſ-hiet and thy Madneſs mer. 

Dar'ſt thou deny this? Wher fore art thou filent ? 

Speak, and this ſhall convince thee: Here they are, 

1 ſee em in th's Senate, that were with thee. 

O, you Immortal Gods! in what C'ime are we? 

What Region do we live in? in what Air? 

What Comm-n-wealthor State is this we have? 

Here, here, amongſt us, our own Number, Fathers, 

In this moſt holy Council of the World 

They are that ſeek the ſpoil of me, of you, 

Of ours, of all; what I can Name's too narrow : 

Follow the Sun and find not their Ambition. 

Theſe I behold, being Conſul; nay, I ask 

Their Counſels of the State as from good Patriots: 

Whom it were fit the Ax ſhould hew in Pieces; 

I not ſo much as wound yet with my Voice. 

Thou waſt laſt Night with Lecca, Catiline, 

Your Shares of Izaly you there divided; 

Appointed who, and whither each ſhould goz _ 

What Men ſhould ſtay behind in Rome, were choſen; 

Your Offices ſet down; the Parts mark'd our, 

And places of the City, for the Fire; 

Thy ſelf (thou affirm'dſt) waſt ready to depart, . 

Only a little let there was that ſaid thee. 

That yet liv'd. Upon the Word, ſtept forth 

Three of thy Crew, to rid thee of that Care; 

Two undertook this Morning, betore Day, * 
R TOE LON TA, of To ki 
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To kill me in my Bed. All this I knew, 
Your Convent ſcarce diſmiſs d, arm d all my Servants, 
Call both my Brother and Friends, ſhut out your Clients 
Vou ſent to viſit me; whoſe Names I told | 
To ſome there, of good Place, before they came. 
Cato. Yes, I, and Quintus Catulus can affirm it. 
C. He's|oſt and gone. His Spirits have for ſook him. 
Cic. If this be ſo, why, Catiline, doſt thou (tay ? 
Go where thou mcan'ft, 'The Ports are open; forth. 
The Camp abroad wants thee, their Chief, too long. 
Lead with thee all thy Troops out, Purge the City. 
Draw dry that noiſome and pernicious Sink, 
W hich lett behind thee, would infect the World. 
Thou wilt free me of all my Fes at once, 
To ſee a Wall between ys. Doſt thou ſtop 
To do that now commanded ; which before, 
Of thine ewn Choice, thou'rt prone to ? Go. The Conſul 
Bids thec,an Enemy, to depart the City. 
Whither, thou'lt ask? to Exile? I not bid 
Thee that. But ask my Counſcl, I perſwade it. 
What isthere, here, in Rome, thatcan delight thee? 
Where not a Sou}, without thine awn foul knot, 
Bur fears and hates thee, Whar Domeſtick Note 
Of private Filthineſs, but is burnt in 
Into thy Life? What cloſe and ſecret Shame 
But is grown one with thine own Intamy ? 
What Luſt was ever abſent from thine Eyes? 
Whatlewd Fact from thy Hanis? what Wickedneſs 
From thy whole Body? where's that Youth drawn in 
Within thy Nets, or catch'd up with thy Baits, 
Before whoſe Rage thou haſt not borne a Sword, 
And to whoſe Luſts thou baſt not held a Torch? 
Thy latter NuptialsI let paſs in S.1:nce ; 
Where Sins incredible on Sins were heapt : 
Which I not name, leſt in a Civil State 
So monſtrous Facts ſhould either appear to be, 
Or not to be reveng'd. Thy Fortunes too 
I glance not at, which hang but till next Ides. 
I come to that which is more known, more publick ; 
The Lite and Safety of us all by thee 


Threatned and fought, Stood 'ſt thou not ia the _— 
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When Lepidus and Nollus were our Conſuls, 
Upon the Day of Choice, arm'd, and with Forces, 
To take their Lives, and our chief- Citizens? 

When not thy Fear, nor Conſcience chang'd thy Mind, 

Butthe meer Fo tune of the Common-Wealth 

Withſtood thy active Malice? Speak but right. 

How often haſt thou made attempt on me? 

How many ot thy Aſſaults have I declin'd 

With ſhifting but my Body (as we ld ſay) 

Wreſted thy Dagger from thy Hand, how oft? 

How often hath it faln, or ſlipt by Chance ? | 

Yer can thy fide not want it: which how vow'd, 

Or with what Rites, tis ſacred ot thee, I know not, 

That till thou mak'ſt it a Neceſſity, | 

To fix it in the Body of a Conſul. 

But let me loſe this Way, and ſpeak to thee, _ 

Not as one mov'd with Hatred, which I ought; 

But Pity, of which none is owing thee, 
Cat. No more than unto 2 or Tityus. | 
Cic. Thou cam'ſt e er while into this Senate. Who 

Ot ſuch a frequency, ſo many Friends 

And Kindred thou haſt here ſaluted thee ? 

Were not the Seats made bare upon thy entrance? 

Riſs' not the Conſular Men, and left their Places 

So ſoon as thou ſat'ſt down ? and fled thy fide, . 

Like to a Plague or Ruin? knowing how oft 

They had been by thee mark d out for the Shambles ? 

How doſt thou hear this ? Surely, if my Slaves. 

At home fear'd me with half th' affrighrand horror, 

That here thy Fellow-Citizens do thee, 

I ſhou'd ſoon quit my Houle, and think it need too. 

Yet thou dar'ſt tarry here? Go forth at laſt, 

Condemn thy ſelt to Flight and Solitude, | 

Diſchargethe Common-wealth of her deep Fear. 

Go; into Baniſhment, it thou wait'ſt the Word. 

Why doſt thou look? They all conſent uato it. 

Doſt thou expect th Authority of their Voices, 

Whoſe fil: nt Wills condemn thee ? While they fir, 

They approve it ; while they ſuffer it, they decree it ; 

And while they are ſi ent to it; they proclaim it. 

Prove-thou there honeſt, 1'1] endure the Envy. 
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Put there's no Thought thou ſhouldſt bo ever he,. 
Whom either Shame ſhould call from Filthineſs, 
Terror from Danger, or Diſcourſe from Fury, 
Go; I entreat thee, yet why do I ſo? | 
When I alrcady know they're ſent afore, 

That tarry for thee in Arms, and do expect thee 
On th Aurelian way. | know the day 

Set down *twix t thee and Manlius; unto whom 
The Silver Eagle too is ſent before: 

Which 1 do hope ſhall prove to thee as baneful 

As thou conceiy'ſtit to the Common ealth. 

But may this wiſe and ſacred Senate ſay, 

What mean ſt thou Marcus Tullius? It thou knowyſt 
That Catiline be look'd for, to be c hiet 

Of an inteſtine War; that he is the Author 

Of ſuch a Wickedne is: the caller out 

Of Men of mark in Miſchief, to an Action 

Of ſo much Horror; Prince of ſuch a Treaſon; 
Why doſt thou ſend him forth? why let him ſcape?- 
This is to give him Liberty and Power: 

Rather thou ſhould'ſt lay hold upon him, ſend him 
Ta deſerv d Death, and a juſt Puniſhment, 

To theſe ſo holy Voices thus Ianſwer, 

I I did think it timely, Conſcript Fathers, 

To puniſn him with Death, | would not give 
The Fencer uſe of one ſhort Hour to breathe; 
But-when there are in this grave Order ſome, 

Who with ſoft Cenſures ſtill do nurſe his Hopes; 
Some titat with not believing have confirm'd 

His Deſigns more, and whote Authority 
The-weaker, as the worſt Men too have followed: 
Iwould now ſend him where they a'lſtould ſee 
Clear as the Light, his Heart ſhine; where no Man 
Could be ſo wickedly, or fondly ſtupid, 


But ſhould cry out, hoſaw, touch d, felt and graſpt it. 


Then, when be hath run out him ſelf; led orth 
His deſp rate party with him; blown together 


Aids. of all kinds, both Shipwreck'd Minds and Fortunes: 


Not only the grown Evil that now is ſprung 


And ſprouted forth, would be pluck d up and weeded; 


But the Stock, Root, and Sed of allthe Miſchiefs, 
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Choaking- 
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Choaking the Common-wealth, Where ſhould we take 
Of ſuch a ſwarm ot Traitors only ena þ 
Our Cares and Fears might ſeem awhile reliey'd, 
But the main peril would bide ſtil] inclos'd 
Deep in the Veins and Bewels of the State. 
As Human Bodies labouring with Fevers, ;. 
While they are toſt with hate, if they do take 
Cold Water, ſeem for that ſhort Space much eas d, 
But atterward are ten Times more afflicted, 
Wherefore, ſay, let all this wicked Crew | 
Depart, divide them ſelves from good Men, gather : 
Their Forces to one Head; as I ſaid oft, | 
Let em be ſever'd from us with a Wall; 
Let *em leave off attempts upon the Conſul 
In his own Houſe; to circle in the Prætor; 
To girt the Court with Weapons; to prepare” 
Fire and Balls, Swords, Torc hes, Sulphur, Brands: 
In ſhort, let it be writ in each Man's Forehead 
What Thoughts he bears the Publick. I here promiſe, 
Fathers Conſcript, to you, and to my ſelt, 
That Diligence in us Conſuls, for my Honour d. 
Colleague abroad, and for my ſelf at home; 
So great Authority in you, {ſo much 
Vertue in theſe the Gentlemen of Rome; 
Whom I could ſcarce reſtrain to Day, in Zeal, . 
From ſceking out the Parricide to Slaughter; 
So much 2 22 in all good Men and Minds, . 
As on the going out of this one Catiline, | 
All ſhall be clear, made plain, oppreſs'd, reveng'd,”. 
And with this Omen go, pernicious Plague, 
Out of the City, to the wiſh'd Deſtruction 
Of thee and thoſe that, tothe Ruin of her, * 
Have tane that bloody and black Sacrament. 
Thou Jupiter, whom wie do call the Stayer 
Bothof this City and this Empire, wilt 
Wich the ſame Auſpice tłou didſt raiſe it firſt) 
Drive trom thy Altars, and all other Tempes, 
82 And Buildings of this City; from our Wals, 
Lives, States and Fortunes of our Citizens, 
This Fiend, this Fury, with his Complices.- | 
Aud all th' offence ot good Men (the known/Fraptors 
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Unto their Country, Thieves of nah, 
oyn d in ſo damn d a League of Miſchief) thou 
ilt with perpetual Plagues, alive and dead, 
Punifh for Rome, and fave her innocent Head. 
Cati. it an Oration, or high Language, Fathers, 
Could make me guilty, here is one hath done it: 
H' has ſtrove to emulate this Morning's Thunder, 
With his prodigious Rhetorick. But I hope 
This Senate is more grave than to give Credit 
toallthe Vomits, *painſt a Man 
Of your own Order; a Patrician ;. 
And one whoſe Anceſtors have more deſerv'd 
Of Rome than this Man's Eloquence could utter, 
Turn'd the beſt way: as ftill it is the worſt. 
Cato. His Eloquence hath more deſer vd to Day, 
Speaking thy Ill, than all thy Anceſtors 
Did in their good: and that the State will find, 
Which he bath ſav d. 
Cati, How, he? were I that Enemy 
That he would make me: 1'1d not wiſh the State 
More wretched than to need his preſervation. 
What do you make him, Cato, ſuch a Hercules? 
An Atlas? a poor petty Inmate? 
Cato. Tra 


or. 
Cati. He Au the State! A Burgeſs Son of Arpinum. 


The Gods would rather twenty Romes ſhould periſh, 
Than have that Contumely ſtuck upon em 

That he ſhould ſhare with them in thepreſerving 
A Shed or Sign-poſt. Cato. Peace, thou prodigy. 


Cati. They would be forc'd themſelves again, and loſt 


In the firſt rude and indigeſted Heap; 
E're ſucha wretched Name as Cicero. 


Should ſound with theirs. ; 
Catu. Away, thou Impudent Head. 


Cati. Do youall back him ? are you filent too ? 
Well, I will leave you, Fathers, I will go. 


[He turns ſuddenly on Cicers; 


But— my fine dainty Speaker 
Cic. What now, Fury? 

Wilt thouaſſault me here? 
(Chor. Help, aid the Conlul.) 
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Cati. See, Fathers, laugh you not? who threatned him? 
In vain thou doſt conceive ambitious Orater, 
Hope of ſo brave a Death as by this Hand. | 
(Caco. Out of the Court with the pernicious Traytor.) 
Cati. There is no Title that this flattering Senate, 
Nor Honour the baſe Multitude can give thee, 
Shall make thee worthy Cariline's Anger. 
(Cato. Stop, 
Stop 9 Mouth.) 
Cati. Or when it ſhall 
1] '!llook thee: dead. 
Cato. Will none reſtrain the Monſter 2 
Catu, Parricide. | 
ui. Butcher, Traytor, leave the Senate. | 
Cati. Tam gone, to baniſhment, to pleaſe you, Fathers. 
Thruft head-long forth: 8 
Cato. Still doſt thou murmur, Monfter? : 
Cati. Since 1 am thus put Out, and made a2 
Cic. What? 
Cato. Not guiltier than thou art. 
Cati. I will not burn 
Without my Funeral Pile. Cato. What fays the Fiend 2- 
Cati. I will have matter, Timber. 
Cato. Sing out, Screech-owl, 
Cati. It ſhallbe in 
Catu. Speak thy imperfe& Thoughts. 
Cati. The common Fire, rather than mine own; 
For fall I will with all, e're fall alone. | 
Cra. He's loft, there is no hope of him. C2. Unleis- 
He preſently take Arms; and give a blow, 
Betore the Conſul's forces can be levy'd. 
Cic. What is your pleaſure, Fathers, ſhall be done? 
Catu. See, that the Common; wealth receive no loſs, 
Cato. Commit the care thereof unto the Conſuls. 
Cra. Tis time. Cæſ And need. 
Cic. Thanks to this frequent Senate. 


But what decree they unto Curius, 557 
And Ful via? Catu. What the Conſul ſhall think meet. 


Cic. They muſt receive reward, thcuzh't be not known 
Leſt hen a State needs Miniſters, they ha none. 


Cato. | 
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Cato. Yet Marcus Tullius do not I believe; 
But Craſſus and this Ceſar here ring hollow. 
Cic. And would appear fo, if . wedurſt prove em. 
Cato. Why dare we not? what honeſt Act is that 
The Roman Senate ſnould not dare and do? 
Cis. Not an unprofitable dangerous Act, 
To ſtir too many Serpents up at once. 
Cæſar and Craſſus, it they be ill Men, | 
Are mighty ones; and we muſt ſo provide, 

That while we take one Head from this foul Hydra, 
There {pring not twenty more. Cato. I prove your Counſel, . 
Cic. They ſhall de watch d and lookt to. Till they do 

Declare themſelves, I will not put em out 
By any queſtion. There they ſtand. I'll make 
My ſelf no Enemies, nor the State no Traytors. | 
Catiline, Lentulus, Cetheg us, Curius, Gabinius, Lon-- | 
ginus, Statilius. | 
Cars. Falſe to our ſelves? All our Deſigns diſcover d 4 
To this State Cat ? Cet. I, had I had my way, | 
He had mew'd in Flames at home, not i' the Senate: ] 
I had fing'd his Furs by this Time. Cat. Well theres 
No time of calling back, or ſtanding ſti!l, ö 4 
Friends be your — keep the ſame Roman Hearts , 
And ready Minds you had yeſter-night. - Prepare 4 
To execute what wereſolv'd. And let not I 
Labour, or Danger, or Diſcovery fright you. ? 
Vil to the Amy: you (the while) mature J 
Things here at Home. Draw to you any Ads þ 
A 
S 
A 
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That you think fit, of Mep of all. Conditions, 

Of any Fortunes that may help a War, 

ll bleed a Life, or win an Empire tor you. 

Within theſe feẽ Days look to {ze my Enſigns 

Here at the Walls: Be you but firm within. 
Mean time, to draw an Envy onthe Conſul, 

And give aleſs Suſpicion ot our Courle, 

Let it be given out here in the City, 

That Lam gone an innocent Man to exile 

Into Maſſelia, willing to give way 

To Fortune and th= Times; being unable 

To ſtand ſo great Faction, without troubling- 

TheComman-wea'th : whale Peace Liather ſeek, 
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Than all the glory of Contention, 
Or the ſupport ot mine own Innocence. 
Fare wel the noble Lentulus, Long inus, 
Curius, the reſt; and thou my better Genius, 
The brave Cethegus: when we meet again, 
We'll ſacrifice to Liberty. Cet. And Revenge. 
That we may praiſe our Hands once. Len. O you Fates. 
Give Fortune now her Eyes, to {ce with whom 
She goes along, that ſhe may ne er forſake him. * 46 
Cur. He needs not her nor them. Go but on, Sergius, 
A valiant Man is his own Fate and Fortune. 
Lon. The Fate and Fortune of us all go with him. 
Gab. Sta. And ever guard him. 
Cat. I am all your Creature. | 
Len. Now Friends tis left with us. I have already. 
Dealt by Um:brenus with the Allobroges, | 
Here reliant in Rome, who'e State | hear, 
_ Is diſcontent with the great Uſuries 
They are oppreſs d with: and have made Complaints 
Divers unto the Senate, bur all in vain. 
Theſe Men I have thought (both for their oπ n Oppreſſi - 
As alſo that by Nature, they are a People (ons 
Warlike and fierce, ſtill wat ching after change, * 
And now in preſent hatred with our State) 
The fitteſt, and the eaſieſt to be drawn 
To our Society, and to aid the War, 
The ra: her for their Seat ; being next Bord'rers- 
On Itahy; and that they abound with Horſe: 
Of vrh ch one want our Camp doth only labour. 
And I have ſound em coming. They will meet 
Soon at Sempronia's Houſe, where I would pray you: 
All to be preſent, to confirm 'em more, 
The ſight of ſuch Spirits hurt not, nor the Store. 
Gab. Iwill not fail, Sta. Nor I. 
Cur, Nor I. Ces. Would - 
Had ſomewhat by my ſelf apart to do. 
I ha' no G nius to theſe many Counſels. 
Let me kill al the Senate for my ſt are, 
I'l do it at next farting. Len. Worthy Cams, 
Your preſence willadd much. 
Cet. 1 ſball marr more. 
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 - Cicero, Sanga, Allobroges. 
TheState's beholden unto you, Fabius Sanga, 
For this great care, And thoſe Allobroges 
Are more than wretched, if they lend a liſtning | 
To ſuck perſwaſion. San. They, moſt worthy Conſul, 
As Men employ d here, from a grieved State, 
Groaning beneath a multitude of wrongs, 
And being told, there was ſmall hope of eaſe 
To be expected to their Evils from hence, 
Were vyilling at the firſt to give an ear 
To any thing that ſou Liberty : 
But ſince, on better Thoughts, and my urg'd Reaſons, 
They arecome about, won to the true fide, 
The Fortune of the Common-wealth hath conquer'd.. 
Cic: What is that ſame Umbrenus was the Agent? 
San. One that hath had negot iat ion 
In Gallia oft, and known unto their State. 
Cic. Are the Ambaſſadors come with you? San. Ves. 
Cic. Well, bring em in, if they be firm and honeſt, 
Never had Men the means ſo to deſei ve | 
Ot Rome as they. A happy wiſh'd occaſion, 
And thruſt into my hands fer the diſcovery, 
And manifeſt Conviction of theſe Traytors. 
Be thank d. O Jupiter. My worthy Lords, 
Confed'rates of the Senate, you are welcome. 
Fund:rſtand by Quintus Fabius Sanga, 
Your careful Pairon bere, you havebeen lately: 
Sollicited againſt the Common-wea'th- 
By one Umbrenss (take a Seat I pray you) 
From Publius Lentulus, to be Aſſociates 
In their intended War. I could advilſe, 
That Men whoſe Fortunesare yet flouriſhing, 
And are Roms Friends, would not without a Cauſe (V 
Become ber Enemies; and mix themſelves. 
And their Eſtates, with the loſt hopes of Catiline, 
Or Lentulus, whoſe meer deipair doth arm cm: 
That wereto hazard certainties for Air, 
And undergo all danger for a. Voice. 
Believe me Friends, loud Tumults are not laid 
With half the eaſiaeſs, that they are rais'd, 
All may begin a War, but few. can end it. 
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The Senate have decreed, that my Colleague 
Shall lead their Army againſt Catilize, 
And have declar'd toth him and Manlius Traytors. 
Metellus Celer hath already given | 
Part of their Troops defeat. Honours are promis d 
To all will quit em; and rewards propos d 
Even to Staves that can detect their Courſes. 
Here in the City, I have by the Prators, 
And Tribunes, plac'd my Guards and Watches fo, 
That not a Foot can tread, a Breath can whiſper, 
But I have knowledge. Ard be ſure, the Senate 
And People of Rome, of their accuſtom'd Greatneſs, 
Will ſharplyand ſeverely vind'icare, 
Not only any Fact, but any Practice 
Or Purpoſe gainſt the State. Therefore my Lords, 
Conſult of your own ways, and think which Hand 
Is beſt to take You now are preſent Suitors | 
For ſome redreſs of e . ll undertake 
Not only that ſhali beafſu'd you: but 
W hat Grace, or Priviledge elſe, Senate or People, 
Can caſt upon you worthy ſuch a Service, 
As you have vow the way and means to do em. 
If but your Wills conſent with my Deſigns. 
All. We covet nothing more, moſt worthy Conſul 
And how ſo e er we have been tempred lately 
To a defection, that not makes us guilty : 
We are not yet ſo ver tched in our Fortunes, 
Nor in our Wills ſo loſt, as to abendon 
A friendſhip prodigally of that price, 
As is the Senate. and the People of Rome's, 
For hopes that do precipita e themſelves. | 
Cic. You then are wiſe and honeſt, Do but this then: 
(When ſhall you ſpeak with Lentulus and the reſt ? 
All. We are to meet anon at Brutus Houle, 10 
Cie. Who? Decius Brutus? He is not in Rome. WH 
San. O but his Wife Sempronia. Cic. You inſtru me, WR 
She is a chief.) We l, tail not you to meet em; j | 
And to expreſs the beſt Aﬀect.on "i 
You can put on, to all that they intend. 
Like it, applaud it, give the Common-wealth 
And Senate loſt to em. Promiſe any Aids 
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By Arms or Counſel. What they ean deſi e 
I would have you prevent. Only ſiy this, 
You have had d. ſpatch in private by the Conſul, 
Of your Affairs, and for the many fears 
The State's now in, you are will'd by him this Evening, 
To depart Rome: wauich you by ali fought means 
Will do, of reaſon to decline ſuſpicion. 
Now for the more authority of the buſineſs 
They have truſted to you, and to give it Credit 
With your own State at home, you would deſire 
Their Letters to your Senate and your People, 
Which ſhewn, you durſt engage both Lite and Honour 
The reſt ſhould every way anſwer their hopes. 
Thole had, pretend ſudden departure, you, 
And as you give me notice at what Port 
You will go out, I' ha' you intercepted, 
And all the Letters taken with you: So 
As you ſhali be redeem'd in all Opinions, 
And they convicted of their manifeſt Treaſon. 
Ill Deeds are well turn d back upon their Authors: 
And 'gainſt an Injurer, the Revenge is juſt. 
This muſt be done now]. All. Chearfuliy and firmly. 
We are they would rather haſte to undertake it, 
Than ſtay to ſay ſo. Cic. With that confidence, go: 
Make your ſelves happy, while you make Rome ſo. 
By Sanga, let me have notice from you. All. Yes. 
Sempronia, Lentulus, Cetheg us, Gabinius, Statilius, Lon- 
| % ginus, Volturtins, Allobroges, 
Sem. When come theſe Creatures, the Ambaſſadors ? 
EF would fain ſee em. Are they any Scholars? 
Len. I think not, Madam. 
dem. Ha' they no Greek? Len. No ſurely. 
Sem. Fie, what do I here? waiting on em then, 
If they be nothing but meer States- men? Len. Yes, 
Your Lady ar. ſhall obſerve their Gravity, 
And their Reſrevedneſs, their many Cautions, 
Fitting their Perſons. Sem. Ido wonder much, 
That States and Common-wealths employ not Women 
To be ambaſſadors, ſometimes? we lliould 
Do as good publick Service, and could make 4 
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As honourable Spies (for ſo Thacydides 
Calls all Ambaſſadors.) Arethey come, Cethegus ? 
Cet. Do you ask me? Am I your Scout or Bawd 2 
Len, O, Caius, it is no ſuch buſineſs Cet. No? 
What does a Woman at it then? Sem. Good Sir, 
There are of us can be as exquiſite Traytors, 
As e er a Male conſpirator ot you all. 
Cet. I, at Smock-treaſon, Matron, I believe you; 
And if Iwere your Husband; but when 1 
Trult to your Cob-web Boſoms any other, 
Let me there die a Fly, and feaſt you, Spider. 
Len. You are too ſowie, and harſh, Cerhegus, Cet. You 
Are kind and courtly. Vid be torn to pieces, 
With wild Hippolitus, nay prove the death 
Every Limb over, ere Fid truſt a Woman | 
With Wind, could I reta n it. * - is 
Sem. Sir, they'il be truſted | N 
With as good Secrets yet as you have any: 
And carry em too as cloſe and as conceal d, 
As you ſhall for your Heart LE 
Cer. Vil not comend with you 
Either in Tongue, or Carriage, good Califfo: 
Lon. Th' Ambaſſadors are come. 
Cet. Thanks to thee Mercury, | 
That ſo haftreſcu'd me. Len. How now, Volturtius > 
Vol. They do defire ſome ſpeech with you in private. 
Len. O! tis about the Propheſie belike, 
And promiſe ot the Sibylls, Gab, It may be. 
Sem. Shun they to treat with me too? 
Gab. No, good Lady, 
You may partake : I have told em who you are. 
Sem. | ſhould be loth to be left out, and here too. 
Cet. Can theſe or ſuch be any aids to us? 
Look they, as they were built to ſhake the World, 
Or be a moment to our Enterprize ? 
A thoutand ſuch as they are could not make 
One Atom of our Souls. They ſhouid te Men ill 
Worth Heaven's Fear, that looking up bet thus { . 
Would make Jode ſtand upon his Guard, and diaw 10 
Himſelt within his Thunder; which amsz'd, ; ll 
| 


He ſLould diſcharge in vain and they unhurt. 
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Or if they were like Capaneus at Thebes, 
They ſhould hang dead upon the higheſt Spires, 
And as k the ſecond Bolt to be thrown down. 


Why Lentulus talk you ſo long? This time 
Had been enough, t have ſcatter'd all the Stars, 


T have quench d the Sun and Moon, and made the World 


Deſpair of Day, or any light hut ours. 


Len. How do you like this Spirit? In ſuch Men 


Mankind doth live. They are ſuch Souls as theſe 


That move the World. Sem. I, though he bear me hard, 


I yet muſt do him right. He is a Spirit 


Ot the right Martian Breed. All. He is a Mars! 


Would we had time tolive here and admire him. 


les Weil, 1 do ſee you would prevent the Conſul, 


And I commend your Care: It was but reaſon, 

To ask our Letters, and we had prepar'd them. 

Go in, and we will take an Oath, and ſeal em. 

You ſhall have Letters too to C atiline, 

To viſit him i'the way, and to confirm 

The Aſſociat ion. This our Friend, Volturtius, 

Shall go along with you. Tell our great General 

That we are ready here; that Lucius Beſtia 

The Tribune is provided of a Speech, 

To lay the Envy of the War upon Cicero: 

That all but long for his Approach and Perſon; 

And then you are made Free-men as our ſelves. 

Cicero, Flaccus, Pomtinius, Sanga. 

Cie. I cannot tear the War but to ſucceed well, 

Both for the Honour of the Cauſe, and Worth 

Of him that doth command. For my 

Being ſo ill affected with the Gut, 

Will not be able to be there in Perſon; 

And then Perrein', his Lieutenant, muſt 


Of Need take Charge o the Army; who is mach 


The better Soldier, having been a Tribune, 
Prefect, Lieutenant, Prator in the War 

Theſe thirty Vears, ſo converſant i the Army, 
As he knows all the Soldiers by their Names. 
Fla. They'll fight then bravely with him. 
Pom, I, and he 


Wiillead'em on as bravely. Cic. They have a Foe 


Wilasktheir Braverics, whoſe Neceſſities 


\ 
1 
0 
4 
\ 
L 
F 
F 
— 
L 
V 
1 
L 
St 


 CATILINE. 161 
Will arm him likea Fury. But however 

FU truſt it to the Manage and the Fortune 

Of good Petreius, who's a worthy Patriot: 

Metellus Celer, with three Legions too, 

Will top their Courſe for Gallia. How now Fabius: 

San. The Train hath taken. You muſt inſtantly 
Diſpoſe your Guards upon the Milvian Bridge: 

For by that way they mean to come. Cic. Then thither 
Pomtmius and Flaccus, I muſt pray you 

To lead that Force ou have; and ſeize them all: 

Let not a Perion ſcape. Th' Ambaſſadors | 

Will yie'd themſelves. If there be any Tumult, 

I'll ſend you Aid, 1, in mean time, will call 

Lentulus to me, Gabinius and ( ethegus, 

Statiliu s, Ceparius, and all theie, | 

By ſeveral Meſſengers : who no doubt will come 
Without Senſe or Suſpicion. Prodigal Men 

Feel not their own ſtock waſting. When have vm, 
I'll place thoſc Guards upon em, that they ſtart not. = 

San, But what'll ycu do with Sempronia t 

Cic. AState's Anger | 
Should not take knowledge either of Fools or Women, 

I do not know whether my Joy or Care . 

Ought to be greater, that I have diſcover'd 

Sotoula Treaſon, or muſt undergo 

The Envy ot ſo many great Mens Fate. 

But happen what there can, | will be juſt, 

My Fortune may forſake me, not my Virtue: 

Thar ſhall go with me, and before me ſtill, 

And g ad me doing well, though I hear ill. 
Pretors, Allobroges, Volturtins. 

Fla. Stand, who goes tiere? 

All, We are th' Allobroges, | 
And Friends of Rome. Pom. If you be ſo, then yield | 
Your ſelves unto the Prætors, who in name 
Of the whole Senate and the People of Rome, | 
| Yet, till you clear your ſelves, charge you of Practice | 
Againſt the Stare, Vol. Dye Friends, and be ro: taken, 

Fla What Voice is that? down with 'em all. 
All. We yie d. | 
Pom. What's he ſtands out? Kill him there. —_ 
Vol. Hold, hold, bold, I Wil 
} 
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I yield upon Conditions. IIa. We give none 
To Traitors, ſtrike him down, Vol. My Name's Vo!turtins; 
I know Pomtinius. Pom. But he knows not you, 
While you ſtand out upon theſe trayterous Terms. 


Vol. Vil yield upon the ſaf-ty of my Life. 
Pom. If it be forfeited, we cannot fave it. 


Vol. Promiſe to do your beſt, I am not ſo guilty 
As many others | can name; and will, 
It you will grant me Favour. Pom. All we can 
Is to deliver you to the Conſul. Take him, 
And thank the Gods that thus have ſaved Rome. 


r 
O W do our Ears before our Eyes, 
Like Men in Miſts, 


Diſcover who'ld the State ſurprize, 


And who reſiſts? 
And as theſe Clouds do yield to Light, 
Now do we ſee 


Our Thoughts of things, how they did fight, 


Which {cem'd t'agree ? 
Ot what firange Pieces are we made, 
Who nothing know; | 
But as new Airs our Ears invade, 
Still cenſure fo ? 
That now do hope, and now do fear, 
And now envy; | 
And then do hate, and then loyedear, 
But know not Why: 
Or it wee do, it is ſo late, 
As our beſt Mood, 
Though true, is then thought out of date, 
And empty of Good. | 
How have we cbang'd and come about 
In every doome, ; 

Since wicked Catiline went out, 

And quitted Rome? 

One while we thought him innocent; 
And then we accus?. t 

The Conſul, for his Malice ſpent, 
And Power abus'd. 

Since that, we hear he is in Arms, 
We think not ſo: | 


Yet 
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Yet charge the Conſul with our Harms, 
That let him go. i 
So in our Cenſure of the State, 
We ſtill do wander; 
And make the caretul Magiſtrate, 
The Mark of Slander. 
What Age is this, where honeſt Men, 
Plac'd at the Helm, 
| ASecaof {ome foul Mouth or Pen, 
Shall over-whelm ? 
And call their Diligence Deceit, 
Their Virtue Vice ; 
Their Watchfulneſs but lying in wait; 
And Blood the Price. 
O, let us pluck this evil Seed 
Out of our Spirits; 
And give to every noble Deed 
The Name it merits. 
Leſt we ſeem faln (if thisendures) 
Into thoſe times, | 
To love Diſeaſe; and brook the Cures 
Worſe than the Crimes. 


— — — — 


ACT v. 


a Petreius. [The Army. 

"+ is my Fortune and my G'ory, Soldiers, 
; This day to lead youon; the worthy Conſul 

Kept from the Honour of it by Diſeaſe: 
And I am proud to have ſo brave a Cauſe 
To exerciſe your Arms in. We not now 
Fight for how long, how broad, how great, and large 
Th' Extent, and Bounds o'th' People of Rome ſhall be; 
But to retain hat our great Anceſtors, 
With all their Labours, Counſels, Arts and Actions, 
| For us were purchaling ſo many Years, 
The Quarrel is not now of Fame or Tribute, 
Or ot Wiongs done unto Confederates, 
For which the Army of the People of Rome 
Was wont to move: but for your own Republick, 


For 


/ | 
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For the rais d Temples of th' immortal Gods, 
For all your Fortunes, Altars, and your Fires, 
For the dear Souls of your lov'd Wives and Children, 
Your Parents Tombs, your Ri: es, Laws, Liberty, 
And briefly, tor the ſafety of the World: 
Againſt ſuch Men, as only by their Crimes 
Are known; thruſt out by Riot, Want, or Raſhneſs, - 
One fort, Sylla's old Troops, left her in Feſula, 
W ho ſuddenly made rich in thoſe dire Times, 
Are ſince, by their unbounded vaſt expence, 
Grown needy and poor; and have but left t' expect 
From Catiline new Bills, and new Preſcriptions. 
Theſe Men (they fay) are valiant; yet, I think em 
Not worth your pauſe: For either their old Vertue 
Is in their Sloth and Pleaſures loſt; or, if 
It tarry with'em, ſo ill match to yours, 
As they are ſhort in Number or inCauſe. 
The ſecond ſort are of thoſe (City · beaſts, 
Rather than Citizens) who whilſt they reach 


ö 
After our Fortunes, have let fly their own; ] 
Theſe whelm'd in Wine,ſweli'd up with Meats, and weak- "of 
With hourly Whoredoms, never left the ſide A © I 
Of Catiline in Rome; nor here are loos d I 
From his Embraces; ſuch as (truſt me) never T 
In riding or in uſing well their Arms, 2 
Watching, or other military Labour, | f T 
Did exerciſe their Youth 3 butlearn'd to Love, | A 
Drink, Dance, and Sing,make Feaſts and be fine Gameſters: L 
And thele will wiſh more hurt to you than they bring you. A 
The reſt are a mix'd kind, all forts of Furies, T 
Adulterers, Dicers, Fencers, Out-laws, Thieves, W 
The Murderers of their Parents, all the Sink 
And Plague of italy met in one Torrent, 8 
To take, to- day, from us the Puniſhment, | Th 
Due to their Miſchiets, for ſo many Years. Me 
And who in ſuch a Cauſe, gainſt ſuch Fiends, If 
Wou d not now wiſh himſeit all Arm and Weapon? | To 
To cut ſuch Poyſons from the Earth, and let | But 
Their Blood out ro be drawn away in Clouds, Sha 
And rour'd on ſome inhabitable P'ace, v Hav 
Where the hot Sun and Slime breeds nought but Monſters: 8 


Chiefly 


- 'Chiefly when this ſure Joy ſhall crown our ſide; 
That the leaft Man that falis upon our Party 
This Day (as ſome muſt give their happy Names 
To Fate, and that eternal Memory 
Of thebeſt Death, writ with it, for their Country) 
Shall walk at Pleaſure in the Tents of Reſt; 
And ſee far off, beneath him, all their Hoſt ' 
Tor mented after Lite: and Catiline there 
Walking a wretched and leſs Ghoſt than he. | 
T'ilurge no more: Move forward with your Eagles, 
And truſt the Senate's and Rome's Cauſe to Heaven. 
Arm. To thee, great Father Mars, and greater Fove, 
Cefar, Craſſus. 
Caf. Ieverlook'd for this of Lentulus, _ 
When Cariline was gone. Cra. I gave em loſt, 
Many Days ſince, Cef. But, wherefore did you bear 
Their Letter to the Conſul, that they ſent you 
To warn you from the City? Cra. Did I know 
Whether he made it? it might come from him, 
For ought I could aſſure me: if they meant 
I ſhould be ſafe among ſo many, they might 
Have come as well as writ. Ce/. There is no Loſs 
In being ſecure. I have of late too ply d him 
Thick with Intelligencies, but they have been 
Of Things he knew betore. Cra. A little ſerves 
To keep a Man upright on theſe State-bridges, 
Although the Paflage were more dangerous. 
Let us now take the ſtanding Part. C/. We muſt, 
And be as zealous for't, as Cato. Yet, | 
I would fain help theſe wretched Men. Cra. You cannot. 
Who would ave them, that have betray d themſelves: 
THY Cicero, Quintus, Cato. 74 
Cic. Iwill not be wrought to it, Brother Quintus. 
There's no Man's private Enmity ſhallmake 
Me violate the Dignity ot another. 
If there were Proof gainſt Caſar, or whoever, 
To ſpeak him guilty, I would ſo declare him. 
But Quintus Catulus, and Piſoboth 
Shall know, the Conſul will not, for their Grudge, 
Have any Man accus'd or named falſly. , 


Nin. Not falfly; but * Circumſtance, 


"By 
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By the Allobroges, or from Volturtins, 

Would carry it. Cic. That ſha l not be ſought by me. 
It it revealitſelf, I would not ſpare 

You, Brother, if it pointed at you, truſt me, 

Cato, Good Marcus In lius (which is more than great) 
Thou hadſt rhy Education with the Gods. 

Cie, Send Lentulus forth, and bring away the reſt. 

This Office I am forry, Sir, to do you. 

| The Senate. 
Vat may be happy ſtill and fortunate, 
L Rome, and to this Senate: Pleaſe you, Fathers, 
To break theſe Letters, and to view them round. 
If that be not found in them, which | fear, 
I yer entreat at ſuch a time as his, | 
My Diligence be not contemud. Ha' you brought 
The Weapons hitker from Cethegus Houle ? 

Pre. They are without. Cic. Be ready with Polturtins, 
To! ring him when the Senate calls; and ſee 1 
None ot the reſt confer together. Fathers, 

V hat do you read? Is it yet worth your Care, 
If not your Fear, what you fit d practis d there? a 
Ceſ. It hath a Face ot Horror! Cra. I am amaz d! 
Cito. Look there / Ba 
yl. Gods! Can ſuch Men draw common Air? 
Cic. Although the Greatneſs of the Miichief, Fathers, 
Hath often wes my Faith ſmall in this Senate, 
Vet ſince my caſting Catiline out (for now 

I do not fear the Envy of the World, 

Uuleſs the Deed be rather to be fear d, 
That he went hence alive; when thoſe I meant 
Shou'd follow him, did not) I have ſpent both Days 
Ard Nights in watching what their Fury and Rage 
Was bent on, that ſo ſtaid againſt my Thought: 
And that I might but take em in that light, 
- Where when you met their Treaſon with your Eyes, 
Your Minds at ler gth would think for your own Safety. 
And now tis done. There are their Hands and Seals. 
Their Perſons too are fate, thanks to the Gods. 
B. ing ia Voi turtius and the Allobroges. 
Theſe be the Men were truſted with their Letters. 

Vo.. Fathers, believe me, 1 knew nothing: I 


7 


Was 
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Was travelling for Gallia, andam ſorry | 
Cic. Quake not Voltwrtins, ſpeak the Truth, and hope 
Well of this Senate, on the Conſul's Word. 
Vol. Then I knew all. But truly I was drawnin 
But t'other Day. Cef. Say what thouknow'ſt, and fear not. 
Thou baſt the Senate's Faith, andConſuls Word 
He enfwers with Fear and Interruptions. - 
To fortifie thee. Vol. I was ſent with Letters 
And had a Meſſage too from Lentulus 
To Catiline that he ſhould uſe all Aids 
Servants, or others and come with his Army, 
As ſoon unto the City as he could 
For they were ready, and but ſtaid for him 
To intercept thoſe that ſhould flee the Fire — 
Theſe Men (the Allobroges) did hear it too. 
All. Yes, Fathers, and they took an Oath to us, 
Beſides their Letters, that we ſhould te free; 
Andurg'd us for ſomepreſent Aid of Horſe. 
Cic. Nay, here be other Teſtimonies, Fathers, 
[The Weapons and Arms are brought forth, 
Cethegus Armoury, Cra. What, not all theſe? 
Cic. Here's not the hundred Part. Call in the Fencer, 
That we may know the Arms to all theſe Weapons. 
Come my brave Sword- player, to what active Uſe 
Was all this Steei provided? Cer. Had you ask d 
In Sylla's Days, it had been to cut Throats , 
But now it was to look on only: I lov d 
To ſee good Blades, and feel their Edge, and Points, 
To put a Helm upon a Block, and cleave it, 
And now and then to ſtab an Armour through. . 
Cic. Kno you that Paper? That will ſtab you through. 
Is it your hand ? Hold, ſave the pieces. Traytor, 
Hatun thy Guilt wak'd thy Fury? Cet. I did write 
1 know not what; nor care not: That Fool Lentulu⸗ 
Did dictate, and It other Fool did ſign it. 
Cic. Bring in Statilius: Does he tnow his hand too? 
And Lentulus, Reach him that Letter. Sta. 1 
_ Confelsitall, Cie. Know you that ſeal yet, Publins ? 
Len. Yes, it is mine. Cic, Whoſe Image is that on it ? 
Len. My Grand-tather's. 
Cir. What, thatrenown'd 1 
2 


That 
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That did ſo only embrace his Country; and loy'd 
His fellow Citizens! Was not his Picture, 
Though mute, of Power to call thee from a Fact 
So foul _—- Len. As what, impetuous Cicero? 

Cic. As thou art, for I do not know what's fouler. 
Look upon theſe. Do not theſe Faces argue 
Thy guiltand impudence? Len, What are theſe to me ? 

. 1 know 'em not. All. No, Publius ? we were with you 
At Brutus Houſe. Vol. Laſtnight. 

Len. What did you there? ä a 
W ho ſent for you? All. Your ſelf did. We had Letters 
From you, Cethegus, this Statilius here, W 
Gabixius Cimber, all but from Longinus, 

Who would not write, becauſe he was to come 
Shortly in Perſon after us (he ſaid) | 
To take the charge o the Horſe, which we ſhould levy. 

Cic. And he is fled to Carilmel hear. | 

Len. Spies ? Spies? All. You-told us too o' the Sybil; 
And how you were to be a King this year, (Books, 
The Twentieth from the burning of the Capitol, 

That theer Cornellii were to Reign in Rome, | 
Of which you were the laſt : and prais'd Cet hegus, 
And the great Spirits were with you in the Action. 

Cet. Theſe are your honourable Ambaſſadors, : 
My Soveraign Lord. Cat. Peace, that too bold Cethegus. 

All. Beſides Gabinins, your Agent nam'd 
Antronins, Servius Sylla, Vargunteius, 

And divers others. Vol. | had Letters from you 
To Catiline, and a Meſſage, which I have tod 
to the Senate truly word for word: 
For which I hope they will be gracious to me. 
Iwas drawn in by that ſame wicked Cimber, 
And thought no hurt at all. Cic. Volturtius, peace. 
Where is thy Viſor or thy Voice now Lentulus ? 
Art thou con ounded? Wherefore ſpeak ſt thou not? 
Is all ſo clear, ſo plain, ſo manifeſt, 
That both thy Eloq d ence and Impudence, 
And thy ill Nature t-0, have ieft thee at once? 
Take him aſide. There's y t one more, Gabinixs, 
The Engineer of all. S ew him that Paper, 
If he do know it ? Gab. IK now nothing. Cic. No? 


Gab. Np. Neither will I know. Cat. Impudent Head !) 
Stick 
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Stick it in o his Throat; were I the Conſul, | 
I'd make thee eat the miſchief thou haſt vented. 

Gab. Is there a Law for't, Cato? Cat. Doſt thou ask 
After a Law, that would'ſt have broke all Laws 
Of nature, Manhood, Conſcience, and Religion? 

Gab. Yes I may ask for't, Cat. No, pernicious Cimber. 
Th' inquiring after good does not belong 
Untoa wicked Perſon. Gab. l, but Cato 
Does nothing but by Law, Cra. Take him aſide, - 
There's Proot enough though he confeſs not. Gab. Stay, 
I will confeſs, All's true your Spies have told you, L 
Make much of em. Cet. Yes, and reward em well, 
For fear you get no more ſuch. Scethey do not 
Dye in a Ditch, and ſtink now you ha' done with 'em; 
Or beg o' the Bridges here in Rome, whoſe Arc hes 
Their ativeinduliry hath ſavd. Cic. See Fathers 
What Minds and Spirits theſe are, that being convicted 
Ot ſuch a Treaſon, and by ſuch a Coud 
Ot Witneſſes, dare yet retain their boldneſs? ; 
What would their Rage have done, it they had conquer'd ? 
Ithought when l hadi thruſt out Catiline, 
Neither the State nor l ſhould need i have fear d 
Lentulus ſleep here, or Longinus lat, 
Or this Cethegus raſnneſs; it Was he 
1 only watch'd, while he was in our Walls, 
As one that bad the Brain, the Hand, the Feart, 
But now we find tte contrary ! Where was thzre 
A People griev'd, or a State diſcontent, - | 
Able to make or helpa War 'gxinſt Rome. 
But the ſe, th' Ailobroges, and thoſe they found? 
Whom had not the juſt Gods been pleas'd to make 
More Friends unto our ſatety than their own, 
As it then ſeem'd, neglecting theſe Mens offers, 
W here had we been? or Where the Commonwealth? 
When their great Chief had been call d home; this Man, 
Their abſolute King (whoſe noble Grand- father, 
Arm'd in purſuit of the ſeditious Gracehis, 
Took a brave wound for dear defence of that 
Which he would ſpoil) had gather'd all his Aids 
Of Ruffians, Slaves, and other Siaughter-men ? - 
Given us up for murder to Cethegus? 
The-other rank of Citizens to Gabinius? 
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The City to be fir'd by Caſſius? 

And Italy, nay the World, ta be laid waſte- 

By curſed Catiline and his Complices? 

Lay but the thought of it betore you Fathers, 
Think but with me you ſaw his glorious City, 
The Light of all the Earth, Tower of all Nations, 
Suddenly falling in one Flame. Imagine | 
You view'd your Country buried with the heaps 
Of ſlaughter'd Citizens that had no Grave 
This Lentulus here, reigning, (as he dreamt) 

And thoſe bis Purple Senate; Carilize come 

With his fierce Army; and the cries of Matrorts, 
The flight of Children, and the rape of Virgins, 
Shrieks of the living, with the dying Groans 
On every fide t invade your Senſe; until 

The Blood of Rome were mixed with ber Aſhes! 
This was the Spectacle theſe Fiends intended 
To pleaſe their M. lice. Cet. I, and it would 
Have been a brave one, Conſul. But your Part 
Had nor then been ſo long as now it is: 

I ſhould have quite defeated your Oration, 

And {lit that fine rhetorical Pipe of yours 


P the firſt Scene. Cat. Inſolent Monſter ' Cic. Fathers, 


Is it your Pleaſures they ſhall be committed 

Unto ſome ſafe, but a free Cuſtody, 

Until the Senate can determine farther ? 
Sen. It pleaſeth well. Cir. Then Marcus Craſſus, 

Take you charge of Gabinius: ſend him home 

Unto your Houſe. You Cæſar, ot Statilius. 

Cethegus ſhall be ſent to Corniſicius: 

And Lentulus to Publius Lentulus Spinther, 


Who now is AÆdile. Gat. It were beſt, the Prætors 


Carried em to their Houſes, and deliver'd 'em. 


Cic. Let it be ſo. Take em from hence. Caſ. But fiift: 


Let Luntulus put off his Prætorſhiꝑ. 
Len. I do reſign it here unto the Senate: 
Cf. So, now there's no Offence done to Religion. 
Car. Ceſar, *twas piouſly and timely urg'd. 
Cic. What do you decree to th. Ailobroges,. 
That werethe Lights to this Diſcovery ? 
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Cra. A free Grant from the State, of all their Suits. | 


C Anda Reward out of the Publick Treaſure, 
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| Cat. J, and the Title of honeſt Men, to crown em. 
Cic. What to Volturtins? Caſ. Life, and Favour's well. 
Vol. I ask no more. Cat. Yes, yes, ſome Mony, thou needit 
Till keep thee honeſt ; want made thee a Knave. (it: 
SyE. Let Flaccus, and Vomtiaius, the Prætors, 
Have publick Toanks, and Quintus Fabius Sanga, 
For their goo i Service. Cra. They deſerve it all. 
Cat. But what do we decree unto the Conſul, 
Whole Virtue, Counſel, Watchfulneſs, and Wiſdom, 
Harh trecd the Commonwea'th, and without Fumult, 
S:aughrer, or Blood, or ſcarec raiſing a Force, 
Reſcuꝰ d us all out ot the Jaws of Fate? 
Cra. We owe our Lives unto him, and our Fortunes. 
Ceſ Our Wives, our Children. Parents, and our Gods, 
Syl. We all are ſaved by his Fortitude. 
Cat. The Commonwealth owes him a Civick Garland. 
He is the oniy Father ot his Country, 
( 4. Let there be publ ck Prayer, to all th: Gods, 
Made in that Name, ter him. Cra. And in theſe words: 
For that he hath, by his Vigilance, preſerv'd 
Rome fromthe Flame, the Senate from the Sword, 
And all her Citizens from Maſſ'cre. | 
Cic. How are myLabours mo e than paid grave Fathers, 
In theſe great Titles, and decreed Honours! 
Such as to me, firſt ot the Civil Robe, | 
Of any Man fince Rome was Rome, have happ'ncd; 
And from this frequent Senate; which more glads me, 
That | now ſee yo' have Senſe of your own Satery. 
It thoſe good days come no leis grateful to us, 
Wherein we are preſerv'd from ſome great Danger, 
Than thoſe wherein w are born, and brought to ligbt, 
Becauſe the gladneſs of our Safety is certain, 
But the condition of our Birth not ſo; | 
3 And that w' are {av'd with pleaſure, but are born | 
| Without the Senſeot Joy: Why ſhould not thea | 
| This Day, to us and ail Poſterity 
Of ours, be hid in equal Fame and Honour, | 
"With that when Romulus firſt rear'd thee Walls, 
When ſo much more is ſaved, than he built ? 
Cef. It ought. Cra. Let it be added to our Faſti. 
(ic. What Tumult's that? 
Fla, Herc's one Iarquinius taken, 
* H 4. 


Going, 
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Going to Catiline, and ſays he was ſent 
By Marcus Craſſus, whom he names to be 
Guilty of the Conſpiracy. Cic. Some lying Varlet. 
Take him away to Priſon. Cra. Bring him in, | 
And let me ſee him. Cie. He is not worth it, Craſſus. 
Keep him up cloſe, and hungry, till he tell 
By whoſe pernicious Counſel he durſt ſlander 
So great and good a Citizen. (Cra. By yours, | 
I fear, *twill prove.) Syl. Some o' the Traitors, ſure, 
To give their Action the more Credit, bid bim | 
Name you, or any Man. Cie, I know my ſelt, 
By all the Tracts and Courſes of this Buſineſs, 
Craſſus is noble, juſt, and loves his Country. 
Fla. Here is a Libel too, accuſing Ceſar, 
From Lucius Veins, and confirm'd by Curius. 

Cic. Away with all, throw it out o' the Court. 


Cæſ. A Trick on me too? Cic. It is ſome mens malice. 


I id to Curius, I did not believe him. 
Ceſ. Was not that Curius your Spy, that had 
Reward decreed unto him the laſt Senate, 
With Fulvia, upon your private Motion? 
Oe. Yes. 
Cæſ. But he has not that Reward yet? Cic. No. 
Let not this trouble you, Ceſar; none believes it. 
Cæſ. It ſhallnot, if that he have no Reward. 
But if he have, ſure I ſvall think my ſelf 
Very untimely and unſately honeſt, 
Where ſuch as he is may have Pay Y accuſe me. | 
Cic. You ſhall have no wrong done you, noble Cæſar, 
Put all Contentment. Cef. Conſul, I am ſilent. 


Catiline. [The Army. 


I never yet knew, Soldiers, that in Fight 
Words added Virtue unto valiant Men; 
Cr, thataGenerai's Oration made 
An Army fall or ſtand : But how much Prowels, _ 
- Habitual or natural, each Man's Breaſt 
Was Owner of, ſo much in Act it ſhew'd. 
Whom neither Glory, or Danger can excite, 
"Tis vain t'attempt with Speech; for the Mind's fear 
Keeps all brave Sounds from entring at that Ear. 
I yet would warn you ſome few things, my Friends, 
And give you Reaſonof my preſent Counſels. 


| 
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Mile ſhe tempts ours, fear her own Eſtate. | 
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You know, noleſs than I, what State, what Point 
Our Affairs ſtand in; and you all have heard 
What a calamitous Miſery the Sloth . 

And Sleepineſs of Lentulus hath plucx d 

Both on bimſelf, and us; how, whilſt our Aids 
There, in the City look d for, are defeated; 

Our entrance into Gallia too is ſtopt: 

Two Armies wait us; one from Rome, the other 
From the Gaul-Provinces: And where we are, 
(Although I moſt deſire it) the great want 

Of Corn and Victuals forbids longer ſtay. 

So that of need we muſt remove; but whither, . 
The Sword muſt both direct, and cut the Paſſage. . 
I only therefore wiſh you, when you ſtrike, 

To have your Valours and your Souls about you, 
And think you carry in your labouring Hands 

The things you ſeek, Glory, and Liberty, | 
Your Country, which you want now, with the Fates, 
That are to be inſtructed by our Swords. 


If we can give the Blow, all will be ſafe to us. 


We ſhall not want Proviſion, nor Supplies. 

The Colonies and Free Towns will lie open; 

Where, if we yield to fear, expect no Place, | 
Nor Friend, to ſhelter thoſe whom their own Fortune, 
And ill-us'd Arms have left without Protection. 

You might have liv'd in Servitude, or Exile, 

Or fate at Rome, depending on the Great ones; 

But that you thought thoſe things unfit tor Men: - 
And, in that Thought, you then were valiant. 

For no Man ever yet chang'd Peace for War, 

But be that meant to conquer. Hold that purpoſe. 
There's more neceſſity you ſhould be ſuch, 

In fighting for your ſelves, than they for others. 
He's baſe that truſts his Feet, whoſe Hands are arm' d. 
Methinks I ſee Death and the Furies waiting 

What we will do, and all the Heav'nat leiſure 

For the great Spectacle. Draw then your Swords; 
And if our Deſtiny envy our Virtue. 

The Honour of the Day, yet let us care 

To ſell our ſelves at ſuch a Price as may 

Undo the World to buy us, and make Fate, 
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Sen. What means this haſty calling of the Senate? 
Sen. We ſhall know ſtreight. Wait till the Conſul ſperks 
Pom. Fathers Conſcript, bethink you of your Satetics, 
And whattodo with theſe Conſpirators: 
Some of their Clients, their Freed-men, and Slaves,” 
Vin to make Head: There is one of Leutulus Bawds 
Runs up and down the Shops, through every Street, 
With Money, to corrupt the poor Artificers, 
And needy Tradeſmen, to their aid. Cethegu: 
Hath ſent too to his Servants, Who are many, 
Choſen, and exercis d in bold Attemptings, 
That forthwith they ſhould arm themſelves, and prove 
His Reſcue: All will be in inſtant Uproar,. 
H you prevent it not with preſent Counſe.s.. 
We have done what we can to meet the F th 
And will do more. Be you good to your ſelves. 
Cic. What is your pleaſure, Fathers, ſhall be done? 
Syllanus, you are Conſul next deſignd; 
Your Sentence of theſe Men. Syl. Tis ſhort, and this. 
Since they bave ſought to blot the name of Rom: 
Out of the World, and raze this glorious Empi 
With her own Hands, and Arms turn d on her ſelf, 
Itbink it fit they die: And could my Breath 
Now execute em, they ſnould not enjoy 
An Article of Time, or Eye ot Light, 
Longer, to poiſon this our Common a:r. 
Sen. I think ſo too. 
Sen. And I. Sen. And I. Sen. And I. 
Cie. Your Sentence, Caius Caeſar. 
Ceſ. Conſcript Fathers, 
In great Affairs, and doubtful, it behoves 
Men that are ak d their Sentence, to be free 
From either Hate or Love, Anger or Pity : 
For where the leaſt of theſe do hinder, there 
The Mind nat eaſily diſcerns the Truth. 
I ſpeak. this to you in the Name of Rome, 
For whom you ſtand; and to the preſent Cauſe : 
That this foul Fact of Lentulus, and the reſt, 
Weigh not more with you than your Dignity ; 
And you be more — to your Paſſion, 


Thal to your Honour, If there coul be found 
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A Pain or Puniſhment equal to their Crimes, 
would deviſe, and help: But if the greatneſs 

Of what they ha' done, exceed all Man's Invention, 
I think it fit to ſtay where our Laws do. 

Poor petty States may alter, upon humour, 

Where, if th' oftend with anger, few do know it, 
Becauſe they are obſcure; their Fame and Fortune 
Is equal, and the fame. But they that are 

Head ot the World, and live in that ſeen height, 


All Mankind knows their Actions. So we ſee, 


The greater Fortune hath the leſſer Picence. 
They muſt not favour, hate, and leaſt be angry: 
For what with others is call'd Anger, there 
Is Cruelty and Pride. I know Syllanus, 
Who ſpoke before me, a juſt, valiant Man, 
A Loverof the State, and one that would not, 
In ſuch a Buſineſs, uſe or Grace or Hatred; 
I know too well, his Mannersand Modeſty : 
Nor do I think his Sentence cruet, (for 
*Gainſt ſuch Delinquents what can be too bloody?) 
But that it is abhorring from our State: 
Since to a Citizen of Rome, offending, 
Our Laws give Exile, and not Death. Why then 
Decrees be that? Twere vain to think, for fear; 
When, by the diligence of ſa worthy a Conſul, 
All is made ſafe and certain. Is't for Puniſhment ? 
Why, Death es the end of Evils, and a Reſt, 
Rather than Torment: It diſſolves all Griefs; 
And beyond that, is neither Care nor Joy. 
You hear, my Sentence, would not have em die. 
How then? ſet free, and increaſe Catilines Army? 
So will they, being but baniſh'd, No, Grave Fathers, 
L judge em, firſt, to have their States confiſcate 
Then, that their Perſons remain Priſoners 
I the free Towns, far off from Rome, and ſevet d; 
Wherethey might neither bave Relation, 
Hereafter, to the Senate, or the People. 
Or, if they had, thoſe Towns then to be mulcted, 
As Enemies to the State, that had their Guard. 
Sen. Tis good and honourable, Ceſar hath utter'd. 
Cic. Fathers, I ſce your Faces and your Eyes 


Allbcat on me, to note, of theſe two Cenſures, 
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Which I inclineto.. Either of them are grave, 
And anſwering the Dignity of the Speakers, 
The greatneſs of th Affair, and both ſevere. 
One urgeth Death ; and he may well remember 
This State hath puniſh'd wicked Citizens ſo. 
The other Bonds, and thoſe perpetual, which- 
He thinks found out for the more ſingular Plague. 
Decree which you ſhall pleaſe: You have a C onſul,? 
Not readier to obey, than to defend 
Whatever you ſnallact, for the Republick ; 
And meet with willing Shoulders any Burd:+n, 
Orany Fortune, with aneven Face, 
Though it were Death; which to a valiant Man 
Can never happen foul, nor to a Conſul 
Be immature, or to a wiſe-man wretched. 

Syl. Fathers, I ſpake but as I thought the Needs 
© th' Commonwealth requird. Cat. Excuſe it not. 

Cic. Cato, ſpeak your Sentence. Cat. Th's it is. 
You here diſpute on kinds of Puniſhment, | 
And ſtand conſulting What you ſhould decree 
*Gainſt thoſe of whom you rather ſhould beware: 
This Miſchief is not like thoſe common Fatts, 
Which, when they are done, the-Laws may proſecute; . 
But this, if you provide not ere it happen, | 
Whenit is happ'ned, will not wait your judgment. 
Good Caius Caeſar bere bath very wel, 
And ſubtilly diſcours'd'of Life and Death, 
As if he thought thoſe things a pretty Fable, 
That are del ver d us of Hell and Furies, | 
Or of the divers way that ill Men go 
From good, to filthy; dark, and ugly Places. 
And therefore he would have theſe live, and long too; 
But far trom Rome, and in the ſmall free Towns, 
Leſt here they might have Reſcue: As if Men 
Fit for ſuch Acts were only in the City, 
And not throughout ail Italy; or, that Boldneſs 
Could not do more, where it found leaft reſiſtance? © 
"Es a vain Counſel, if he think them dangerous: 
Which if he do not, but that he alone, 
In ſo great tear of all Men, ſtand unfrighted, ., 
He gives me cauſe, and you, more to fear him. 


Lam plain, Fathers. Here you look about 
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One at another, doubting what to do; 
With Faces, as you truſted to the Gods, 
That ſtill have ſav'd you; and they can do't: But 
They are not Wiſhings; or baſe womaniſh Prayers, 
Can draw their Aids; but Vigilance, Counſel, Action; 
Which they will be aſhamed 10 forſake. | 
'Tis Sloth they hate, and Cowardiſe. Here you have 
The Traitors in your Houſes ;.yet you ſtand, 
Fearing what to do with em: Let 'em looſe, 
And ſend em hence with Arms too, that your Mercy 
May turn your Miſery, as ſ on as't can. 
O, but they are Great Men, and have offended 
But through Ambition: We would ſpare their Honour. 
1, if themſelves had ſpar'd it, or their Fam, FE? 
Or Modeſty, or either God, or Man: 
Then I would ſpare em. Eut as things now ſtand, 


Fathers, to ſpare theſe Men, were to commit 


A greater Wickedneſs than you would revenge. 

If there had been but Time and Place for you 

To have repair'd this Fault, you ſhould have made it; 
It ſhould have been your Puniſhment, to have felt 

' Your tardy Error: but Neceſlity 

Nov bids me ſay, Let em not live an Hour, 

If you mean Rome ſhould live a Day. I have done. 
Sex. Cato hath ſpoken like an Oracle. 
Cra. Let it be ſo decreed. Sen. We are all fearful. 
Syl. And had been baſe, had not not his Virtue rais d us. 
Sen. Go forth, moſt worthy Conſul, we'll aſſiſt you. 
Ce/. Iam not yet chang'd in my Sentence, Fathers. 
Cat. No matter. What be thoſe? Sen. Letters for Ceſar. 
Cat. From whom? Let em be read in open Senate, 

Fathers, they come from the Conipirators; 

I crave to have em read, for the Republick. 

Cæſ. Cato, read you it. Tis a Love: letter, 
From you dear Siſter, to me: though you hate me, 
Do not diſcover it. Cat. Hold thee, Drunkard. Conſul, 
Go forth, and confiden: ly. Cf. You'll repent 
This raſnneſs, Cicero. Pra. Cæſar ſhall repent it. 

Cic. Hod, Friends. | | 

Pre. He's ſcarce a Friend unto the Publick. 

Cic, No violence. Ceſar. be ſafe. Lead on. 
Where are the Publick Executioners? 
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Bid em wait onus. On to Spinther's Houſe. 

Bring Lentulus forth. Here, you, the fad revengers 
Of Capital Crimes againſt the Publick, take 
This Man unto your Juſtice ; ſtrangle him. 

Len. Thou doſt well, Conſul. "Twas a Caſt at Dice, 
In Fortunes Hand, not long ſince, that thy ſelt 
Shouldſt have heard theſe, or other Words as fatal. 
Cic. Lead on to Quintus Cornificins Houſe. 

Bring forth Cethegus. Take him : the due 
Death Jas he hathdeſerv'd, and let it be 
Said, he was once. Cet. ABeaſt, or, what is worſe, 
A Slave, Cethegus. Letthatbe the Name 
For all that's 8 hereatter; that would let 
This Worm pronounce on him, and not have trampled 
His Body into Ha! art thou not mov'd ? 

Cic. Juſtice is never angry, Take him hence. 


Cet. O, the Whore Fortune, and her Bawods the Fates! 


That put theſe Tricks on Men, which knew the Way 
To Death by a Sword, Strangle me, I may ſleep ; 
I ſhall grow angry with the Gods elſe, Cic. Lead 
To Caius Ceſar, for Stativins. 
Bring him, and rude Gabin. us out. Here, take em 
To your cold Hands, and let em feel Death from you. 
Gab. I thank you, you do me a p.caſure. 
Sta. And me too. 
Cat. So, Marcus Tullius, thou maiſt now ſtand up, 
And call it happy Rome, thou being Conſul. 
Great Parent of thy Country, go, and let 
The old Men of the City, ere they die, 
Kiſs thee ; the Matrons dwell about thy Neck; 
The Youths and Maids lay up, gaiuſt they are old, 
What kind of Man thou wert, to tell their Nephews, 
When, ſucha Year, they read, within our Faſti, 
Thy Conſulſhip. Who's this? Perreius? Cic. Welcome, 
Welcome, renowned Soldier. What's the News? 
This Face can bring no ill with't unto Rome. 
How does the worthy Conſul, my Colleague ? 
Pet. As well as Victory can make him, Sir. 
He greets the Fathers, and to me hath truſted 
The ſad Relation of the Civil Strife; 
For, in ſuch War, the Conqueſt ſtill is black. 
Cic. Shall we withdraw into the Houſe of — ? 
| * 
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Cat. No, happy Conſul: Here let all Ears take 
The Benefit of this Tale. It he had Vo ce 
To ſpread unt o the Poles, and ſtrike it through 
The Center, to th Antipodes, it would ask it. 

Pet The Straits and Needs of Catiline being ſuch, 
As he muſt fight with one of the two Armies, 
That then had neer enclos d him; it pleas'd Fate 
To make us chꝰ Object of his deſperate Choice, 
Wherein the Danger almoſt poiz d the Honour: 
And as he riſe, the Day grew black with him, 
And Fate deſcended nearer to the Earth, 
As if ſhe meant ta hide the name of things 
Under her Wings, and make the World her Quarry. 
At this we rous d, left one ſmall Minute's ſtay 
Had left it to be inquir'd, what Rowe was: 
And (as we ought) arm'd in the confidence 
Of our great Gule, in form of Battle ſtood : 
W hilſt Cari ine came on, not with the Face 
Of any Man, but of a Publick Ruin: 
His Coun:nance was a Civil War it ſelf: 
And all his Foſt had ſtanding in their Looks 
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The Paleneſs of the Death that was to come. 


Yet cried they out like Vultures, and urg d on, 

As if ttey would precipitate our Fates. 

Nor ſtaid we longer for em: But himſelf 

Struck the firſt Stroke; and with it fled a Life, 

Which cut, it ſeem'd a narrow Neck of Land 

Had broke between two mighty Seas, and either 

Flow'd into other; for ſo did the Slaughter: 

And whirPd about, as when two violent Tides 

Meet, and not yield. The Furies ſtood on Hills, 

Circling the Place, and trembled to ſee Men 

Do more than they; whilſt Piery left the Field,. 

Griev'd for that S:de, that in ſo bad a Caule 

They knew not what a Crime ther Valour was. 

The Sun ſtood ſtill, and was, behind the Cloud 

The Battle made, ſeen ſweating, to drive up 

His frighted Horſe, whom ſtill the Noiſe drove backward. 

And now had fierce Enyo, like a Flame, 

Conſum'd all it could reach, and then it ſelt; 

Had not the Fortune of the Commonwealth 

Come, Pallas-like, to every Roman thought. 
Which 
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Which Catiline ſeeing, and that now his Troops .. - 
Cover d that Earth they had fought on, with their Trunks 
Ambitious ot great Fame, to crown his Ill, | 
Collected all his Fury, and ran in ö 
( Armid with a Glory high as his Deſpair) 
Into our Battle, like a Hy Lion _ 
'VUp-n his Hunters, ſcornful of our Weapons, 
Careleſs ot Wounds, plucking down Lives about him, 
Til: he had circled in himſelf with Death: 
Then fell he too, t embrace it where it lay. 
And as in that Rebellion gainſt the Gods, 
Minerva holding forth may If Head, 
One of, the Gyant-Brethren felt himſelf |, 
Grow Marble at the killing Sight, and now 
Almoſt made Stone, began t inquire, what Flint, 
What Rock it was, that crept through all his Limbs, 
And, ere he could think more, was that he fear d: 
So Catiline, at the ſight of Rome in us, _ 
Became his Tomb: Yet did his Look retain 
Some of his Fierceneſs, and his Hands ſtill mov'd, 
As if helabour'd yet to graſp the State 
With thoſe Rebell:ous Parts. Cat. A brave bad Death! 
Had this been honeſt now, and for his Country. 
As twas againſt it, who had c'er fallen greater? 
Cic. Honour d Petreius, Rome, not I. mult thank you. 
Ho modeſtly has he ſpoken of himſelt?? 1 
Cat. He did the more. 
Cic. Thanks to the immortal Gods, 
Romans, I now am paid for all my Labours, 
My Watchings, and my Dangers. Here conclude 
Tour Praiſes, Triumphs, Honours, and Rewards, F 
Deereed to me: Only the Memory W N 
Of this glad Day, if I may know it live 
Within your Thoughts, ſhall much affect my Conſcience, 
Which I muſt always ſtudy before Fame. 
Though both be good, the latter yet is worſt, 
Aud ever is ill got, without the firſt. | 
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Si foret in terris, rideret Democritus: nam 
Spectaret populum ludis attentiùs ipſis, 

Ut ſibi prabentem, mimo ſpectacula plura. 
Scriptores autem narrare putaret aſello 
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PROLOGUE. 
TO THE 
KING's MAJESTY. 


dar Majeſty is weleore to 4 Fair; 

Such Place, ſuch Men, ſuch Language, aud ſuch Wire, 
Tou muſt expect: With theſe, the zealous noiſe FE, 
Of your Lands Faction, . ſcandaliz'd at Toys, , 

At Babies, Hobby- horſes, Puppet-plays, - 

And ſuch like rage, whereof the petulant ways - 
wur ſelf have known, and have been vext with long. 
Theſe for your Sporr, without particular wrong, 

Or juſt complaint of any private Man, 

(Who of himſelf, or ſhall think well or can) 
The Maker doth pre ent: And hopes, to Night: 
Fo give you for a Fairing, true Delight, 
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Dramatis Perſone... 


Ohn Little-wit,” a Proctor. — | ä 
Win Little-wit, his Wi fe. 
Dame Purecraft, her Mother and a Widow. 
Zeal-of-the-Land Buſy, her Suitor, a Banbury Man... 
Win-Wife, his Rival, a Gentleman. . r 17 


Quarlous, his Companion, 4 Gameſter. | FF YN ff 


Bartholomew Cokes, an Eſquire of Harrow, . 
Humphrey Waſpe, his Man. 

Adam Overdo, a Juſtice of Peace. 

Dame Overdo, his Wife. 

Grace Welborn,” his Ward. STAY 
Lant. Leatherhead, = fob bdeter xa 14. 


Joan Traſh, à Gingerbread Woman. 


Ezechiel Edgworth, a Cutpurſe. 

Nightingale, a Ballad - ſinger. 

Urſula, 4 Pig Woman. 

Moon-calf, her Tapſter. ; 

Jordan Kneck-hum, 4 Horſe-courſer and 4 cee, 0? * 
Turnbull. | 

Val. Cutting, a Roarer. 

Captain Whit, a Bawd, 

Punque Alice, Miſtreſs o' the Gam, 

Trouble-all, a Mad-man. 


: Three Watchmen, Coftard-monger, Monuſe= 


trap-man, Clothier, Wreſtler, Porters, 
On Puppets. 
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STAGE-KEEPER. 


Entlemen, have æ little patience, they are een up- 
on coming, inſtantly. He that ſhould begin the 
Play, Maſter Little- wit, the Proctor, has a Stitch new 
faln in his black Silk Stocking; *twill be drawn up ere 
you can tell twenty. He plays one o' the Arches that 
dwells about the go ings and he has a very pretty part. 
But for the whole Play, will you ha* the Truth on't ? (I 
am looking, leſt the Poet hear me, or his Man, Maſter- 
Broom, behind the Arras) it is like to bea very con- 
ceited ſcuryy one, in plain Engliſh. When't comes to 
the Fair once, you were e' en as good go to Virginia, for 
any thing there is of Smithfield. He has not hit the Hu- 
mours, he does not know em; he has not — , 
2 Wit 


back again for the Prince, and ſit ſtill on 
the Pope and the King of Spain! None o' theſe fine 
Sights! Nor has he the Canyas-cut i' the Night, for a 


* - - The Indufion: 


with the Bartholomew-birds, as they ſay ;. he has neſer- 
a Sword and Buckler Man in his Fair ;-nor a little Davy, 


to take Toll o' the Bawds there, as in my time; nor a 
Kind-heart, if any. bodies Teeth ſhould chance to ake 
in his Play; nor a jugler with a well-educated Ape: to 


come over the Chain for the King of * „ and 
is Arſe for 


Hobby-horſe- man to creep into his She-neighbour, 
and take his Leap there! Nothing! No : And ſome 
Writer (that I know) had had but the Penning o“ this 
matter, he would ha“ made you ſuch a Jickajoz i' the 


Bootbes, you ſhould ha' thought an Earthquake had 
been i' the Fair! But theſe Maſter-Poets, they: will haf 


their own abſurd Courſes; they will be inform of no- 
thing. He has (ſirreverence) kick'd me three or four 
times about the Tyring-houſe, I thank him, but for- 
offering to put in with my Experienee. I'll be judg'd 
by you, Gentlemen, now, but for one Conceit of mine! 
would not a fine Pump upon the, Stage ha' done well, 
for a Property now? anda Pizque ſet under uporr her 
Head, with her Stern upward, and ha' been ſous'd by 
my witty young Maſters o' the Inas o' Court? What 
think you o' this for a ſhew, now? he will not hear o 
this! laman Aſs! I! and yet I kept the Stage in Maſter. 
Tarleton's time; I thank my Stars. Ho! and that Man 


bad liv'd to have play'd in Bartholomew Fair, you 


ſhould ba? ſeen him ha'come in; and ha' Veen cozen- 
ed i the „ ee ſo finely ! And Adams, the 


Rogue, ha“ lea 
his Vermine about, as though they had coſt him no- 
thing. And then a ſubſtantial ware to ha' ſtoln in ups 
on 'em, and taken 'em away, with miſtaking words, 
as the faſhion is in the Stage- practice. 


To him, Bookholder-and Scrivener... 


Book, How now ? what rare Diſcourſe are you faln-. 
>? ha? ha' you found any familiars here, that you 


are ſo free? what's the buſineſs 2 . 
; | Stage. 


and caper'd upon him, and ha' dealt. 
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Stage. Nothing, but the underſtanding Gentlemen o- 


che Ground here, ask'd my Judgment, 


Book. Your Judgment, Raſcal ?. for what? ſweep- 
ing the Stage? or gathering up the broken Apples for. 
the Bears within? Away Rogue, it's come to a fine de- 
gree in theſe Spect᷑acles, when ſuch a Youth as you pre- 
tend to a Judgment. And: yet he may, i' the moſt o“ 
this matter i' faith: For the Author hath writ it juſt to. 
his Meridian, and the Scale of the grounded Judgments. 
here, his Play-fellows in Wit. Gentlemen, not for 
want of a Prologue, but by way of a new one, I am ſent 
out to you here, with a Scrivener, and certain Articles: 
drawn out in haſte between our Author and you; which 
if you pleaſe to hear, and as they appear reaſonable, 
to approve of; the Play will follow.preſently.. Read, 

ibe, gi' me the Counterpainz 
Scriv. . Articles of Agreement, indented, between 
the SpefFarors or Hearers, at the Hope on the Banłſide, in 


the County of Surry, on the one Party; And the Az 


ther of Bartholomew Fair, in the ſaid Place and Coun- 
ty, on the other Party: the one and thirtieth day ot 
Offober, 16 14, and in the twelfth year of the Reign of 
our Soveraign Lord, James, by the Grace of God, King. 
of England, France, and Irelan 

And ot Scotland the Seven and fortieth. 

Imprimis, Ii is covenanted and agreed, by and be- 
tween the Parties aboveſaid, and the ſaid Spectators and 
Hearers, as well the curious and envious, as the favou- 
ring and judĩcious, as alſo the 8 Judgments and 
Underſtandings, do for themſelves ſeverally covenant 
and agree to remain in the Places their Mony or Friends- 
have put them in, with patience, for the ſpace of two 
Hours and an half, and ſomewbat more. In which 
time the Author promiſeth to preſent them, by us, with 
a. new ſufficient Flay, called Bartholomew Fair, merry, 
and as full of Noiſe, as Sport: made to delight all, and 
to offend none; provided they have either the Wit or 
the Honeſty to think well of themſelves. 

It is further agreed, That every Perſon here have 
his or their free. will of Cenſure, to like or diſlike at 


2, Defender of the Faith z. 
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their own charge, the Author having now depa rted with 
his right: it ſhall be lawful for any Man to judge his: - 
Six-pen'worth, his Twelve-pen' worth, ſo to his eigh- 
teen Pence, two Shillings, half a Crown, to the value 
of his Place; provided always his Place get not above 
his Wit. And if he pay for half a dozen, he may cen- 
ſure for all them too, ſo that he will undertake that 
they ſhall be ſilent. He ſhalt put in for Cenſares here, 
as they do for Lors at the Lottery: Marry, if he drop 
but Si pence at the Door, and will cenſure a Crowns- 
worth, it is thought there is no Conſcience or Juſtice 


in that. : | . V7 
It is alſo agreed, That every Man here exerciſe his , 
own Judgment, and not cenſure by Contagion, or up- 'Y 
on Truſt, from another's Voice, orFace, that ſits by 1 
him, be he never ſo firſt in the Commiſſion of Wit: As 
alfo, that he be fixt and ſettled in his Cenſure, that what 
he approves or not approves to day, he will do the ſame 
to morraw; and if to morrow, the next day, and ſo 
the next week (if need be:) and not to be brought a- 
bout by any that ſits on the Bench with him, aer 
indite and arraign Plays daily. He that will ſwear, Je- 
romp: or Andronitus are the beſt Plays, yet ſhall paſs 
unexcéptett at here, as a Man whoſe Judgment ſhews' 
ĩt is conſtant, and hath ſtood (till theſe five and twenty 
or thirty years. Though it be an Ignorance, it is a vir- 
tuous and ſtaid Ignorance; and next to Truth, a con- 
firm'd Error does well; ſuch a one the Author knows 
where fo find him. | | 
It is further covenanted, concluded and agreed, 
That how great ſoever the Expectation be, no Perſon 
here is to expect more than he knows, or better Ware 
than a Fair will afford: neither to look back to the 
Sword and Buckler Age of Smithſield, but content him- 
ſelf with the preſent, Inſtead of a little Davy, to take 
Toll o' the Bawds, the Author doth promiſe a ſtrutting 
Horſe-courſer, with a leer-Drunkard, two or three to at- 
tend him, in as good Equipage as you would wiſn. And 
then for Kind. heart, the Tooth-drawer, a fine oily 


Pig-woman with her Tapfter, to bid you welcome, and 


The Induction. 


A Conſort of Roarers for Muſick. A wiſe J#/lice of 
Peace meditant, inſtead of a Fugler, with an Ape. A 
civil Cutpurſe ſearchant. A ſweet Singer of new Ballads 


” allurant: and as freſh an Hypocrite, as ever was broach'd, 


rampant. It there be never a Servant-monſter i the Fair, 
who can help it, he ſays, nor a Neſt of Antiques? He is 
loth to make Nature atraid in his Plays, like thoſe that 
beget Tales, Tempeſts, and ſuch like Drolleries, to mix 
his Head with other Mens Heels; let the concupiſcence 
of Figs and Dances reign as ſtrong as it will amongſt 
ou: yet if the Puppets will pleaſe any body, they ſhall 
2 intreated to come in. 

In conſideration of which, it is finally agreed, by the 
foreſaid Hearers and Spectators, That they neither in 
themſelves conceal, nor ſuffer by them to be conceal- 
ed, any State- decipherer, or Politick Picklock of the Scexe, 
ſo ſolemnly ridiculous, as to ſearch out, who was 
meant by Ginger-bread Woman, who by the Hobby- 
horſe Man, who by the Coſtard-monger, nay, who by 
their Wares. Or that will pretend to affirm {on his 
own _ Ienorance) what Mirror of Magiſtrates is 
meant by the Juſtice, what great Lady by the Pig- wo- 
man, what conceald Stateſman by the Seller of Mouſe- 
zraps, and ſo of the reſt, Bu: that fuch Perſon or Per- 
ſons, ſo found, be left diſcovered to the mercy of the 
Author, as a Forfeiture to the Stage, and your Laugh- 
ter aforeſaid, As alſo, ſuch as ſhall ſo deſperately, or 
ambitiouſly, play the Fool by his Place aforeſaid, to 
challenge the Author of Scurrility, becauſe the Lan- 
guage ſomewhere ſavours of Smithfield, the Booth, 
and the Pig-broth, or of Prophaneneſs, becauſe a 
Mad. man cries, God quit you, Or bleſs you, In witneſs 
whereof, as you have prepoſterouſly put to your Seals 
already (which is your Mony) you will now add the o- 
ther part of Suffrage, your Hands, The Play ſhall 
preſently begin. And though the Fair be not kept in 
the ſame Region, that ſome here, perhaps, would have 
it; yet think, that therein the Author hath obſerv'd a 
ſpecial Decorum, the Place being as dirty as Smith feld, 
and as ſtinking every whit. 

Hows 


. 


1 SS 


The Induftion. 


Howſoever, he prays you to believe, his Ware is ſtill 
the ſame, elſe you will make him juſtly ſuſpect that he 
that is ſo loth to look on a Baby, or an Hobby-horſe here, 
would be glad to take up a Commodity of them, at any 

Lavghter or Loſs in another place. 
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ACT I. SCENE 1. 
Little-Wit. [To him] Win. 
Little-Mit. ; 


pr Pretty Conceit, and worth the find- 
5 5 * ing 'I ha*ſuch luck to ſpin out theſe 
TY SD | finc things till, andlike a 8 k- worm, 
out ot my ſelf. Here's Maſter Bar- 
tho omew Cokes, of Harrow o th* 

Hill, i' tht County of Middleſex, 
” Ia C Wel Eſquire, takes forth his Licence to 
i J marry Miſtreſs Grace Hell- born, of 
the ſaid Place and County: And when does he take it forth? 
to day! the Four and Twentieth of Auguſt! Bartholo- 
N mew-day | Bartholomew upon Bartholomew! there's the 
Device! who would have mark'd ſuch aLeap-FrogChance 
now? A very leſs than Ames-ace, on two Dice! Well, go 
thy ways, John little-wit, Proctor John L uttle-wit : Ore 
o' the pretty Wits o Pauls, the Little. wit of Lon. lou (lo 
thou art call'd) and ſomething beſide. When a Quirk or a 
Quiblin do's'{cape thee, and thou doſt not watch and ap- 
prehend it, and bring it atore the Conſtable of Concer: : 
(there now, 1 ſpeak Quib too) let em carry thee out o tle 
Arch-deacon's Court into his Kitchin, and make a Facł of 


thee, inſtead of a John, (There I am again la!) Nu, Good- 
K 2 mog- 


Rar. 
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morrow, Win. I marry, Win. Now you look finely in- 


% 


_ deed, Hin! this Cap does convince! you'd notha' worn 


it, Hin, nor ha had it Velvet, but a rough Country Bever, 
with a Copper Band, like the Conuey-skin- woman of 
Budge- Rom? Sweet Vin, let me kiſs it! And her fine hi 
Shoes, like the Spaniſh Lady! Good Win, go a little, 1 
would tain ſes thee pace, pretty Win ! By this fine Cap, I 
could never leave kifling ont. 

Win. Come indeed la, you are ſuch a Fool ſtill ! 

Litt. No, but halt a one, Win, you aret'other half: Man 
and Wife make one Foo , Win. (Good!) Is there the Proc- 
tor, or Doctor indeed, i the Dioceſs, that ever had the For- 
tune to win him ſuch a Win! (There I am again!) [ do feel 
Conceits coming upon me, more than I am abe to turn 


Tongue too. A Pox o theſe Pretenders to Wit! Your 


Three Cranes, Miter and Mermaid men! Not a Corn of 
true Salt, not a Grain of right Muſtard amongſt them all, 
They may ftand for Places, or {o, again the next Wit fall, 
and pay Two Pence in a Quart more for their Canary than 
other Men. But gi' me the Man can ſtart up a Juſtice of 
Wit out of Six Shil'ings Beer, and give the Law to all the 
Poets and Poet Suckers i Town, becauſe they are the 
Players Goſſips. Slid, other Men have Wives as fine as the 
Players, and as well dreſt. Come hither, Min. 
"hs lin- wife, Little-wit, Win, 
Win-w, Why, how now, Maſter I ittle- wit! meaſuring 
of Lips? or molding of Kiſſes? which is it?? 
Litt. Troth, Iam a little taken with my Nin's dreſſing 


here! Does t not fine, Maſter Win-wife? How do you ap- 


rehend, Sir? She would not ha' worn this Habit. I chal- 
— all Cheapſide to ſhew ſuch another: More-fields, 
Pimlico-path, or the Exchange, in a Summer-Evening, 
with a Lace to boot, as this bas. Dear Win, let Maſter 
Min- wife kiſs you. He comes a wooing to our Mother, 
Win, and may be our Father perhaps, Win, There's no 
harm in him, Win. x. 
Nin. w. None i' the Earth, Maſter [ ictle- wit. 
Litt. I envy no Man my Delicates, Sir. 
min- w. Alas, you ha' the Garden where they grow ſtill! 
A Wife here with a Strawberry · Breath, Cherry-Lips, Apri- 
cot - Cheeks, and a ſoft Velyet Head, like a Melicotton. Ag 
11. 
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Lit. Good, i faith! now dulneſs upon me, that 1 had 
not that before him, that I ſhould not light on't as well as 
he! Veivet Head! : 
Min- w. But my taſte, Maſter Little - wit, tends to Fruit 
of a latter kind : the Sober Matron, your Wive's Mother, 
Lit. I! we know you are a Suitor, Sir; Win, and I 
both, wiſh you well : By this Licence here would you had 
her, that your Two Names were as faſt in it as here are a 
Couple. Vin would tain have a fine young Father i' Law, 


vith a Feather: that her Mother might Hood it, and Chain 


it, with Miſtreſs Overdoe, But you do not take the right 
Courſe, Maſter Win-wife. 

Hin-w. No? Maſter Little-wit, why? 

Lit. You are not mad enough. 4 

Win-w. How ? Is Madneſs a right Courſe? 

Lit. I ay nothing, but I wink upon Win: You have a 
Friend, (one Maſter Qꝝarlous) comes here ſometimes. 

Win-w. Why ? he makes no Love to her, does he? 

Lit. Not a Token worth that ever I ſaw, I aſſure you? 


t — 


Hin- w. What 3 K 
Zit. He is the more Mad- cap o the Two. Lou do not 
apprehend me. 


Win. You have a hot Coal i your Mouth now, you can- 
not hold. J 
Lit. Let me out. with it, dear Mu. 
Win. I'll tell him my elf. 
Ui. Do, and take all the Thanks, and much do good 
thy pretty heart, in. | | 
Win. Sir, my Mother has had her Nativity-water caſt 
lately by the Cunning-men in Com lane, and they ha' told 
her her Fortune, and do cenſure her, ſhe ſhall never have 
happy hour, unleſs: ſhe marry within this Sen night; and 
when it is, it muſt bea Madman, they fay. 
Lis. I, but I muſt be a Gentleman Madman. 
Hin. Yes, ſo other Man of More-fields ſays. 
. Win-w. But do's fhe believe em: | 
Lit. Yes, and has been at Bedlam twice ſince every day, 
to enquire if any Gentleman be there, or ts come there 
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Win-w. Why, this is a Confederacy, a mere Piece of 
Eractice upon her by theſe Im poſtors. | 

Lit. I tell her ſo; or elſe, jay I, that they mean ſome 

ung Madcap-Gentleman (for the Devil can equivocate as 
well as a Shop-keeper) and therefore would I adviſe you to 
be alittle madderthan Maſter Quarlous hereafter. 

Win. Where is ſhe? ſtirring yet ? | 

Lit. Stirring! Yes, and ſtudying an old Elder come 
trom Banbury, a Suitorthat puts in here at Meal-tide, to 
Praiſe the painful Brethren, or pray that the ſweet Singers 
may be reſtor'd ; Says a Grace as long as his Breath laſts 
him! Some time the Spirit is ſo ſtrong with him, it gets 
quite out of him, and then my Mother, or Win, are fain to 
fetch it again with Malmſey, or Aqua Cwleſtis. 

Hin. Yes, indeed; we have ſuch a tedious Life with him 
tor his Dier, and his Clothes too, he breaks his Buttons, 
and cracks Seams at every Saying he ſobs out. 

oh. He cannot abide my Vocation, he ſays. 

Vin. No, he told my Mother, a Proctor was a Claw of 
the Beaſt, and that ſhe had little leſs than committed Abo- 
mination in marrying me io as ſhe has done 

Joh. Every Line (he ſays) that a Proctor writes, when 
it comes to be read in the Biſnop's Court, is a long black 
Hair, kemb d out of the Tail of Anti- Chriſt. | 

Win- w. When came this Proſelyre ? | 

Job. Some three Days lince. 
uarlous, Fohn, Win, Win-wife, 

rar. O St, ha' you ta en Soil here? It's well a Man 
may reach you after three Hours running yet! What an un- 
merciful Companion art thou, to quit thy Lodging at ſuch 
ungentlemanly Hours? None but a ſcatter d Covey of 
Fidlers, or one of thoſe Ragrakers in Dunghills, or ſome 
Marrow-bone Man at moſt, would have been up when thou 
wert gone abroad, by all Deleription. I pray thee what 
aileſt thou, thou canſt not ſleep? haſt thou. Thorns i' thy 
Eyc-lids, or Thiſtles i thy Bed? 

Min- w. I cannot tell: It ſeems yon had neither i your 
Feet, that took this pain to find me. | 

x Dar. Ns; and 1 had, all the Lime-hounds o the City 

ſhould have drawn atter you by the Scent rather. Mr. Joes 
Sitle- mit! God fave you, ,Sip. "Twas a. hot Night with | 
ſome 
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ſame of us, laſt Night, John: ſhall we pluck a Hair of the 
fame Wolt to Day, Proctor John? F 

Job. Do you remember, Maſter Quarlous, what we 
diſcours'd on laſt Night? | it 

Quar. Not I, John: nothing that eitherdiſcourſcor, 
do, at thoſe times I forfeit all to Fo getfulneſs. 

Joh. No, not concerning Min? Look you, there ſhe is, 
and dreſt, as I told you ſhe ſhouid-be: Hark you, Sir, had 
you forgot ? | 

Quar. By this Head, I'll beware how I keep you com- 
pany, John, when | am drunk, and you have this danger- 
ous M-mory ! that's certain. 

Joh. Why Sir? 

Quar. Why? we were all alittle ſtain'd laſt Night, 
{ſprinkled with a Cup or two, and I agreed with Proctor 
John here, to come and do ſomewhat with Vn ({ know 
not what *twas) to Day; and he puts me in mind on't now; 
he ſays he was com ng to fetch me: Before Truth, if you 
have that fearful Quality, John, to remember when you 
are ſober John, what you promiſe drunk, John; 1 thai! 


take heed of you, John. For this once J am content to 


wink at ycu; where's your Wife? Come hi her, Wiz. 
pu aiſſeth her. 
Win, Why, John ! do you ſee this, John? look you! 
help me, John. 1 
Foh, O Vin. fie, what do you mean, Wiz? Be women- 
ly. Wizz make an Out- cry to your Mother, Hin? Maſter 
various is an honeſt Gentleman, and our worſhiptul good- 
Friend, Win: And he is Maſter Wiz-wife's Friend too: And 


Maſter Win-wife comes a Suitor to your Mother, Win; asl 


told you betore, Vin, and may perhaps be our Father, in : 
They'lldo you no harm, Win; they are both our worſhip- 
ful good Friends. Maſter Quarlous! you muſt know. 
Maſter Quarlous, Win; you muſtnot quarrci with Malter- 
Ouarlous, Wiz. 
Quar. No, we'll kiſs again, and fall in, 

Joh. Yes, do, good Win. 

Win. I faith you are a Fool, John. 

Joh. A Fool, John, ſhe calls me; do you mark that, 
Gentlemen? Pretty Little-wit of Velvet! a Fool- John. 
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| £uar. She may call you an Apple-Fohn, if you uſe this. 
Win- w. Pray thee forbear, for my Reſpect, ſomewhat. 
9uar. Hoy-day! how —— you ate become o the 
fudden! Lfear this Family will turn you reformed too; pray 


you come about again. Becauſe ſhe is in poſſibility ꝛ0 be * 


your Daughter-in-Law, and may ask you t leſſing hercat- 
ter, when ſhe courts it to Totnam to eat Cream. Well, I 
will forbear, Sir; but i' faith, would thou wouldſt leave 
thy Exerciſe of Widow-hunting once! this drawing after 
an old Reverend Smock by the Splay- Foot: There cannot 
be an ancient Tripe or Trillibub i the Town, but thou art 
ſtraight noſing it, and tis a fine Occupation thou'lt confine 
thyſelf to, when thou haſt got one; ſcrubbing a Piece of 
Buff, as if thou hadft the Perpetuity of eee, e 
ſtink in; or perhaps worſe, currying a Carkaſs that tho 

haſt bound thyſelf to alive. It be ſworn, ſome of them 
(that thou art, or haſt been a Suitor to) are ſo old, as no 
chaſte or married pleaſure can ever become em; the ho- 
neſt Inſtrument of Procreati n has (forty Years ſince) lett 
to belong to em; thou muſt viſit em as thou wouidſt do a 
Tomb, with a Torch, or three Handfuls ot Link, flaming 
hot, and ſo thou may*ft hap to make em feel thee, and after 
come to inherit according to thy Inches. A ſweet Courſe 
for a Man to waſte the Brand of Life for, to be ſtill raking 
himſelfa Fortune in an old Woman's Embers; we ſhall ha 
thee, after thou haſt been but a Month married to one af 


em, look like the Qgartane Ague and the Black Faundiſe. 


met in a hace, and walk as if thou hadſt borrow'd Legs of a 

Spinner, or Voice of a Cricker, I would endure to hear fit- 

teen Sermons a Week for her, and ſuch courſe and loud 

ones, as ſome of em muſt be: I would cen deſire of Fate, I 
might dwell in Drum, and take in my Suſtenance with an 
old broken Tobacto-pipe and a Straw. Doſt thou ever think 

to bring th ne Ears or Stomach to the Patience of a dry 
Grace, as long as thy Table-Cloth? and droan d out by thy 

Son here (that might be thy Father) till. all the Meat o thy 

F oard has forgot it was that Day i' the Kitchen? Or to 

brook the Noiſe made in a Queſtion of Predeſtination, by the 

good Labourers and painful Eaters aſſembled together, put 
to lem by the Matron your Spouſe; who moderates with a 


Cup ot Wine, eyer and anon, and a Sentence out of Knoxe- 


between t 
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between? Or the perpetual ſpitting before and after a ſober 
drawn Exhortationot-Six Hours, whole better Part was the 


. 


© bl * 
7 Hum-ha hum? Or to hear Pray'rs groan'd out over * | 
e © Iron Cheſts, as it they were Charms to break em? And all 
* this for the hope of two Apoſtle Spoons, to ſuffer! and a 
1 Cup to eat a Cawdle in! For that will be thy Legacy. Shell 
e | ha'convey'd her State ſafe enough from thee, an' the be a = 
r right Widow. | 

t Win- w. Alas, Iam quite off that Scent now. 

t nar. How ſo? 

> Win- w. Put off by a Brother of Banbury, one that, they » 
b fay, is come here, and governs all already. 

=, Quar. What do you call him? I knew divers of thoſe: - 
a . Banburians when | was in Oxford. W 
* Hin- w. Maſter L irtle-wit can tell us.. 

0 Joh. Sir! good Min go in, and it Maſter Bartholomew  - 
* Cokes his Man come tor the Licence (the little old Feliow-) 
t let him ſpeak with me; what ſay you; Gentlemen 7 

2. Win-w. What call you the Reverend Elder you told me 
g of? your Banbury- man? | 

EF Joh. F.abbi Buſy, Sir z he is more than an Elder, | he is A 4 
e Prophet, Sir. 6 | 

7 uar, O, I know him! a Baker, is he not? 

5 oh. He was a Baker, Sir, but he does dream now, and 
* ſee Viſions; he has given over his Trade. | 
A ar. I remember that too; out of a Scruple he took, 
2 that (in ſpic'd Conſcience) thoſe Cakes he made, were 
* ſery'd to Bridales, May-Poles, Morriſſes, and ſuch pro- 


fane Feaſts and Meetings; his Chriſten- Name is Zeal-of+ - 
the-Land. | 

; Joh. Yes, Sir, Zeal-of-the-Land Buy. 

| 1 in-w. How! what a Name's there! 

| Joh. O they have all ſuch Names, Sir; he was Witnefs 
: for Vin here, (they will not be call'd Godfathers) and 
nam'd her Min the-fight; you thought her Name had bren 
| Winifred, did yu not? | 

Win-w, | did indeed. | 

| BY curry He would ha thought himſelf a ſtark Reprobate, 
q it had. 

| Duar. I, for there was a Blue-ſtarch Women o“ the 
Name, at the ſame time. A notable hypocritical Vet mine 
K. 5 it 
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it is; I know him. One that ſtands upon his Face, more 
than his Faith, at all times: Ever in ſeditious Motion, 
and reproving for Vain- glory; of a moſt Lunatick Conſci- 
ence and Spleen, and affects the Violence of Singularity in 
all hedo's: - (He has undone a Grocer here, in Newgate-- 
Market, that broke with him, truſted him with Currans, 

as errant a Zeal as he, that's by the way:) By his Profeſſi- 
on, he will ever be i' the State of Innocence though, and 
Childhood; derides all Antiquity, defies any other Learn- 

ing than — and what Diſcretion ſoever Vears 
ſhouldaflord him, it is all prevented in his Original Igno- 


rance; ha' not to do with him, for he is a Fellow of a maſt 


— an and invincible Dulneſs, I aſſure you, Who is 
this? | | | 
| e, John, Winwife; Cuarlous. 

Waſpe. 1 leave, — v1 all my heart to 
you; and God give you good Morrow. Maſter Lirtle-wit, 
my Buſineſs is to you. ls this Licenſe ready? 

— Here I ha it for you in my Hand, Maſter Hum- 
2h | 
F Wafpe: That's well; nay, never open or read it tome, 
it's Labour in vain. you know. Iam no Clerk, I ſcorn to 
be fav'd by my Book, i faith I'll hang firſt; fold it up o 
your Word, and gi' it me; what muſt you ha' for't ? 

Joh. We'll talk of that anon, Maſter Humphrey. 
Maße. Now or not at all, good Mr. Proctor, I am for 
noanon's, I aſſure you. x 

Joh. Sweet Win, bid Solomon ſend me the little black 
Box within in my Study. 

Waſpe. I, quickly, good Miſtreſs, I prav you: For J 
have both Eggs o the Spit, and Iron i“ the Fire, {ay what 
you muſt have, good Mr. Little-wit. 

Joh. Why, you know the Price, Mr. Numps. 

Waſpe. I know ? I know nothing. I, what tell you 


me of knowing? (now Iamin haſte) Sir, I do not know, 


and I will not know, and I ſcorn to know, and yet (now 
I think on't) I will, and do know as well as another; you 
muſt have a Mark for your thing here, and Eight Pence tor 


the Box; I could ha' ſav'd Two Pence i' that, an I had 
bbught it myſelt; but here's Fourteen Shillings for you. 


Good Lord! how. long your little Wife ſtays! pray God 
4 Solomon, 
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Solomon, your Clerk, be not looking i“ the wrong Box, 
Mr. Proctor. 

Joh. Good i faith! no, I warrant you, Solomon is wiſcr 
than ſo, Sir. | | 

Maſ. Fie, fie, fie, by your leave, Maſter Lizele-wit, this 
is ſcurvy, idle, fooliſh and abominable, with all my Heart; 
I do not like it. , 

Min- w. Do you hear? Fack Little wit, what Buſineis 
does thy pretty Head think this Feliow may bave, that he 
keeps ſuch a coyl with ? . 

Dar. More than buying of Ginger-bread4' the Cloyſter 
here, tor that we allow him) or a gilt Pouch iꝰ the Fair. 

Joh. Maſter Quarlous, do not miſtake him; he is his 
Maſter's Both bands, I aflure you. | 

Quar. What ? to pull on his Boots a Mornings, or his 
Stockings, does he ? | 
oh. Sir, if you have a mind to mock him, mock him 
ſoftly, and look t'other way : tor if he apprehend you flout 
him once, he will fly at you preſently, A terrible teſty old 
Fellow, and his Name is Waſpe too. 
var. Pretty Inſect make much on him. 

Has. A Plague o this Box, and the Pox too, and on him 
that made it, and her that went for't, and all that ſnould 
ha' ſought it, ſent it, or brought it! Co you ſee, Sir? 

Joh. Nay, good Mr Waſh. 

Waf. Good Maſter Hornet, Turd i' your Teeth, hold you 
your Tongue: do not I know you? Your Father was a 
Pothecary, and fold Gliſters, more than he gave, I wuſle:. : 


and Turd i' your little Wite's Teeth too (here ſhe comes) 
-*rwill make her ſpit, as fiue as ſhe is, for all her Velvet Cu- 


ſtard on her Read, Sir. 

Joh. O! be civil, Maſler Numps. - 

Waſ. Why, ſay I have a Humour not to be civil; how 
then? who ſhall compel me? you? | 

Joh. Here is the Box now. 

Va. Why a Pox o' your Box, once again: let your ligne = 
Wife ſtale in ir, and ſhe will, Sir, 1 woul4 have you to un- 
derſtand, and theſe Gentlemen too, it they pleaſe—- 

Hin- w. Withallour Hearts, Sir. 

Waf. That I have a charge, Gentlemen. 

Joh. They do apprehend, Sir. 
Waf. . 
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Waſ. Pardon me, Sir: neither they nor you can appre- 
hend me yet. (Youarean Aſs) I have a young Maſter, he 
is now upon his making and marring; the whole Care of 
his Well doing is now mine. His tooliſh School-maſterg+ 
have done nothing, but run up and down the Country with © 
him to beg Puddings, and Cake-bread of his Tenants, and 
almoſt ſpoiled him; he has learn'd nothing but to fin 
Catches, and repeat Rattle Bladder, rattle, and O Madge if 
dare. not let him walk alone, for fear of learning of vile 
Tunes, which he will ſing at Supper, and in the Sermon= 
times! It he meet but a Carman i the Street, and I find 
him not talk to keep him off on him, he will whiſtle him 
and all his Tunes over at Night in his Sleep! he has a Head 
full of Bees! Iam fain now, for this little time I am ab- 
ſent, to leave him in charge with a Gentle woman: Ti? 
true, ſhe is a Juſtice of Peace his Wite, and a Gentle woman 3 
& the Hood, and his Natural Siſter : But what may happen 
under a Woman's Government, there's the doubt. Gentle- 
men, you do not know him; he is another manner of 
Piece than you think for! but nineteen Years old, and yet 
he is taller than either of you by the Head, God bleſs him. 

ar. Well, methiaks this is a fine Fellow! | Y 

Wi-. He has made his Maſter a finer by this Deſcrip- 
tion, I ſhould think. ? 

Quar. Faith, much about one, it's Croſs and Pile, _ | 
whether for anew Farthing. <0 f 

Waſ. Tilteil you, Gentlemen 

Joh. Willt pleaſe you drink, Maſter Waſpe. j 

Waſ. Why, Iha'not talk d ſo long to be dry, Sir; you 
fee no Duſt or Cobwebs come out o my Mouth: do you? 
You'd ha' me gone, wou d you? | | 

Joh. No, but you were in baſte een now, Mr. Numps.,. 
Waſ. What an' I were? ſo I am till, and yet I will ſtay 

too; meddle you with your Match, your Wir there, ſhe © 
has as little Wit as her Husband, it ſeemss I have others 
to talk to. | — 

Foh. She's my Match indeed, and as little Wit as I, 
Good! . 
Waſ. We ha been but a Day and a half in Town, Gen- 
tlemen, tis true; and yeſterday i the Afternoon we 
walk' d London, to ſhew the City to the Gentleman he 

aal! 
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Mall marry, Miſtreſs Grace; but afore I will endure ſuch - 
another halt Day with him, Fl! be drawn with a good 
Gib cat, through the great Pond at home, as his Uncle 
Hodge was! Why, we could not meet that Heathen thing - 
all Day, but ſtaid him: he would name you all the Signs 
over, a5 he went, aloud: and where he ſpy'd a Parrot, or 
a Monkey, there he was pitch'd,- with all the little Long- 
Coats about him, Male and Female; no getting him away! 
I thought he would ha run mad jo the black Boy in guck- 
lersbury, that takes the ſcurvy, roguy Tobacco there. 

Joh. You ſay true, Maſter Numps: there's ſuch a one 
indeed. 

W af. It's no matter whether there be orno, what's that 
to you? | 

3 He will not allow of John's reading at any 
Hand. | 

Cokes, Miſtreſs Over-do, Waſpe, Grace, Quarlous, 

Win- wife, John, Win. 

Cotes. O Numps! are you here, Numps? look where 
am, Numps! and Miſtreſs Grace too! nay, do not look 
angerly, Numps: my Siſter is here and all, I do not come 
without her. ; 
Waſ. What the miſchief do you come with her ? or ſhe - 
with you ? | 
Cok. We came all to ſeek you, Numps. 8 
Wiaſp. To ſeek me? why, did you all think I was loſt, 
or run away with your Fourteen Shillings worth of ſmall 
Ware here? or that I had chang'd it i' the Fair for Hobby- 
horſes? S' precious to ſeek me | 
Over. Nay, good Mr. Numps do you. ſhew Diſcretion, - 
tho! he be exorbitant (as Mr. Over-doſays) and't be but for 
Conſervation of the Peace. 

Waſp. Marry gip,. Goody She- Juſtice, Miſtreſs French. - 
hood! Turd i' your Tecth, and Turd i' your French-hood's 
Teeth too, to do you Service, do you ſee? Muſt you quote 
your Adam to me! you think you are Madam Regent ſtill, 
Miſtreſs Over-do; when I am in Place? No ſuch matter, I 

aſſure you, your Reign is out, when I am in, Dame. 
Over. I am content to be in aveyance, Sir, and be go- 
vern'd by you; ſo ſhould he too, if he did well; but t Will 
be expected you ſhould alſo govern your Paſſions. 
| Waſp, 


A g he 
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Waſp. Will fo, forſooth? good Lord! 23 | 


are, with being at Beth lem Yeſterday ! Wherſtone has ſet 


an Edge upon you, has he? 
Over. Nay, it you know not what belongs to your 


Dignity, Ido yet to mine. 


Waf. Very well then. | 
Cok. Is this the Licence,' Numps? for Love's Sake let 
me ſee't; I never ſawa Licence. | 
- WWaſ. Did you not ſo > why, you ſhall not ſee't chen. 
Cok. An' you love me, good Numps., - 
-  aſ. Sir, I love you, and yet I do not love you i' theſe 
Fooleries; ſet your Heart at reſt, there's nothing in't but 


hard Words; and what would you ſec't for? 
' Cok. I would ſee the Length and the Breadth on't, that's 


all; and I will ſee*'t now, ſo Iwill. 
Wafſ, You ſha' not ſee it here. 
Cok. Then Ill fee it at home, and I'll look upon the Caſe 


here. 


- Waſ. Why, do ſo; a Man muſt give way to him alittle - 


in trifles: Gntlemen. Theſe are Errors, Diſeaſes ot Youth; 
which he will mend when he comes to Judgment and 


Knowledge of matters. I pray you conceive ſo and I thank 
vou. And I pray you pardon him, and I thank you again. 
Duar. Well, this Dry Nurſe, I fay ſtill, is a delicare | 


Man. 
tiv. And J am, for the Coſſet, his Charge! Did you 
ever ſee a Fellow's Face more accuſe him for an Aſs? 
; uar. Accuſe him? it confeſſes him one without ac- 
cuſing. What pity tis yonder Wench ſhould marry ſuch 
a Cokes. 
Mi- w. *Tis true. 

Quar. She ſeems to be diſcreet, and as ſober as ſhe is 
Band ſome. 
Mi I, and if you mark her, what a reſtrain'd Scorn 
ſhe caſts upon lll his Behaviour and Speeches? 

Cok. Well, Numps, Jam now for another Piece of Bu- 
ſineſs more, the Fair, Numps, and then x 
W:f. Bleſs me! deliver me; help, hold me! the Fair! 

Cok. Nay, never fidge up and down, Numps, and vex it 
ſelf. Iam reſolute Bartholomew in this; I'll make no ſuit 
ot to you; 'twas all. the End of my Journey indeed, to 
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— | ew Mrs. Grace my Fair. I call't my. Fair, becauſe of 
Bartholomew: you know my Name is Bartholomew, and 
Bartholomen- Fair. 


Joh. That was mine afore, Gentlemen: this Morning. 
Thad that i? faith upon his Licence, believe me, there he 
comes after me. | 

Juar. Come, John, this ambitious Wit of yours (I any 

aid) will do you no good i' the End. 

Joh. No? why Sir? 

ar. You grow ſo inſolent with it, and 9 
John; that if you look not to it, and tie it up, it will. 
bring you to ſame obſcure Place in time, and there twill 
leave you. | 

Min · w. Do not truſt it too much, John, be more ſpare - 
ing, and uſe it but now and then; a Wit is a dangerous 
thing in this Age; do not over- buy it. | 

Joh. Think you ſo, Gentlemen? Il take heed ont 
hereafter. 

Win. Yes, do John. 

Colt. A pretty little Soul, this ſame Mrs. Little-wit, 
would I might marry her. 

Grace. So would I, or any body elſe, ſo I might ſcape 

ou. 8 | | | 
a Cok. Numps, I will ſee it, Numps, tis decreed: never 
be melancholy for the matter. | 

Waſ. 2 ſee it, Sir, ſee it, do, ſee it! who hinder 
you? why do you not go ſee it? Slid ſee it. 

Cob. The Fair, Numps, the Fair, * 

Waſ Would the Fair, and all the Drums and Rattles 
in't, were i your Belly for me: they are already i' your - 
Brain: He that had the means to travel your Head now, 
ſhould meet finer Sights than any are i' the Fair, and make 
a finer Voyage on't; to ſee it all hung with Cockle- ſnells, 
Pebbles, fine Wheat-ſtraws, and here and there a Chicken's 
Feather, and a Cob- web. | 

uar. Good faith, he looks, methinks, an-you*. mark 
him, .like one that were made to catch Flies, with his Sir 
Cranion-Legs. 


: F Win-w. And his Numps, to flap*em away. | 
— Waf. God be wi' you, Sir, there's your Fec in a Box, and 
Auch good dot you. 


204. Bartholomew Fair: 
Cok, Why, your Friend, and Bartholomew; an' yon be 


o contumacious. 
Duar. What mean you, Nump:? 
Waſ. I' not be guilty, I. Gentlemen. 
Over. You will not let him go, Brother, and loſe him? 


Cok. Who can hold that will away ? 1 had rather loſe 


kim than the Fair, I wuſle. 


Waſ. Vou do not know the Inconvencince, Gentlemen, 


you per ſwade to, nor what Trouble I have with him in 


theſe Humours. If he go to the Fair, he will buy of every - 
thing to a Baby there; and Houſhold-ſtuff for that too. It 
Leg or an Arm on him did not grow on, he would loſe it 


i' the Preſs. Pray Heav'n I bring him off with one Stone! 
And then he is ſuch a Ravener after Fruit! you will not be- 


lieve what a coil I had t' other Day, to compound à Buſi- 


neſs between a Katern-pear Woman, and him, about 
ſnatching ! Tis intolerable, Gentlemen. 


Win- w. O]! but you mult not leave bim now to theſe 


Hazards, Num 


5, 
Waſ. Nay, 86—— rich will not leave him, and 
chat makes him preſume: Well, Sir, will you go now? . 
It:you have ſuch an.itch i' your Feet, to foot it to the Fair, 
why do you ſtop, am 1 your Tarriars? go, will you go? 


Sir, why do you not go? 


Cok. O-Numps! have | brought you about? come Mi- 


ſtreſs Grace; and Siſter, I xm reiolute Bat, i faith, Rill. 


Gra. Truly, I have no ſuch fancy to the Fair; nor Am- 
bition td ſee it; there's none goes thither of any Quality or 


Faſhion. 


Col. O Lord, Sir! you ſhall pardon me, Miſtreſs Grace, 
ve are enow of ourſelves to make it a Faſhion; and for 


Qualities, let Numps alone, he'll find Qualities: 


Quar. What a Rogue in Apprehention is this! to un- 
derſtand her Lan no better. 
Win-w. I, and offer to marry. her. Well, I will leave 


the Chaſe ot my Widow for to Day, and directly to the 


Fair. Theſe Flies cannot, this hot Scaſon, but engender 


us excellent creeping Sport. 


b Quar. A Mam that has but a Spoonful of Brain would 3 
A, Yiuk ſo. Farewel, Jahn. | 


Jeln. 


r 
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Joh. Win, you ſee tis in Faſhion to go the Fair, Win : 
we muſt to the Fair too, you and I. Win. I have an Affair 
? the Fair, Win, a Puppet- play of mine own making: ſay 
nothing, that I writ for the Motion Man, which you mult 
lee, Win. 4 

Win. I would I might, John; but my Mother will 
never conſent to ſueh a prophane Motion; ſhe will call it. 

Joh. Tut, we'll have a Device, a dainty one: (Now 
Wit, help at a Pinch, good Wit come, come good Wie, 
and t be thy Will.) I have it, Wiz, I have it i faith, and 


ꝛ'tis a fine one. Win, long to eat of a Pig, ſweet Win, i' the 


Fair; do you ſee, i the Heart o the Fair; not at Pye-cor-- 
ner. Your Mother will do any thing, Win, to ſatisfy your 
— , you know ; pray thee long preſently, and be fick. 
o the ſudden, good Win. II go in and tell her; cut thy 


Lace i' the mean time, and play the Hypocrite, ſweet W'in. 


Wix. No, I'll not make me unready for it. I can be 
Hypocrize enough, though I were never io ſtraight lac'd. 

Joh. You ſay true, you have been bred i the Family, and 
brought up tot. Our Motber is a moſt elect Hypocrite, and 
e all this ſeven Year with it, like Gentle 
folks. a 

Win. I, let her alone, John, ſhe is not a wiſe wilful Wi- 
dow for nothing; nor a ſanctified Siſter for a Song, And 
let me alone too, I ha' ſomewhat o the Mother in me, you 
ſhall ſee; fetch her, fetch her; ah, ah. 4 

Purecraſt, Win, John, Buſy, Salomon. 

Purec. Now , the blaze of the beauteous Diſcipline, 
fright away this Evil from our Houſe! How now, Win- 
the-fight, Child; how do you? Sweet Child, ſpeak to 


me. 

Win. Yes, forſooth. 

Purec. Look up, ſweet Win-the-fight, and ſuffer not 
the Enemy to enter you at this Door, remember that your. 
Education has been with the pureſt ; what polluced one- 
_ that nam d firſt the unclean Beaſt, Pig, to you, 

ild? | 

Win. Uh, uh. | 

Toh. Not I, o my Sincerity, Mother; ſhe long d above. 
three Hours ere ſhe would let me know it; who. was it, 


Win: 
0 Win. 
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Win. A prophane black thing with a Beard, John, 
Parec. O! reſiſt it, Win-the-fight, it is the Tempter; 


the wicked Tempter, you may know it by the fleſhlyMo- 


tion of Pig; be ſtrong againſt it, and its foul Temptations, 
in theſe Aſſaults, whereby it broacheth Fleſh and Blood, as 
it were on the weaker ſide, and pray againſt its carnal Pro- 
vocations ; gcod Child, ſweet Child, pray. 

Foh. Good Mother, I pray you, that ſhe may eat ſome 


Pig, and her Belly full too; and do not you caſt away your 
_ own Child, and perhaps one ot mine, with your Tale of 
| 9 How do ou, Win, Are you not ſick? 


in. Yes, a great deal, Fohn, (uh, ub.) 


Purec. What ſhall we do? Call our zealous Brother By-- 
fy hither, for his faithful Fortification in this Charge of the 


Adverſary; Child, my dear Child, you ſhall eat Pig; be 


comforted, my ſweet Child, 


Win. I, but i the Fair, Mother. 5 

Purec. I mean i' the Fair, it it can be any way made on 
found lawtul. Where is our. Brother Buſy? will he not 
come? Look up, Child. 
- Foh. Preſently, Mother, as ſoon as he bas cleans'd his 
Beard. I found him faſt by the Teeth, i' the cold Tur key- 
— i the Cupboard, with a great white Loaf on his left 

, and a Glaſs of Malmſey bn his right. 

Purec. Slander not the Brethren, wicked one. 

Joh. Here he is now, purified Mother. 


Purec. O Brother Buſy! your help here, to edify and 
raiſe us up in a Scruple ; my Daughter Win- the. fg hi is vi- 


ſited with a natural Diſeaſe of Women ; call'd A longing to 
ear Pig. | 

Joh. I, Sir, a Bartholomew Pig; and in the Fair. 

Purec. And I would be ſatisfied from you, Religiouſly- 
wiſe, whether a Widow of the ſanctified Aſſembly, or a 
Widow's Daughter, may commit the Act without offence 
tothe weaker Siſters, 

Buſ. Veriiy, forthe Diſcaſe of Longing, it is a Diſeaſe, 
acarnal Diſeaſe, or Appetite, incident to Women: and as 
it is carnal, and incident, it is natura', very natural: Now 
Pig, it is a Meat, and a Meat that is . may be 
lang d for, and ſo conſequently eaten; it may be eaten; ve- 


xy exceeding well eaten: But in the Fair, and as a Parthola· 


men 
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mew Pig, it cannot be eaten; for the very calling it a Bar- 
tholomew Pig, and to eat it ſo, is a ſpice of {dolatry, and you 
make the Fair no better than one of the High- places. This, 


Itake it, is the ſtate of the Qgeſtion: A High- place. 
Joh. I, but in ſtate of Neceſſity, Place ſhould give 


F Place, Mr. Buſy. (I have a Conceit left yet.) 


Purec, Good Brother, Zeal-of-the-Land, think to make 
itas lawful as you can. 

Joh. Ves Sir, and as ſoon as you can; for it muſt be, 
Sir; you ſee the Danger my little Wife is in, Sir. 

Purec. Truly, I do love my Child dearly, and I would 
not have her miſcarry, or hazard her Firſt-fruits, it it 
might be otherw¾iſe. | 

Buſ. Surely, it may be otherwiſe, but it is ſubject to 
conſtruction, ſubject, and hath a Face of Offence with 
the weak, a great Face, a foul Face; but that Face may 
have a Veil put over it, and be ſhaddowed as it were; it 
may be eaten, and in the Fair, I take it, ina Booth, the 
Tents of the Wicked: The Place is not much, not 
very much, we may be religious in midſt of the Pro- 
phane, ſo it be eaten with a reformed Mouth, with So- 
brie;y, and Humbleneſs ; not gorg'd in with Gluttony or 
Greedinels, there's the Fear: For, ſhould ſhe' go there, 
as taking Pride in the Place, or Delight in the unclean 
Dreſling, to feed the Vanity of the Eye, or Luſt of the 
Palate, it were not well, it were not fit, it were abomi-- 
nable, and not good, 

Joh. Nay, I knew that afore, and told her on't ; but 
Courage, Vin, we'llbe humble enough, we'll ſeek out the. 
homelieſt Boothi' the Fair, that's certain; rather than fail, 
we'll eat it of the Ground. 

Purec. I, and I'll go with you myſelt, Win-the-fight, 
and my Brother Zeal-of<the-land ſball go with us too, for 
our better Conſolation, 

Win. Uh, uh. 

\ Foh. I. and Salomon too, Win, (the more the merrier.) 
Vin, we'll leave Rabby Buſj in a Booth. Salomon, my Cloke. 

Sal. Here, Sir. 

Buſ. In the way of Comfort to the Weak, I will go 
and eat. I will eat exceedingly, and propheſie; there may 
be a good uſe made of it too, now 1 think on't : B = 

| | Pubue 


, eo 
. — 
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pack eating of Swine's Fleſh, to proteſs ohr hate and 


thing of Judaiſm, whereot the Brethren ſtand taxed. 


I willtherefore eit, yea I will eat exceedingly. 


* Foh. Good i taith, I will eat heartily too becauſe I will © 


be no Few, I could never away with that ſtif-neckedGene- 


ration: And truly, 1 hope my little one will be like me, | 


4 Very likely, exceeding likely, very exceeding. 
IKE Y. ; 


Rn... 


» 


ACT II. SCENE. I. 
Juſtice Overdo.. 


| 1 in Juſtice Name, and the King's, and for 


the Commonwealth! defie al the World, 4dam 
Overdo, for a Diſguiſe, and all Story for thou haſt fitted 
thy ſelf, I ſwear. Fain would I meet the Linceus now, 
that Eagle's Eye, that piercing Epidaurian Serpent (as my 
Quint. Horace calls him) that could diſcover a Juſtice of 
Peace (and lately of the Quorum) under this Covering. 
They may have {cen many a Fool in the Habit of a * 
but never till now, a Juſtice in the Habit of a Fool. Thus 
muſt, we do though, that wake for the publick Good; 
and thus hath the wiſe Magiſtrate done in all Ages. There 
is a doing of Right out ot Wrong. if the Way be found. 
Never ſhall enough commend a wortby worſhiptul Man, 
ſometime a capital Member of this City, for his high. 
Wiſdom in this Point, who would take you now the Ha- 
birof a Porter, nowof a Carman, now of the Dog-kil- 
ler, in this Month of Augut; and in the Winter, of a 
Seller ot Tinder-boxes ; and what would he do inall theſe 


Shapes? marry, go you into every Ale-houſe, and down. - 


into every Cellar; meaſure the Length of Puddings, take 
the Gage of black Potsand Cans, I, and. Cuſtards, with a 
Stick; and their Circumference with a Thread; weigh 
the Loaves of on his middle Finger ; then would he 
ſend for em home; give the Puddings to the Poor, the 
Bread to the Hungry, the Cultards to hi — 


— 
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d che Pots, and burn the Cans himſelf; he would not truſt 
d. his corrupt Officers, he would do't himſelf. Would all 
Men in Authority would follow this worthy Preſident, 
2 Far (alas) as we are publick Perſons, what do we know? 
e- may, what can we know? we bear with other Mens 
& | Ears, we ſee with. other Mens Eyes. A fooliſh Conſtable, 
or a ſleepy Watchman, is all our In formation; he ſlan- 
g ders a Gentleman, by the Virtue ot his Place, (as he calls 
* it) and we, by the Vice of ours, muſt believe him. As 
a while agone, they made me, yea me, to miſtake an ho- 
— Þ neſt zealous Purſivant, for a Seminary; and a proper young 
* Batchelor of Muſick for a Bad. This we are ſubject to 
that live in high Place, all our intelligence is idle, and moſt 
of our Intelligencers Knaves; and by yu Leave, our 
2 ſelves thought little better, if not errant Fools, for beliey- 
7 ing'em. I Adzm Overdo, amreloly'd therefore to ſpare 
Yr Þ Spy-money hereafter, and make mine own Diſcoveries, 
„Many are the yearly Enormities of this Fair, in whoſe 
d Courts of Pye-poulgders1 hae had the Honour, during the 
7, three Days, ſometimes to fit as judge. But this is the 
1 
5 
4 


ſpecial Day for detection of thoſe foreſaid Enormities, 
Here is my black Book for the purpoſe ; this the Cloud 


that hides me; under this Covert I ſhall fee and not be 
'5 Þ ſeen, On Junius Brutus. And as I began, ſo Il end; 
s in _ Name, and the King's, and for the Common- 

z Wealth. a 
e Leatierbead, Traſh, Juſtice, Ur bla, Moon-calf, Night- 
= ingale, Coſtermonger, Paſſengers. 

2 L enth. The Fair's peſtilence dead methinks; People 
h come not abroad to-day, whatever the Matter is. Do you 


- hear, Siſter Traſh, Lady o' the Basket? fit farther with 
|- = your Gingerbread Progeny there, and hinder not the Pro- g 
a: ipect of my Shop, or Il ha' it praclaim'd i the Fair, what 
e Stuff they are made on, 
Tra. Why, what Stuff are they made on, Brother Lea» 
therhead? nothing but what's wholeſome, l aſſure you. 

* Leath. Yes, ſtale Bread, rotten Eggs, muſty Ginger, 
and dead Honey, you know, 
Juſt. I! have I met with Enormity ſo ſoon? 
Zeaih. 1 ſhall mar your Market, old Fore, 

Tra. 


LCC 


neer. I'll find a. Friend ſhall right me, and make a Ballad © 


q The Drunkards they are wading, 
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+ Tra. Mar my Market, thou too-proud Pedler ? do thy | 
worſt, I defie thee, |, and thy Stable of Hobby-Horſes, | 
I pay for my Ground, as well as thou doſt, and thou 


wrong'ſt me, for all thou art parcel-Poet, and an Ingi- 


of thee, and thy Cattle all over. Are you pufft up wit 
the Pride of your Wares? your Arſedine? $ 

Leath. Go too, old Fore, I'Il talk with you anon; and © 
take you down too, afore Juſtice Overdo, he is the Man 
muſt char m you, I'll ha* you i' the Pie-paulders. | 
Tra. Charm me? lll meet thee Face to Face, afore his 
Worſhip when thou dar'ſt : and though l be a little crook- 
ed o my Body, I'll be found as upright in my dealing as a- 
ny Woman in Smithfield; I, charm me? | ; 
Juſt. I am glad to hear my Name is their Terror, yet 
this is doing of Juſtice. | 
'5 Feath, What do you lack? what is't you buy > what 
do you lack? Rattles, Drums, Halberts, Horſes, Babbieg © 
© the beſt ? Fiddles o' the fineſt ? | | ; 
| Enter Coſtermonger. 

Coft. Buy any Pears, Pears, fine, very fine Pears, 
| Tra. Buy any Gingerbread, gilt Gingerbread ! 
Night. Hey, Now the Fair's afilling / 
| O, for a Tune to ſtartle 

We The Birds o the Booths here billing: 
Yearly with old Saint Barthle! 


The Punques and Chapmen trading ; 
Who'ld [ee the Fair without his Lading ? 
Buy any Ballads; new Ballads? 

Urs. Fie upon't: who wou'd wear out their Youth and 
Prime thus, in roaſting of Pigs, that had any cooler Vo- 
cation? Hell's a kind ot cold Cellar to't, a very fine Vault, 
o' my Conſcience! what Mooncalf. 

Moon. Here, Miſtrels. 


Night. How now Urs'la? in a Heat, ina Heat ? an 
Urſ. My Chair, you falſe Faucet you; and my Morn- 
ing's Draught, quickly, a Bottle of Ale, toquench me, of 
Rackal. I am all Fire and Fat, Nightingale, I ſhall een re 


melt away to the firſt Woman, a Rib again, I am _ Yo 
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1 do water the Ground in Knots, as I go, like a great Gar- 


t 

ſes. den- pot; you may follow me by the S. S. I make. 

hou Night. Alas, good Urs, was Zekiel here this Morning ? 
1S1- Urſ. Zekiel? what Zesiel? 


lad Night. Zekiel Edgworth, the civil Cut-purſe, you know 

ith bim well enough; he that talks Bawdy to you ſtill: I call 
> him my Secretary. ; : 

ane Ur, He pomis'd to be here this Morning, I remem- 


Night. When he comes, bid him ſtay: I'll be back a- 
bis © gain preſently. [ Mooncalf brings in the Chair. 
ok. i wy Beſt take your Morning Dew in your Pelly, Night- 
ingale: Come, Sir, ſet it here; did not I bid you ſhould 
get this Chair let out o' the Sides for me, that my Hips 
yet might 1 you'll never think of any thing, till your 
Dame be rump-gall'd; tis well, Changeling: becauſe 
hat it can take in your Graſs-hopper's Thighs, you care for no 
ics more. Now you look as you had been i' the Corner o- 
the Booth, fleaing your Breech with a Candle's End, and 
(et fire o' the Fair. Fill, Stote, fill. 
Fut. This Pig- woman do I know, and I will put her 
2 Ip, for my ſecond Enormity; ſhe bath been before me, 
Punk, Pinnace, and Bawd, anytime theſe two and twen- 
ty Years upon Record i' the Pie-pouldres. 
* Ur/. Fill again, you unlucky Ver mine. 
3 Moon. Pray you be not angry, Miſtreſs, I'll ha' it wi- 
deni d anon. 
3 - Ur{. No, no, I ſhall een dwindle away to't, e er the 
Fair be done, you think, now you ha' heated me: A poor 
vexꝰ d thing Iam, | feel myſelf dropping already, as faſt 
nd as I can: two Stone a Sewet a Day is my Proportion: 1 
'0- aan but hold Life and Soul together, with this (here's to 
lt, vou. Nightingale) and a whiff of Tobacco, at moſt. 
Where's my Pipe now? not fill'd ? thou errant Incube. 
* Night. Nay, Urs la, thou'lt gall between the Tongue 
and the Teeth, with fretting, now. 
n- * Us. Howcanl hope that ever he'll diſcharge his Place 
1e, of Truſt, Tapſter, a Man of reckoning under me, that 
en _} remembers nothing I ſay to him? but look to't, Sirrah, 
id, you were beſt, three Pence a Pipe- full, I will ha' made, of 
I Alm whole halt Pound of Tobacco, and a quarter of a 
n Pound 


I 


212 Bartholomew Fair. 


Pound of Coltsfoor mixt with it too, to cech it out. © 
that have dealt ſo long in the Fire, will not be to ſeek in 

Smoke, now. Then ſix and twenty Shillings a Barrel I © 
will advance o' my Beer, and fifty Shillings a hundred o* 


my Bottle-Ale; 1 ha! told you the Ways bow to raiſe it. 


Froth your Cans well i the filling, at length Rogue, and | 


jog your Bottles o' the Buttock, Sirrah, then skink out 
the firſt Glaſs ever, and drink with all Companies, though 
you be {ſure to be drunk; you'll miſ-reckon the better, 
and be leſs aſham'd on't. But your true Trick, Raſcal, 
muſt be, to be ever buſie, and miſtake away the Bottles and 


Cans, in haſte, betore they be half drunk off, and never: 
hear any Body call (if they ſhould chance to mark you) 
till you ha! brought freſh, and be able to forſwear em. 


Give me a Drink of Ale. 


Juſt. This is the very Womb and Bed of Enormity! | 
groſs as her ſelf! This muſt all down for Enormity, all, 
every whit on't. one knocks, © 

Urſ. Look who's there, Sirrah : Five Shillings a Pig is 
my Price, atleaſt; if it be a Sow Pig, Six · pence more; 
i ſhe be a great-bellied Wite, and long for't, Six-pence 


more for that. 


Juſt. O rempora! O mores! I would not ha' loſt my 
Diſcovery of this one Grievance, tor my Place, and E 


Worſhip o' the Bench. How is the Poor abus d here! 
Well, 1 will fall in with her, and with her Mooncaff, and 


win out Wonders of Enormity. By thy leave, goodly b 
Woman, and the Fatneſs of the Fair; oily as the King's 
Conftable's Lamp, and ſhining as his Shooing-horn! hath 


thy Ale Virtue, or thy Beer Strength, that the Tongue of 


Man may be tickled, and his Palate pleas'd in the Morning? 


let thy pretty Nephew here go ſearch and ſee. 
Urſ. What new Roarer is this? 


Moon. O Lord do you not know him, Miſtreſs ? tis 4 


mad Arthur of Bradley, that makes the Orations. Brave 


Maſter, old Arthur of Bradley, how do you? welcome 


to the Fair; when ſhall we hear you again, to handle your 
matters, with your Back againſt a Booth, ha? I ha' been 


one o your little Diſciples, i my Days 


Fuſe. Let me drink, Boy, with my Love, thy Aunt, 


here; 


3 


* eas | 
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here; that l may be eloquent: but of thy beſt, leſt it be 
bitter in my Mouth, and my Words fall foul on the Fair. 

* Urſ{. Why doſt thou not fetch him Drink? and offer 
do* him to ſit? 25 

eit. Moon. Is't Ale, or Beer, Maſter Arthur? 

and Fuſt. Thy belt, yay Stripling, thy beſt; the ſame 
out thy Dovedrinketh, and thou draweſt on Holydays. 


un Us/. Bring him, a Six-penny Bottle ot Ale: they fay, & 
ter, © Fool'shanſclislucky, 

cal, J. Bring both, Child, Ale for Arthur, and Beer 
and for Bradley. Ale for thine Aunt, Boy. My Diſguiſe takes 
ver to the very Wiſhand Reach of it. I ſhall by the Benefit 
ou) ot this ditcover enough, and more: and yet get off with 


Aide 1 of what | would be: A certain mid. ing 
thing, between a Fool and a Madman. 


ity! © To them, Knockhum. 

all, } Knock, What! my little lean Urs'/a! my She-Bear! art 
cs, thou alive yet, with thy Litter of Pigs, to grunt out ano» 
> is ther Bartholomew Fair? ha! | 

rez © U,. Yes, and to amble afoot, when the Fair is done, to 
nce hear you groan outof a Cart, up the heavy Hill. 


Z Knock. Of Holborn, Ursla, mean'ſt thou fo? for what, 
for what, pretty Urs ? | 
U, For cutting Half-penny Purſes, or ſtealing little 
penny Dogs, out o' the Fair. | | 


and Knock. O! good Words, good Words, Urs. * 
dly Fuſt. Another ſpecial Enormity. A Cut-purſe of the 
2's | Sword, the Boot, and the Feather! choſe are his Marks. 
ak Urſ. You are one of thoſe Horſe-leaches that gave out 
eof I was dead, in Twrn-bull-fireet, of a Surfeit of Bottle- 


Ale and Tripes? 

* Knock. No, 'twas better Meat, Urs: Cows Udders, 

2 Cows Udders ! | 

T. Well, I ſhall be-meet with your mumbling Mouth 

one Day. | 

me | Xnock. What? thou'it poiſon me with a Neuft ina 

- Bottle of Ale, wilt thou? or a Spider in a Tobacco-pipe, 

cen Urs? Come, there's no Malice in theſe fat Folks, I never 

fear thee, and I can {cape thy lean Mooncalf here. Let's 

> drink it out, good Urs, and no Vapours / 

Juſt. Doſt thou hear, «bak (there's for thy Ale, _ 
* 


4 
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the Remnant for thee) ſpeak in thy Faith of a Faucet, 
now; is this Ferch Perſon betore us here, this Vapours, 
e Knife? | 

Moon. What mean you by that, Maſter Arthur? 

Juſt. I mean a Child of the Horn-thumb, a Babe of* 
Booty, Boy, a Cut-purſe. : 

Moos © Lord. Sir! far from it. This is Maſter Dan. 
Knockhum : Fordane the Ranger of Twrn-buil, He is a 
Horſe-courſer, Sir. | - 

Juſt. Thy dainty Dame, though, ca'l'd him Cut- 

urſe. | 
* Moon, Like cyougd: Sir; ſhe'll do forty ſuch things 
in an Hour (an you liſten to her) for her Recreation, if 
the Toy take her i the greaſie Kerchief: It makes her fat, 
you ſee; ſhe battens with it. *. 

Juſt. Here miglit I ha* been deceiv'd now, and ha' put 
4 Fooi's Blot upon myſelf, if I had not play'd an after 
Game o' Diſcretion. 

| [ Urs" a Comes in again dropping. 

Knock, Alas poor Urs, this is an ill Seaton for thee. 

Urs. Hang your ſe f, Hackney-man. 

Knock. How, how, Urs? Vapours? Motion breed Va- 

rs ? | has 

U. Vapours? Never tusk, nor twirle your Dibble, 
good Jordane, I know what you'll take to a very Drop. 
Though you be Captain o the Roarers, and fight well at 
the caſe of Piſs-pots, you ſhall not fright me with your 
Lyon- chap, Sir, nor your Tusks ; you angry? you are hun- 
gry: come, a Pig's Head will ſtop your Mouth, and ſtay 
your Stomach at all Times. | 

Knock, Thou art ſuch another mad merry Urs, ſtill! 
Troth I do make Conſcience of vexing thee, now i' the 
Dog-days, this bot Weather, for fear of foundring thee 
i the Body, and melting down a Pillar of the Fair. Pray 
thee take thy Chair again, and keep State; and let's have 
a frcſh Bottle of Ale, and a P pe of Tobacco; and no Va- 
pours. I'll ha' this Belly o' thine taken up, and thy Graſs 
ſcour'd, Wench : Look, here's Ezekiel Edgworth; a fine 
Boy of his Inches, as any is i the Fair! has ſtill Money in 
his Purſe, and will pay all, with a kind Heart, and good 
Vapours. | 


To 
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To them, Edgworth, Nightingale, Corn-catter, Tinder- box- 


| man, Paſſengers. 
Edg. That I will indeed, willing y, Maſter Knockhums 
fetch ſome Ale and Tobacco, | 
Leath. What do you lack, Gentlemen? Maid, ſee a fin 


Hobby-horſe for your young Maſter ; coſt you but a lo- 


ken aWeek his Provender. | 
Cor. Ha, you . Corns i' your Feet and Toes ? 
Tin. Buy a Mouſe-trap, a Mouſe- trap, or a Tormentor - 


for a Flea, 


Tra. Buy ſome Gingerbread. | 
Nigh. Bal'ads, Ballads! fine new Ballads, 
Hear for your Love, and buy for your Money, 
A delicate Ballad o the Ferret and the Coney. 
A Preſervative again the Punques evil. 
Another of Gooſe green- ſtarch, and the Devil. 
A dozen of Divine Points, and the Godly Gaiters. 
The Fairing of good Counſel, fan Ell and three quarters. 
What is' t you buy? 
The Wind mill blown down by the Witch's Fart! 
Or Saint George, that O! did break the Dragon's Heart. 
leck Maſter Nightingale, come hither, leave your Mart 
alittle. | | 
Night. O my Secretary! what ſays my Secretary? 
Juſt. Child of the Bottles, what's he? what's he? 
Moon, A civil young Gentleman, Maſter Arthur, that 
keeps Company with the Roarers, and disbur ſes all ſtill. 


He has ever Money in his Purſe; he pays tor them, and 


they roar for him; one does good Offices for another. 
They call him the Secretary, but he ſerves no body. A 
great Friend ot the Ballad-man's, they are never aſunder. 
Juſt. What Pity 'tis, ſo civila young Man ſhould haunt 
this debauch'd Company? Here's the Bane” of the Youth 
ot our Time apparent. A proper Pen- man. I ſee*t in his 
Countenance, he has a good Clerk's Look with him, and 
I warrant him a quick Hand. 
Moon. A very quick Hand, Sir. ; 
Edg. All the Purſes, and Purchaſe, I give you to-day 
by convevance, bring hither to Ur s'la's preſently. Here 
we will meet at Night in her Lodge, and ſhare. Lock you 
L 2 chuſe 


teady yet. 
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chuſe good places for your ſtanding i' the Fair, when you 
ung, Nightingale. 
[This they whiſper, that Overdo hears it not. 
UV. IJ, near the fulleſt Paſlages; and ſhitt *em often. 
Edg. And i' your ſinging, you mult uſe your Hawks 


Eye nimbiy, and fly the Purſe to a Mark ſtill, where tis 


worn, and o which fide; that ycu may gi' me the Sign 
with your Beak, or hang your licad that way i' the Tune. 
Ur/. Enough, ta K no more. on't: Your Friendſhip (Ma- 
ſters) is not now to begin. Drink your Draught of In- 
denture, your Sup of Cover ant, and away; the Fair filis 
apace, Company begins to come in, and I ha" ne era Pig 


Knock. Well ſaid ! fill the Cups, and light the Tobacco: 
let's give fire i the Work, and noble Vapours. 
Eag. And ſhall we ha Sinocks Ursla, and good Whim- 

ſies, ha? 

Ur/. Come, you are i' your bawdy Vein! the beſt the 
Fair will afford, Zekiel, if Bawd hit keep his Word. 
How do the P.gs, Mooncalf? 

Moon. Very pailionate, Miſtreſs, one on em has wept 


out an Eye. Maſter Arthur o' Bradley is melancholy here, 


no body talks to him. Wi.l you any Tobacco, Maſter 
Arthur? 5 

Fuſt. No, Boy, let my Meditations alone. 

Moon. He's ſtudying for an Oration, now. 

Juſt. If I can with this Day's Travel, and all my Po- 
licy, but reſcue this Youth hete out of the Hands of the 
lewd Man and the ſtrange Woman, I will fit down at 
Night, and ſay with my Friend Ovid, amque opus exegi, 


quod nec Jovis ira, nec ignis, &c. 


Knoc. Here Zekjel, here's a Health to Ula, and a kind 
Vapour; thou baſt Money i' thy Purſe ſtill, and tore / 
how doſt thou come by it? Pray thee vapour thy Friends 


i me ina courteous Vapour. 


Edg. Half | have, Maſter Dan. Xnoc hum, is always at 


our Set vice. | 
Juſt. Ha, ſweet Nature! what Goſhawk would prey 


upon ſucha Lamb? 
Knock, Let's ſee What tis, Zekiel; CO int it, come, fill 


bim to pledge me. 
Top 


. 
g 
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wythem, Win-wife, Quarlous. 
Mu- w. We are here before em, methinks. 
ua. Al the better, we ſhall ſee em come in now, - 

Leath. What do you lack, Gentlemen, what is't you 
lack ? a fine Horſe? a Lyon? a Bull? a Bear? a Dog, or 
a Cat? an excellent fine Bartholome w- bird? or an Inſtru- 
ment ? what 1s't you lack? 

Quar. *Slid ! here's Orpheus among the Beaſts, with 
his Fiddle, and all / | | 

Tra. Will you buy any comfortable Bread, Gentlemen? 

Quar. And Ceres ſelling her Daughter's Picture, in 
Ginger-work. 

Min- w. That theſe People ſhould be ſo ignorant to think 
us Chapmen for 'em do we look as if we would buy 
Gioger-bread, or Hobby-Horſes ? 

uar, Why, they know no better Ware than they 
have, nor better Cuſtomers than come. And our very 
being here makes us fit to be demanded, as well as others. 
Would Cotes would come! there were a true Cuſtomer 
for em. 

Ruoc. How much is't? thirty Shillings? Who's yon- 
der! Ned Win-wife ? and Tom Quarlous, I think! yes: 
Gi'meit all, gi' me it all. Maſter Win-wife! Maſter Quar- 
lous! will you take a lipe of Tobacco with us? Do not 
diſcredit me now, Zekiel. | 

Win-w, Do not ſee him; he is the roaring Horſe-cour- 
ſor, pray thee let's avoid him : turn down this way. 
Dat. 'Slud, I'll ſee him, and roar with him too, and 
he roar d as loud as Neptune; pray thee go with me. 

Win-w. You may draw me to asiikely an Inconveni- 
ence, when you pleaſe, as this, 

Quar. Goto then, come along, we ha? nothing to do, 
Man, but to ſee Sights now. 

Knock, Welcome Maſter Quarlous, and Maſter Win- 
wiſt; will you take any Froth and Smoke with us? 

. Yes, Sir; but you'll pardon us if we knew not 
of ſo much Familiarity between us afore. 

Knoc. As what, Sir? 

Quar. To be {olightly invited to Smoke and Froth. 

Knoc. A good Vapour! will you fit down, Sir? this i- 
ald Uv las Manſion ; how like you her Bower? here you 
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may ha* your Punk and your Pigin State, Sir, both piping 
bot. 


Qsar. I had rather ha' my Punk cold, Sir. 
Juſt. There's for me: Punk! and Pig ! 

Urſ. What Mooncalf, you Rogue? | She calls within. 

Meon. By and by, the Bottle is almoſt off, Miſtreſs; 
here, Maſter Arthur. | 

Ur/. I'll part you and your Play: fellow there, i the guard- 
ed Coat, an you ſunder not the ſooner. . | 

Knoc. Maiter Win-wiſe, you are proud methinks, you 
co not talk, nor drink; are you proud ? 

Win. w. Not of the Company I am in, Sir, nor the 
Place, I aſſure you. 

Knos. You do not except at the Company, do you! are 
you in Vapours, Sir? 

Maon. Nay, good Maſter Dan. Knock hum, reſpect my 
Miſtrels's Bower, as you cal it; for the Honour ot our 
Booth, none o' your Vapours here. 
 Urf. Why, you thin lean Polecat you, and they have a 

ind to be i their Vapours, mult you hinder em? what 
did you know, Vermine, it they would ha' loſt a Cloak, 
or ſuch a Trifle? muſt you be drawing the Air of Pacifi- 
cation here? while I am tormented within i' the fire, you 
Weatel? [she comes out with a Fire-brand. 

oon. Good Miſtreſs, 'twas in the behalf of your 
Booth's Cie it that] ſpoke. 

UU, Why! would my Booth ha* broke, if they had 
fabn out in't, Sir? or would their Heat ha' fir'dit? In, 
you Rogue, and wipe-the Pigs, and mend the Fire, that 
they fall not, or I'll both baſte and roaſt you till your Eyes 
drop out, like em. (Leave the Bottle behind you, and 
ke curſt a while.) | 

Dar. Boiy of the Fair! what's this? Mother o' the 

Bawas ? | 
EKunoc. No, ſhe's Mother o the Pigs, Sir, Mother o the 
Pigs. 

. Me ther o' the Furies, I think, by her Fire- 
brend. | 

L24ar. Nay, ſhe is too fat to bea Fury, ſure ſome walk- 
in, Suw of Tallow ! 


Win 1. 
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min- w. An inſpir'd Veſſel of Kirchen-ſtuff / E 
uar She'il make excellent Geer for the Coach-makers 
here in Smithfield, to anoint Wheels and Axle-treee with. 
a She drinks this while, 
Ur/. 1 , I, Gameſters, mock a pla n plump {oft Wench- 
o' the Suburbs, do, becauſe ſhe's juicy and who eſome; 
you muſt ha' your thin pinch'd Ware, pent up i the Com- 

{s of a Dog-collar (or 'twill not do) that looks like a long 

c'd Conger, {ct upright, and a green Feather, like Fen- 
nel i the Jol on't. | 

Knoc, Well ſaid, Urs, my good Urs; to 'em Urs. 

Quar. Is ſhe your Quagmire, Dan. Knockhum ? is this 
your Bog ? 4 

Nig. We ſhall have a Quarrel Pon 

Knoc, How, Bog: Quagmire ? foul Vapours! humh? 

ar. Yes, he that would venture for't. 1 aſſure him, 
might ſink into her, and be drown'd a Week, e're any 
Friend he had could find where he were. 

Win-w. And them he would be a Fort'night weighing up 

Zain. f 
* Sar. Twere like falling into a whole Shire of But- 
ter; they had need be a Team of Dutehmen ſhould: drew 
him out. | 8 

Knoc. Anſwer 'em, Urs, where's thy Bartholomew Wit 
now, Urs, thy Bartholomew Wit? | * 

Urſ. Hang em, rotten. roguy Cheaters, I hope to ſee 
'em plagu'd one Day (pox'd they are already, Iam ſure) 
with lean Play-houſe Poultry, that has the bony Rump, 
ſticking out like the Ace of Spades, or the point of a Par- 
tizan, that every Rib of em is like the Tooth of a Saw; - 
and will ſo grate 'em with their Hips and Shoulders, as 
(take em altogether) they wereas good lie with a Hurdle. 

.Q4ar. Out upon her, how ſhe di ips! She's able to give 
A2 Man the Sweating- ckneſs with looking on her. 8 
. Urſ. Marry look off, with a Patch o your Face, and 2 
Doxen i your B eech, tho' they be o Scarlet, Sir. I ha” 
ſeen as fine Out-ſidesas either o yours, bring lowſie Lin- 
nen to the Brokers, ere now, twice a Week. 

Quar. Do you think there may be a fine new Cucking- 
ſtool i“ the Fair, to be purchasd; one large enough, I 
mean ? I know there is a Pond ot Capacity for her. 
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Urſ. Fot your Mother, you Raſcal, out you Rogue, 


you Hedge-bird, you Pimp, you Pannier-man's Baſtard, 
"YOU, | | 
7 Quar. Ha, ha, ha. 


Ur/. Do you ſneer, you Dogs- head, you Trendle-Tuil!“ | 


you look as you were begotten a' top of a Cart in Harveſt. 
time, when the Whelp was hot and eager. Go, ſnuff at- 
ter your Brother's Bitch, Mrs. Commodity; that's the Li- 


very you wear, twill be out at the Elbovrs ſhortly. It's | 


time you wentto't for the t other Remnant. 


Knoc, Peace, Urs, Peace, Urs ; they'll kill the poor 3 


Whale, and make Oil of her. Pray thee go in. 
Urſ. Tlſee em pox dd firſt, and pil'd, and double pil'd. 
Vin. Let's away, her Language grows greaſier than 
her Pigs. = 


Urſ. Does't ſo, Snotty-noſe ? good Lord! are you ſni- 


veling ? You were engendred an a She-beggar in a Barn, 

when the bald Thrafher, your Sire, was ſcarce warm. 
Win. Pray thee let's go. | 
Duar No, faith; VII ſtay the end of her now: 1 


know ſhecannot laſt long; 1 find by her Similies ſhe wanes 


apace. 
0 Does ſhe ſo? I'll ſet you gone. Gi me my Pig- 
pan hither a little. I'll ſcald you hence, an you will not 
* Gentlemen, theſe are very ſtrange Vapours ! and 
very idle Vapours! Taflure you. 
uar. You are a very ſerious Aſs, wie aſſure you. 
Noc. Humh! Ass? and ferious? nay, then pardon me 
my Vapour. I have a fooliſh Vapour, Gentlemen: Any 
Man that does vapour me the Aſs, Maſter Quarlous 
Quar. What then, Maſter Fordan? 
noc. do vapour him the Le. 
Dar. Faith, and to any Man that vapours me the Lie, 
I do vapcur that. | 
Knoc. Nay then, Vapours upon Vapours. 
Edg. Nig. Ware the Pan, the Pan, the Pan, ſhe comes 
With the Pan, Gentlemen. God bleſs the Woman. 
: D Urs'la comes in with the Scalding Pan. 
. Oh. [ They fight. 
Irs. What's the matter? 


_ 
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Fut. Goodly Woman! | 

Moo. Miſtreſs! | [ She falls with it, 

Ur. Curſe ot Hell, that ever I faw theſe Fiends, oh- 
T ha ſcalded my Leg, my Leg, my Leg, my Leg. Lha' 
loſt a Limb in the Service! run for ſome Cream and Sailad 
Oi}, quickly. Are you under peering, you Baboon? rip 
off my Hole, an you be Men, Men, Men, 

Moo. Run you for ſome Cream, good Mother Jone.- 

VI! look to your Basket. 

Leath. Beſt ſit up i' your Chair, Urs la. Help, Gen- 

tlemen. = 

Nuoc. Be of good cheer, Urs, thou haſt hindred me the 
currying of a Couple of Stallians here, that abus'd the 

004 Race-bawd o Smithfield; twas time for em to go. 

Nig. l' faith, when the Pan came, they had made you 
runelſe. (This had been a fine time for purchaſe; if you 
had ventur'd.) l | 

Edg. Not a whit, theſe Fellows were too fine to carry 
Money. | | 

Knoc. Nightingale, get ſome help to carry her Leg out 
@ the Air; take off her Shoes; body o' me, ſhe has the 
Mallanders, the Scratches, the Crown ScabWand the Qait- 
ter Bone? the t'other Leg. | 

Urſ. Oh, the Pox ! why do you put me in mind o' my 
Leg thus, to make it prick and ſhoot? would you ha me 
! the Hoſpital afore my time? | 

Knoe, Patience, Urs, take a z 09d Heart, tis but a Bliſter - 
as big as a Windgall; lil take it away with the white of 
an Egg, a little Honey and Hog's greate, ha' thy Faſterns 
well roll'd, and thou ſhalt pace again by to morrow. II 
tend thy Booth, and look to thy Affairs the while: Thou 
ſnalt it i thy Chair, and give Directions, and ſhine Urſa 
major. | 
Yullice Edg worth, Nightingale, Cokes, Waſpe, Miſtreſs 

Overdo, Grace. 

Tuſt. Theſe are the Fruits of Bottle Ale and Tobacco! 
the Fome of the one, and the Fumes of the other! Stay, 
young Man, and-deſpiſe not the Wiſdom of theſe tew + 
Hairs that are grown gray in care of thee. | | 
Eag. Nightingale, ſtay a little. Indeed Ill hear fome of © 


his! 
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Cok. Come, Numps, come, where are you? Welcome 
into the Fair, Miſtreſs Grace. 

Edg. Slight, he will call Company, you ſhall ſee, and 
put us into doings preſently. | 
Juſt. Thirſt not after that frothy Liquor, Ale: for 
who knows when he openeth the Stopple, what may be 
in the bottle ? Hath not a Snail, a Spider, yea, a Neuft 


been found there? thirſt not atter it, Youth ; thirſt not af-. 


ter it. 
Cok. This is a brave Fellow, Numps, let's hear him. 
Maſ. Sblood, how brave is he? in a garded Coat? 
You were beſt truck with him, een ſtrip, and truck pre- 
ſently, it will become you, why will you hear him, be- 
cauſe he is an Aſs, and may be a-kin to the Cokeſes. 
Cok. O, good Numps. 
| Juſt. Neither do thou luſt after that tawney Weed To- 
acco. 
Cok. Brave Words! | 
Juſt. Whoſe Complexion is like the Indian's that vents. 


Cok. Are they not brave Words, Siſter? 

Juſt. And Who can tell, if before the gathering and 
making up thereof, the Alligarta hath not piſs'd thereon ?- 

Waſf. Heart let em be brave Words, as brave as they 
will! and they were all the brave Words in a Country, 
how then? will you away yet? ha' you enough on him? 
Miſtreſs Grace, come you away, I pray you, be not you 
acceſſary. If you do loſe your Licence, or ſomewhat 
elſe, Sir, with liſtning to his Fables, ſay Numps is a Witch, 
with all my heart, do, ſay ſo. 

Cok. Avoid i' your Sattin Doublet, _— | 

Juſt. The creeping Venom of which ſubtle Serpent, 
as ſome late Writers affirm,neither the cutting of the peril- 
lous Plant, nor the drying of it, nor the lighting ar burn- 
ing, can any way periway or aſſwage. | 4 

Co. Good i faith! ig t not, Siſter? it 

Juſt. Hence it is that the Lungs of the Tobacconiſt are 
rotted, the Liver ſpotted, the Brain ſmoaK*d like the back- 


It 


hade of the Pig-woman's Booth here, and the whole Body MF SQ 


within back as her Pan you ſaw een now without. 
Cok. A ſine Similitade that, Sir! did you ſee the Pan? 
| Edg.. 
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Ede. Yes, Sir. 

Fuſt. Nay, the hole in the Noſe here, of ſome Tobac- 
co takers, or the third Noſtril, (if I may ſo call it) which 
makes that they can vent the Tobacco out, like the Ace of 
Clubs, or rather the Flower-de-Lice, is. cauſed from the 
Tobacco, the meer Tobacco! when the poor innocent 
Pox, having nothing to do there, is miſerably and moſt 
unconſcionably ſlander'd. 

Col. Who would ha* miſs'd this, Siſter? 

Over. Not any body but Numps. - 

Cok. He does not underſtand, 

Edg. Nor you feel. | He picketh his Purſe. 

Cok. What would you have, Siſter, of a Fellow that 
= knows nothing but a Basket-hiit, and an old Fox in't? the 
IT beſt Muſick i the Fair will not move a Log. 
ag. In, toUrila, Nightingale, and ca ry her comfort: 
ſee it told. This Feilow was ſent to us by Fortune, for 
our fi: ſt Fairing. | 

Juſt, But what ſpeak I of the Diſeaſes of the Body, 
Children of the Fair? | 

Cok. That's to us, Siſter. Brave i' faith! 

Juſt. Hark, O you Sons and Daughters of Smithfield! 
Wand hear what malady it doth the Mind: It cauſeth (wear- 
ing, it cauſeth ſwaggering, it cauſeth ſnuffling and ſnarl- 
ing, and now and then a hurt. 

Over. He hath ſomething of Maſter Overdo, methinks, 
Brother. a ö 
Cok. So met hought, Siſter, very much of my Brother 
BOverdo: And 'tis when he ſpeaks. | | 

Juſt. Look into any Angico' Town, (the Srreights, or 
the Bermuda's) where the quarrelling Leſſon is read, and 
ho do they enterta n the time, but with Bottle-Ale and 
obacco? The Lecturer is o' one ſide, and his Pupils o. 
the other; but the Seconds are ſtili Bottle - Ale and Tobac- 
co, for which the Lecturer reads, and the Novices pay. 
hirty Pound a week in Bottie-Ale Forty in Tobacco! 
and Ten more in Ale again. Then for a Suit to drink in, 
ſo much, and (that being ſlaver'd) fo much tor ar other 
Y suit, and then a third Suit, and a fourth Suit! and ſtiil tho 
9 Bottle-Ale lavereth, and the Tobacco ſtinketh. Wer 
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Waſ. Heart of a Mad. man! Are you rooted here? Will 
you never away? What can any Man find out in this bawl- 
ing Fellow, to grow here for ? He is a full handful higher 
ſin he heard him. Will you fix here, and ſet up a Booth, 
Sir? 
Juſt. I will conclude brief. * 
Waſ. Hold your Peace, you roaring Riſcal, I'll run m 
Head i' your- Chaps elſe. You were beſt build a Booth, 
and entertain him; make your Will, and you ſay the Word, 
and him your Heir! Heart, | never knew one taken with | 
a Mouth of a Peck afore. By this Light; I'll carry you 
away o my Back, and you will not come. | 


Cok. Stay, Numps, ſtay, ſer me down: I ha loſt my 
Purſe, Numps, O my Purſe! One o“ my fine Purſes is 
one, | 
5 Ist indeed, Brgther? * ; 
Cok. I, as Iam an honeſt Man, would I were an errant | 
Rogue elſe! a plague of all roguy damn'd Cut-purſes for | 
me. 
Waf. Bleſs em with all my Heart, with all my Heart, 
do you ſec! Now, as I am no Infidel, that I know of, 1 
am glad on't. I, I am, (here's my Witneſs) do you ſee, 
Sir? I did not tell you of his Fables, I? no, no, I am a 
dull Malt-horſe I, I know nothing. Are you not juſtly 7 
ſerv d, i your Conſcience now ? Speak i your Conſcience. & 
Much good do you with all my Heart, and his good Heart 
that has it, with all my Heart again. 2 
Edg. This Fellow is very Charitable, would he had a 
Purſe too! But I muſt not be too bold all at a time. 4 
Cok. Nay, Numps, it is not my beſt Purſe. 4 
Waſ. Not your beſt ! death ! why ſhould it be your 
worſt ? why ſhould it be any, indeed, at all? Anſwer me 
| gr me a Reaſon from you, why it ſhould be any? 
0 


to that, 
Cok. 


Err C, 


elſe, Siſter. | 
Waſ. Why ſo, there's all the feeling he has! 

Over. I pray you, have a better care of that, Brother. 
Cok.. Nay, fo | will, I warrant you; let him catch this 
that catch can. I would fain ſee him get this, look you 
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[ He gets him up on pick-pack. 


r my Gold, Numps; I Ba'. that yet, labk here 


IWaſ. | 
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ill Wa. So, ſo, ſo, ſo, ſo, ſo, ſo, ſo! Very good. | 

vl Cok. I would ha' him come again now, and but offer at 

zer it. Siſter, will you take Notice of a good Jeſt? 1 will. 

th, put it juſt where th' other was, and if we ha good luck, 
you ſhall ſee a delicate fine Trap to catch the Cut - purſe 
nibbling. 

ny. | Ede. Faith; and he'H try ere you be out o the Fair. 

ch, Cok. Come, Miſtreſs Grace, prethee be not melancho- 

d, ly for my Mitchance; Sorrow wi” not keep it, Sweet 

th Heart. 

du Gra. I do not think on't, Sir. 

Cok. Twas but a little ſcurvy white Mony, hang it; it. 
ck, may hang the Cut-purſe one day. I ha Gold left to gi“ 
1y . theea Fairing yet, as hard as the World goes: Nothing an- 


me but that no body here look d like a Cut-purſe, un- 
fel twere Numps. 

Waſ. How ? 1? I look like a Cut-purſe ? Death! your 
Siſter's a Cut-purſe ! and your Mother and Father, and all. 
your Kin were Cut-purſes! and here is a Rogue is the 
Bawd o' the Cut-purſes, whom 1 will beat to begin with. 

s They ſpeak all together ; and Waſpe beats the Juſtice, | 
19 Cok. Numps, Numps. Juſt. Hold thy Hand, 
e, Over. Good Mr. . Child of Wrath, and Heir 


a 8 phrey. of Anger, make it not 
7 Haſ. You are the Patrico'_} Childermaſs Day in thy 
e. ate you? the Patriarch of the] Fury, or the Feaſt of the 
rt Cut-purſes? You ſhare, Sir, French Bartholomew, Pa- 
XZ they ſay, let them ſhare this 8 of. the Maſſacre. 
a with you. Are you i' your hot {| 
it of Preaching again? I'll cool you. 
Juſt. Murther, Murther, Murther. 
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Whit, Haggiſe, Briſtle, Leather-head, Traſh. 


s N AY, tiſh all gone; now ! diſhriſh, phen tou vilt not - 
3 be phitin call, Maſter Offi ſher, phat iſh a Man te bet- 


ter to liſhen out noyſhes tor tee, and tou art in an oder 
— 5 »- 
2 orld, 
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*orld, being very ſhuffiſhient noyſhes and gallant ſh too, 


one o' their brabbleſh would have ted uſh all diſhFortnighr, 
but tou art ſo buſhy about beggerſh ill, tou haſt no leſhure 
to intend ſhentlemen, and't be. 

Hag. Why, I told you, Davy Briſtle, 

Bri, . Come, come, you told me a Pudding. Toby Hag- 


gs a matter of nothing; I am ſure it came to nothing! 


ou ſaid, let's go to Uyſſa s, indeed; but then you met the 
Man with the Monſters, and 1 could not get you from 
him. An old Fool, not leave ſeeing yet? . 

Hag. Why, who would ha' thought any body would 
ha' quarrell'd ſo early; or that the Ale o che Fair would ha 
been up ſo ſoon ? | 

What, Phy, phat a Clock toeſt tou tink it iſh, Man? 

Hag. I cannot te l. 

Whit. Tou art a viſn Vatchman, i' te mean teem. 

Hag. Why, ſhould the Watch go by the Cock, or the 
Clock by the Watch, I pray? 

Bri. One ſhould go by another, if they did well. 

Whit. Tou ait right now! phen didſt tou ever know or 


hear of a ſhuffiſhiert Va:chman, but he did tell the Clock, 


phat buſhineſs ſoever he had? | 

Bri. Nay, that's moſt true, a ſufficient Watchman knows 
what a Clock it is. 

Whit. Shleeping or vaking! aſh well as te Clock him- 
ſhelf, or te Jack dat ſhtrikes him! 

Bri, Let's enquire of Maſter Leatherhead, or Jone 
Traſh here. Waller Leatherhead, do you hear, Valter 
Leath rhead? 

Whit. It it bea Ledderhead, tiſſia very tick Ledder head, 
tat ſho muſn noiſn vill not pierſ him. 

Lea, I have alittle buſineſs now, good Friends, do not 
trouble me. 

Whit. Phat? becauſe of ty wrought neet Cap, and ty 
Phelvet Sherkin, Man? Phy ? I have ſheene tee in ty Led - 
der Sherkin. e er now, Maſhter o de. Hobby-horlſes, as 
boſhy and ſtately as tou ſheemeſt to be. 

Tra. Why, what an' you have, Captain Wh't ? he has 
his choice of Jerkins, you may ſ-eby that, and his Caps. 
too, I aſſure you, when he pleaſes to be either fick or im- 
ploy d 


Les. 
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Era. God- a- mercy Fone, anſwer for me. 
Whit, Away, be not ſheen i' my Company, here be 
Kentlemen, and men of Vorſhip. 
Daarlous, Whit, Win-wife, Buſy, John, Pure-craft, Win, 
Knockhum, Moon-calf, Urs la... 
var. We had wondertul ill luek, to miſs. this Prologue 


8 o the Purſe; but the beſt is, we fhall have Five Acts of. 


him ere Night: He'll be Spectacle enough! I'll anſwer. 


r't. | 
Whit. O Crezſh! Duke Quarlous, how doſht tou? ton 
doſht not know me, I fear? I am te viſheſht man, but 
uſtiſn Overdo, in all Bartholomew Fair now, Gi' me 
Twelve Pence from tee, I vill help tee toa Vife vorth For- 


iy Marks for't, and't be. 


Quar. Away, Rogue; Pimp, away. 

Whit, And ſhe ſnhall ſhew' tee as fine cut o'rke for't in her 
Shmock tooas tou canſht viſh i faith; vilt tou have her, 
Vorſhipful Vin- viſe? | vill help tee to her here, be an't be, 
into Pig-Quarter, gi me ty Twelve Pence from tee. 

Win - w. Why, there's Twelve Pence, pray thee wilt 
thou be gone. BE Tg 

Whit. Tou art a vorthy Man, and a voi ſhiptul- Man 
ſtill, | 
A Get you gone, Raſcal, 

Whit. 1 do mean it, Man. Prinſh Quarlous, it tou 
haſht need on me, tou ſhalt find me here at U:ſa's, I vill 
ſee phat Ale and Punque iſh i” te Pigſhty for tee, bleſs ty. 
good Vorſhip. 

Quar. Look! who comes here? John Little-wit! 

Min- w. And his Wife, and my Widow, her Mother: 
the whole Family. 

Quar. Slight, you muſt gi' em all Fairings now. 

Win-w. Not I, I'll not ſee em. 

Quar. They are going a feaſting. What School- ma- 
ſter's that is with em? 

Win-w. That's my Rival, I believe, the Bakey ! 

Buſ. So, walk on in the middle way, fore-right, turn 
neither to the right hand nor to the left; let not your Eyes 


© dedrawn aſide with Vanity, nor your Ear with Noiſes. 


Dar. O, I kngw him by that Start 
Lea. — 
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Lea. Whatdo you lack, what do you buy, pretty Mi- 
ſtreſs? a fine Hobby-horſe, to make your Son a Tilter? 1 
Drum, to make him a Soldier? a Fiddle, to make him a 
Reveller? What is't you lack ? little Dogs for your Daugh - 
ters? or Babies, Male or Female? 

Buſ. Look not toward them, hearken not; the place is | 
Smirhfield, or the Field of Smiths, the Grove of Hobby. 
horſes and Trinkets, the Wares are the Wares ot Der h F 
and the whole Fair is the Shopof Satan: They arc Hooks | 
and Eaits, very Baits, that are hung out on every fide, to 
catch you, and to hold you, as it were, by the Gills, and 
by the Noſtrils, as the Fiſter doth ; therefore you mult F 
not look nor turn toward them The Heathen Man 
could ſtop his Ears with Wax againſt the Har'ot o the Sca; 
do * the like with your Fingers aga nſt the Bells o be 
Eeaſt. 7 

N in- w. What flaſhes. come from him! 4 

Quar. O, he has thoſe of his Oven; a notable hot Ba- 
ter 'twas when he ply:d the Peel: He is leading his Flock | 
intothe Fair now. ; 

Win- w. Rather driving em to the Pens; for he will let 
em look upon nothing. : 


Knock, Gentlewomen, the Weather's hot; wh ither. 4 | 


walk you? Have a care o your fine Velvet Caps, the (air 
is duſty. Take a ſweet delicate Booth, with Boughs, here 
i the way, and cool your ſelves i the Shade; you and your 
Friends. Fhe beſt Pig and Bottle Ale i the Fair, Sir. Old 


Urſla is Cook, there you may read; the Pig's Head ſpeaks i 


it. Poor Soul, ſhe bas h:d a String halt, the Maryhinchec; 
but ſhe*sprettily amended. | Y 
Little-wit is gazing at the Sign; which is the Pig: 
Head, with a large Hriting under it. 4 

Whit, A delicate Show-Pig, little Miſtreſs, with ſnweet 
Sauce, and Crackling, like de Bay-Leaf i' de Fire, la! Tu 
ſhalt ha de clean fide o' de Table-Clot, and di Glaſs viſh'd- © 
with phaterſh of Dame Annesſh Clare. : 
Fob. This is fine verily, here be the beſt-Pigs, and ſhe il 
does roaſt em as well as ever ſhedid, the Pig's Head ſays. 


Knoc. Excellent, excellent Miſtreſs, with Fire o' uni- 


per and Roſemary Branch: s! The Oracle of the Pig's Head, 


that, Sir. , 
Purtce © 
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Puree. Son, were you not warn'd of the Vanity of the 
Rye ? Have you forgot the wholeſome Admonition ſo 
oon? | | #) 2a 
Joh. Good Mother, how ſhall we find a Pig, if we dd 
not look about fort't? Will it run off o the Spit, into our 
Mouths, think you, as in Luberland, and cry, we, we? 

Buſ. No, but your Mother, religiouſly wiſe, conceiv- 
eth it may offer itſelf by other means to the Senſe, as by 
way of Steam, which I think it doth here in this Place 
(Hub, huh) yes, it doth. [Buſy ſcents after it like a Hound. 
And it were a.Sin of Obſtinacy, great Obſtinacy, high 
and horrible Obſtinacy, to decline or r: fiſt the good Ti- 
tillation of the famclick Senſe, which is the Smell. There- 
fore be bold (bub, huh, huh) follow the Scent. Enter 
the Tents ot the Unclean, for once, and ſatisfie your 


S Wife's Frailty. Le your trail Wife be ſatisfied ; your 


z:alous Mother, and my ſuffering ſelf, will alſo be ſatis- 
fied.” 
Joh. Come, in, as good winny here as go farther, and 


fee nothing. 
Buſ. We ſcape ſo much of the other Vanities, by our. 


Nearly entring. 


Purec. It is an edifying Conſideration. | 
Win. This is (curvy, that we muſt come into the Fair, 

and not look on't. | = 
Joh. Win, have patience, Win, I'll tell you more anon, 
Knoc. Moon-calf, entertain within there, the beſt Pig 

i' the Booth, a Pork- like Pig. Theſe are Banbary-bloods, 


o' the ſincere Stud, come a Pig-bunting, Whu, wait, 


Whit, loak.to your Charge. 
Buſ. A Pig prepare preſently, let a Pig be prepared to 

8 

Moon. Slight, who be theſe ? . 

Ur/. Is this the good Service, Jordan, you'd do me? 

Nuoc. Why, Urs? why, Urs ? thou'lt ha Vapours i' thy 


q Leg again preſently, pray thee go in, t may turn to the 
Scratches elſe. 


Urſ. Hang your Vapours, they are ſtale, and ſtink like 


¶ vou; are theſe the Gueſts o the Game you promis'd to fill 
my Pit withal to da | 


=”, 
Knee. I, what ulthey, Urs? . 
2 


230 Bartholomew Fair. 


Ur{. Ailthey ? they are all Sippers, Sippers o the City,. 
they look as they would not drink off two penn orth ab 


Bottle Ale amongſt em. 
Moon. A body may read that i their ſmall printed Ruffs. 
Knoc. Away, thou art a Fool, Urs, and thy Mon- calf 
too, i' your ignorant Vapours now : Hence, good Gueſts, 
I fay, right Hypocrites, good Gluttons. In, and ſet a' 
couple o Pigs o the Board, and halt a dozen ot the big- 
geſt Bottles afore em, and call !Vhit : I do not love to hear 
Innocents abus'd : Fine ambling Hypocrites! and a Stone- 
Puritan with a Sorrel Head and Beard, good mouth'dGlut- 
tens: Two toa Pig, away. 
Urſ. Are you ſure they are ſuch? 
| Knee. O' the right Breed, thou ſhalt try em by the 
Teeth, Urs; where's this hit ? ; 
Whit. Behold, Man, and ſee, what a worthy Man am ee 
With the Fury of my Sword. and the ſhaking of my Beard, 
I will make ten ihouſand Men afeard. | 
Rnoc. Well ſaid, brave H Hit, in, and tear the Ale ou: of 
the Bottles into the Beilies of the Brethren, and the Siſters 
drink tothe Cauſe, and pure Vapours. 
| uar. My Roarer is turn'd Tapſter, methinks. Now 
were a fin? time tor thee, 1Vin-wife, to lay aboard thy Wi- 
dow, thou' it never be a Maſter ot a better Seaſon or | lace ; 


She that will venture her {elf into the Fair, anda Pig- box, 


will admit any Aſſault. be aſſu+'d.of that. 
Win-w. I love not Enterpriſes of that ſuddenneſs tho'. 
uay. I'll warrant thee then, no Wife out of. the Wi- 


dow's Hundred: If I had but as much Title to her, as to 


have breath'd once on that ſtreight Stom cher of hers, I 
would now aſſure my ſelf to carry her, yet ere ſhe went 
out of Smithfield. Or ſhe ſhould carry me, which were 
the fitter ſight, I confeſs. Bur you are a modeſt Underta- 


ker, by Circumſtances ard Degrees; come, tis Diſeaſe in 


ther, not Judgment, | ſhould offer at all together. Look, 
here's the poor Fool again, that was ſtung, by the Waſp 


ere while, 
Yuſtice, Win-wiſe, Quarlous. 


Juſt. I will make no more Orations, ſnal draw on theſe 


tragical Concluſions. And I begin now to think, that by- 


a. ſpice of collatera Juſtice, Adam Overdo deſerv'd Res 
beaat- 


2 > 
SE * 


3 


DD” WW 9 .. 


"5-9 
* 


— 
ma 


1 


Bartholomew Fair. 231 


beating; for 1 the ſaid Adam was one Cauſe (a By-cauſe) 
why the Purſe was loſt: and my Wife's Brother's Purſe 
too, which they know not of yet. But I ſhall make very 
good Mirth with it at Supper, (that will be the Sport) and 
put my little Friend, Mr. any Waſp's Choler quite 
out ot Countenance. When, fitting at 4. upper end o 
my Table, as I uſe, and drinking to my Brother Cokes, 
and Mrs. Alice Overdo, as I will, my Wie, for their good 
Affection to old Bradley, I deliver to em, it was I that was 
cudgell'd, and ſhew em the Marks. To ſee what bad E- 
vents may peep out o' the Tail of good Purpoſes! The 
Care I had of that civil young Man, I took fancy to this 
Moruag, (and have not left it yet) drew me to that Ex- 
hortation, which drew the Company indeed; whichdrew 
the Cut-purſe; which drew the Mony; which drew my 
Brother Cokes his Loſs; which drew on Waſp's Anger; 
which drew on my Beating : A pretty Gradation! and 
they ſhall ha' it i* their Diſh i faith at night for Fruit; Ilove 
to be merry at my Table. I had thought once, at one ſpe- 
cial blow he ga' me, to have revealed my ſelf; but then (1 
thank thee, Fortitude) I remembred that a wiſe Man (and 
who isever ſo great a part o' the Common-wealth in him- 
ſelt) tor no particular Diſaſter ought to abandon a publick 
good Deſign. The Husband-man oughtnot, for one un- 
thankful Year, to forſake the Plough ; the Shepherd ought 
not for one ſcab'd Sheep to tho by his Tar-box ; the 
Pilot ought not. for one Leak i' the Poop, to quit the 
Helm ; nor the Alderman ought not, for one Cuſtard more 
ata Meal, to give up his Cloak; the Conſtable ought not 
to break his Staff, and torſwear the Watch, for one roar- 
ing Night; nor the Piper o' the Pariſh (ur parvis compo- 
nere magna ſolebam) to put up his Pipes for one rainy Sun- 
day. Theſe are certain knocking Concluſions ; out of 
which; I amreſolv'd, come what come can, come Beat- 
ing, come [mpriſonment, come Infamy, come Baniſh- 
ment; nay, come the Rack, come the Hurdie, (welcome 
al!) I will not diſcover who I am, till my due time; and 
yet ſtill, all ſhall be, as I ſaid ever, in Juſtice name, and the 
King's, and tor the Common- wealth. 

Win. What does he talk to himſelf, and act fo ſeriouſly ? 


poor Fool! | 
| Quar. 
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Quar. No matter what. Here's freſner Argument} 


intend that. ba 

Cokes, Leatherhead, Waſp, , Miſtreſs Overdo, Wik-wif 

| uarlous, Traſh, Grace, lax 
Cok. Come, Miſtreſs Grace, come Siſter, here s more 

fine Sigh s, yet t faith. Gods lid where's Numps ? eee 


Lea. What do you lack, Gentlemen? what is't yon. 
buy ? fine Rattles, Drums, Babies, little Dogs, and Birqs no 
tor Ladies? What do you lack? 1 

Cok. Good honeſt Numps, keep afore, Iam ſo afraid tin 
thou'ltloſe ſomewhat; my Heart was a- my Mouth, when 


I-miſt thee, * 
Waſ. You were beſt buy a Whip i' your Hand to drive} | 
me. He 


Cok. Nay, do not m ſtake, Numps, thou art fo apt trol vl 
miſtake : I would but watch the Goods. Look you nove, 
the treble Fiddle was eben almaſt like to be loſt, tec 

Waſ. Pray you take heed you loſe not your ſelf; your | 
beſt way were eren get up and ride for more Surety, Buy gri 
a Token's worth of great Pins, to faſten your leit to my 
Shoulder. x. 

Lea: What do you lack, Gentlemen? fine Purſes jon 
Pouches, Pin-caſes, Pipes? What is't you lack? a pair o 
Smiths to wake you i' the Morning ? or a fine whiltlingeF t 
Bird? 

Cok. Numps, here be finer things than any we ha' bouglt 3 
by odds! and more delicate Horſes, a great deal; goud 
Numps, ſtay, and come hither. J 

Waſ. Will you ſcourſe with him? you are in Smithfield goy 
you may fit your ſel: with a fine eaſie going Street- nag tim 
for your Saddle again Michaelmas Term, do; has he nel ert, 
a little odd Cart for you to make a Carroch on, i the Coun-W . 
try. with tour pyed Hobby-horſes ? why the Meaſles, 
ſnould you ſtand here, wich your Train, cheapning «t 
Dogs, Birds, and Babics ? you ha' no Children to beftow 
em on, ha' you? | | 

Cok. No, but again I ba! Children, Nxm ts, that's al 
one. | thee 

Waſ. Do, do, do, do; how many ſhall you have, think © 
you? an' I wereas you, Id buy for all my Tenants too, 
they area kind o civil Savages, that wi.! part K. cher 
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en Children for Rattles, Pipes, and Knives. You were beſt 
vuy a Hatchet or two, and truck with 'em, 
wife. Cok. Good Numps, hold that little Tongue of thine, and 
Ave it a labour. lam reſolute Bat, thou know'ſt. 
ore Haſ. A reſolute Fool you are, I Rnow, and a very ſuffi- 
cent CLoxcomb; with all my Heart; nay, you have it, Sir, 
von and you be angry, Turd i' your Teet, twice; (if I ſaid it 
1rd not once afore) and much good do you. 
Min. Was there ever ſuch a ſelf, affliction, and ſo imper- 
raid Frinent ? 
"en (ar. Alas! his Care will go nere to crack him, let's 
ia and comfort him. 
rive Waſ. Would I had been ſet i' the Ground, all but the 
Hea: on me, and had my Brains bowl'd at. or threſh'd out, 
pt 10 when firſt 1 underwent this plague of a Charge! 
Our, Quar. How now, Numps? a moſt tir'd i your Pro- 
tetorſhip ? . overparted, overparted? 
your af. Why, I cannot tell, Sir, it may be I am; does't 
Buy grieve you? 
my nar. No, I ſwear does't not, Numps; to fatisfie you, 

Waſ. Namps ? Sblood, you are fine and familiar! how 
long ha' we been acquainted, I pray you ? 
gar. I think it may be remembred, Numps, that? 
7 'twas ſince Morning ſure, 

Wiſ. Why, I hope I know't well enough, Sir, I did 
not ask to be told. 

Quar. No? why then? 

Waſ. It's no matter why ; you ſee with your Eyes, 
now, What I {aid to you to day? you'll believe meanother 
time? | 

Quar. Are you removing the Farr, Numps ? 

IWaſ. A pretty Queſtion! anda very civil one! yes faith, 
] ha' my Lading you ſ e, or ſhall have anon; you may know 
whoſe Beaſt 1 am by my Burden. It the Pannier-man's 
Jack were ever better knowa by his Loins of Mution, 
[ll be flead, and feed Dogs for him when his time comes, 

Win. How melancholick Miſtreſs Grace is yonder! pray 
thbee let's go enter ourſelves in Grace with her, 
nk Cok. Thoſe fix Horſes, Friend, I'll have. 

00% Wo/. How! 
heit Cok. 
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Cok. And the three — and half a dozen o 
Birds, and that Drum (I bave one Drum already) and your 
Smiths; I like that Device o' your Smiths, very pretty 
well, and four Halbert and (le' me ſee) that fine 
painted great Lady, and her three Women for State, III 
have. 


Ul 
5 3 


Waſ. No, the Shop; buy che whole Shop, it will be 


= 'beſt, the Shop, the Shop! 
_— ——— Lea. Ii his Worſhip pleaſe. 
2 * Waſ. Yes, and keep it during the Fair, Bobchin, 
Cok. Peace, Numps. Friend, do not meddle with him, 
and you be wiſe, and would ſhew your Head above board; 


me. A ſet of theſe Violins I would buy too, for a delicate 
young Noiſe J have i' the Country, that are every one a 
Size leſs than another, juſt like your Fiddles. I would fain 
have a fine young Maſque at my Marriage, now I think 
on't: but 1 do want tuch a Number ot Things. And 
Numps wil not help me now, and I dare not ſpeak to him. 
Tra. Will your Worſhip buy any Ginger- bread, very 
good Bread, comfortable Bread ? 

Cok. Ginger-bread! yes, let's ſee. 

W af. There's the t other Sprindge. 
[He runs to her Shop. 


in the midſt, and call away my Cuſtomers? Can you an- 
ſwer this at the Piepouldres? 

Te. Why? it his Maſterſhip has a mind to buy, I hope 
my Ware lies as open as another's; I may ſhew my Ware 
as well as you yours. 

Cok. Hold your Peace; I'll content you both: I' buy 
up his Shop and thy Basket. 
Waſ. Will you i? faith? 
Wi Lea. Why ſhou'd you put him from it, Friend? 
= - +  Waſ. Cry you mercy! you'd be ſold too, would you? 


vou any Qualities ? 
* Tre. Yes, Good-man-anery-man, you ſhall find he hai 
Qualities it you cheapen him. 


* 


they ? will they be bought for Love or Money ? 


he will ſting thorow your wrought Night-cap, believe 


Tea. Is this well, goody Jone, to interrupt my Market 


What's the Price on you, Jerkin and all, as you ſtand ? ha 


Waſ. Gods fo, you ha' the ſelling of bim! what arc 


Trap. 
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| Trap. No indeed, Sir. 
| off Waſ. For what then, Victuals: | | 
Our Tra. He ſcorns Victuals, Sir; he has Bread and Butter 
tty at home, thanks be to God! and yet he will do more for a 
ine good Meal, if the Toy take him i' the Belly: marry then 
lui they mult not {et him at lower Erds, if they do, he'll 
away though he faſt. But put him a top o' the Table, 
be where his Place is, and he'll do you forty fine Things. He 
has not been ſent for, and ſought out for nothing, at your 
reat City-ſuppers, to put down Coriat and Cokeley, and 
. laught at tor his Labour; he'll play you all the Puppets 
im, i' the Town over, and the Players, every Company, and 
rd; his own Company too; he ſpares no body l 
evel Cok. Þ taith ? | a 
cate Tra, He was the firſt, Sir, that ever baited the Fellow i 
ne a the Bear's Skin, an'tlike your Worſhip: no Dog ever came 
fain near him fince. And for fine Motions! 
tink Cok. Is he good at thoſe too? can he ſet out a Mask 
And trow ? t 
nim. Tra. O Lord, Maſter! ſought to far and near for his In- 
very ventions; and he engroſſes all, he makes all the Puppets i 
the Fair. 
Cok. Doi ſt thou (in troth) old Velvet Jer kin? give me 
thy Hand. | 
hop. Tra. Nay, Sir, you ſhall ſee him in his Velvet Jerkin, 
irket and a Scart too, at Night, when you hear him interpret 
1 an- Maſter Lizcle-wit's Motion. | 
Cok. Speak no more, but ſhut up Shop preſently, Friend, 
hope 1']! buy both it and thee too, to carry down with me, and 
Ware her Hamper beſide. Thy Shop ſhall furniſh out the Mask, 
and hers the Banquet: 1 cannot go leſs, to ſet out any 
| buy thing with credit. What's the Price, ata Word, o thy 
whole Shop, Cale, and all as it ſtands ? | 
Lea. Sir, it ſtands me in fix and twenty Shilling ſeven 
Pence Halt-penny, belides three Shillings tor my Ground, 
Cok. Well, thirty Shillings wul do all, then! And what 
2 comes yours to? 
Tra, Four Shillings and e even Pence, Sir, Ground an't 
like your M orſhip. | 
Cok Ves, i: does like my Worſhip very well, poor Wo- 
man; that's five Shillings more; what a Mask ſhall 1 fur- 
niſh 
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niſn out, for forty Shillings > (Twenty Pound Scorch) and 

a Banquet of Ginger-bread ? there's a ſtately thing! Numps? 
Siſter ? and my Wedding Gloves too? (that I never thought 
on afore.) All my Wedding Gloves, - Ginger-bread? O 
me! what a Device will there be? to make em eat their 
Fingers Ends! and delicate Brooches for the Bridemen, 
and all? and then 1 il ha this Poeſie put to em, For the beſt 
Grace, meaning Miſtreſs Grace my Wedding Poeſie. 

Gra. Iam beholden to you, Sir, and to your Bartholo- 
mew Wit. 

Waſ. Vou do not mean this, do you? Is this your firſt 
Purchaſe ? o 

Cok. Yes faith; and 1 do not think, Numps, but thou'lt 
Gay, it was the wiſeſt Act that ever I did in my Wardſhip. 

Waſ. Like enough! Tihall iay any thing, I! 

Tothem, Laber Edg worth. Nightingale. 

Juſt. 1 cannot beget a Project, with all my political Brain 
yet; my Project᷑ is how to fetch off this proper young Man 
from his debaucht Company: I have followed him all the 
Fair over, and itil! I find him with this Songſter: And 1 
begin ſhrewdly to ſuſpect their Familiarity ; and the youn 
Man of a terrible Taint, Poetry! with which idle Diſeaſe 
if he be infected, there's no hope of him, in a State- courſe. 
Actum eſt, of him for a Common-wealths-man ; if he go 
tot in Rhime once. | 

Edg. Yonder he is buying o' Ginger- bread; ſet in quick- 
ly, betore he part with too much ot his Money. 

Nig. My Maſters andFriends, and good People, draw near, 

e. [ Cok. runs to the Ballad Man. 

. Cok. Ballads / hark! hark! pray thee, Fellow, ſtay a 

little; good Numps, look to the Goods, What Ballads haſt 
thou? fer me ſee, let me ſee myſelf, 

Waſ. Why ſo! he's flown to another Lim-buſh, there 
he will flutter as long more; till he ha* ne er a Feather left. 
Is therea Vexation like this, Gentlemen? will you believe 
me now, hereafter ? ſhall I have Credit with you? 

Quar. Yes faith ſhalt thou, Numps, and thou art wor- 
thy on't, tor thou ſweateſt fort. I never ſaw a young 
Pimp errant and his Squire better match'd, 

Win- w. Faith, the Siſter comes after em well too. 
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Cra. Nay, if you ſaw the Juſtice her Husband, myGuar- 
dian, you were fitted for the Meſs, he is ſuch a wiſcone his 
Way —— | 

Wise. I wonder we ſee him not here. 

Gra. O! he is too ſerious for this Place, and yet better 
Sport then than the other three, Iaſſure you, Gentlemen, 
where · e er he is, though't be o the Bench. 

Cok. How doſt thou call is ? ACaveat againſt Cut · purſes! 
a good Jeſt iꝰ faith, I would fain {ce that Demon, your Cut- 
purſe you talk of, that delicate handed Devil; they ſay he 
walks hereabout; I would ſee him walk now. Look you 
Siſter, here, here, | He ſhews his Purſe boaſtingly.] let him 
come, Siſter, and welcome. Ballad-man, does any Cut- 
pu_ haunt hereabout? pray thee raiſe me one or two; 

egin and ſhew me one. 

Nig. Sir, this is a Spell againſt em, ſpick and ſpan new; 
and tis made as 'twere in mine own Perſon, and I ſing it 
in mine own Defence, But it will coſt a Penny alone it 
you buy it. | | | 

Cok. No matter for the Price, thou doſt rot know me, 
I fee, I am an odd Bartholomew. 

Over, Has'ta fine Picture, Brother? 

Cok. O Siſter, do you remember the Pallads over the 
Nurſery-chimney at home o' my own paſting up; there 
be l Pictures, other Manner of Pictures than theſe, 
Friend. 

Waſ. Yet theſe will ſerve to pick the Pictures out o your 
Pockets, you ſhall ſee. 

Cok. So I heard em ſay. Pray thee mind him not, Fel- 
low; he'll have an Oar in every thing. 

Nig. It was intended, Sir, as if a Purſe ſhould chance 
to be cut in my Preſence, now, 1 may be blameleſs tho'; 
as by the Scquel will more plainly appear. 

Cok, We ſhall find that i the matter. Pray thee begin. 

Nig. To the Tune of Paggington's Pound, Sir. 

Cok. Fa, la la la, la la la, falalala. Nay, Vilput thee 
in tune and all! Mine own Country Dance! Pray thee be- 

in. | 
- Nig. It is a gentle Admonition, you muſt know, Sir, 
both to the Purſe- cutter and the Purſe-bearer. 
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Cok. Not a Word more, out of the Tune, an' thou lov'lt 
me: Fa, la la la, la la la, falalala. Come, when? 

Nig. My Maſters. and Friends, and good People draw near, 
And look to your Purſes for that I doſay; 

Cok. Ha, ha, this chimes! Good Counſel at firſt daſh, 

Nig. And tho little M 172 in them you do bear, 
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It coſt more to get, than to loſe in a Day. Cok. God? 
You oft huwe been told, 
Both the Young and the Old, 
Ard bidden beware of the Cut-purſeſo bold; 
: Cok. Well faid ! he were to b.ame that would not i! 
aith, 
'Nig. Then if you take heed not, free me from the Curſe, 
Who both give you warning, for, and the Cut-purſe. 
Yeuth, Youth, thou hadſt better been ſtarv'd by thy Nurſe, 
Ian live to be hang d for cutting a Purſe. 
Cok. Good i' faith, how fay you, Numps? is there any 
CC 
+ Nig. It hath been upbraided to Men of my Trade, 
That oftentimes we are the Cauſe of this Crime; 
Coek, The more Coxcombs they that did it, I wuſle, 
Nig. Alack andfor Pity, why ſhould it be ſaid ? 
if they regarded or Places or Time. 
Examples ha ve been 
O/ ſome that were ſeen 
In Weſlminſter Hall, ye the Pleaders between; 
Then why ſhould the Judges be free from this Curſe, 
More than my poor ſel/ for cutting the Purſe? 
Cok. Ged-a-Mercy for that! why ſhould they be more 
free indeed ? | 
Nig. Youth, Youth, thou hadſt better been ſtarv d by thy 
Nurſe, 
Than — Fe hang d for cutting a Purſe, 
Cok, That again, good Ballad-mian, that again, O rare! 
I woul1 fain rub mine Elbow now, | ut I dare not pull out 
my Hand. On I pray thee; he that made this Ballad ſhall 
be Poet 10 my Mack. _ | He ſongs the Burden with him. 
* Nig. 4: Worc'ſter *tis known well, and even i' the Jayl, 
A Knight of good Worſhip did there ſhew his Face 
Ag-nſt the foul di nners, in Zeal for to rail, 
And loft (iplo tacto) his Purſe in the Place. 4 
ok. 
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Cok. Is it poſſible ? 
Nig. Nay, once from the Seat 
Of Fudgment ſo great, | 
A Fudge there did loſe a fair Pouch of Velvet, 

Cok. l' taith ? 

Nig. O Lord for thy Mercy, how wicked or worſe, 
Are thoſe that ſo venture their NeCks for a Purſe / 
Touth, Youth, &c. 

Cok. Youth, Youth, &c. Pray thee ſtay a little, Friend; 
— o' thy Conſcience. Numps, ſpeak, is there any harm i 
this ? | 
Waſ. To tell you true, 'tis too good for you, leſs you 

had Grace to follow it. 
Juſ. It doth diſcover Enormity, Il mark it more: I 
ha* not lik d a paltry Piece of Poetry ſo well a good while, 

Cok. Youth, Youth, &c. where's this Youth now? A 

Man muſt call upon him for his own good, and yet he will 
not appear. Look here, here's for him; Handy-dandy, 
which Hand will he have? On, I pray thee, with the reſt; 
Ido hear of him, but I cannot ſee him, this Maſter Yourh, 
the Cut- pur ſe. [ He ſhews his Purſe, 
Nig. At Plays, and at Sermons, and at the Seſſions, 
"Tis daily their Practice ſuch Booty to make ; 
Yea, under the Gallows, at Executions, 
They ſtick not the Stare-about Purſes zo take. 
Nay one without Grace, 
Ata better Place, 
At Court, and in Chriſtmas, before the Kings Fate; 
Cok. That was a fine Fellow ! I would have him now. 
Nig. Alack then for Pity muſt Tear the Curſe, 
That only belongs to the cunning Cut- purſe? 

Col. But where's their Cunning now, when they ſhould 
uſe it? they are all chain'd now, 1 warrant you. Youth, 
Youth, thou hadſt better, &c. The Ratcatchers Charms 
are all Fools and Aſſes to this! A pox on'em, that they will 
not come! that a Man ſhould have ſuch a Deſire to a thing, 
and want it. | 

Quar.'Fore God I'd give half the Fair, and 'twere mine, 


for a Cut - purſe for him to fave his Longing. 
[ He ſhews his Purſe again. 
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C:k. Look you, Siſter, here, here, where is't now ? 
which Pocket is't in, for a We ger? * | 
Waf. I beſcech you leave vour Wagers, and let him end 


his Matter an't may be. 
Cok. O, are you edified, Nyumps ? 
Ju. Indeed he does interrupt him too much: There 
Numps ſpoke to Purpole. 
Cok. Siſter, Jam an Af, I cannot keep my Purſe: On, 
on, I pray thee, Friend. [ Again, 
| Edgworth gets up to him, and tickles him in the Ear 
with a Siraw twice to draw his Hand out of his 
Pocket. | 
Ng. But O, you wile Nation of Cut- [ Win-w, Will 
purſes all, you ſee Sport? 
Relent and repent, and amend and be | look, there's a 
ſound, | Fellow gathers 
And Rnow that you ought not, by honeſt up to him, 
Mens Fall, | mark. 
Advance your own Fortunes, to die above 
Ground; - 1 Quwuar, Good, 
And though you go gay r faith! O he 
In Silks, as you may, , has lighted on 
Is it not the High. way to Heaven, (as they = wrong Poc- 
ay.) | et. 
Repent — , repent you, ſor better, for 
worſe, RE Win-w. He 
And kiſs not the Gallows for cutting à | has it fore 
Purſe. God he is 2 
Wuth, Youth, thou hadſt better been | brave Fellow; 
ſtarv'd by thy Nurſe, | pity he ſhould 
Than live to be hang d for cutting a Purſe, (be detected. 
All. An excellent Ballad! an excellent Ballad | 
Edg. Friend, let me ba' the firſt, let me ha the firſt, 1 
pray you. | 
Cok. Pardon me, Sir; firſt come firſt ſerv'd; and I'l 
'buy the whole Bundle too. 


Win. That Conveyance was better than all, did you ſee 
it? he has given the Purſe to the Ballad - ſinger. 
Omar. Has he? 
Eag. Sir, I ery you Merey, I' not hinder the poor 
Man's Profit; pray you miſtake me not, old 
oh, 
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. Cok. Sir, I take you for an honeſt Gentleman; it that 
be miſtaking, I met you to Day afore: ha! humh! O 
God! my Purſe ig gone, my Purſe, my Purſe, gc. } 

Waf. Come do not make a Stir, and cry. yourſelf an 
Aſs thorow the Fair afore your time. | 

Cok. Why, Eaſt thou it, Numps? good Numps, how 
came you by it, Il mar? 

Waſ. I pray you ſeek ſome other Gameſter to play the 
Fool with; you may loſe it time enough, for all your Fair 
Wit. 

Cok. By this good Hand, Glove and all, I ha* loſt it al- 
ready if thou haſt it not; feel elſe, and Miſtreſs Grave's 
Handkerehief too, out of the other Pocket. 

Wa Why, tis well, very well, exceeding pretty and 
well, | 

Edg. Are you ſure you ha' loſt it, Sir? 

Cok. O God! yes; as I am an honeſt Man, I had it but 
een now, at Youth, Youth. F 

* Nig. I hope you ſuſpect not me, Sir? 

Edg. Thee? that were a Jeſt indeed ! Doſt thou think 
the Gentleman is fooliſh ? where hadſt thou Hands, I pray 
thee? Away Aſs, away. 

Inf. 1 ſhall be beaten again, if | be ſpy'd. 7” 

Edg. Sir, I ſuſpe& an odd Fellow, yonder, is ſtealing 
away. 

— Brot her, it is the preaching Fellow! you ſhall ſu- 
ſpect him. He was at your t'other Parſe, you know! 
Nay ſtay, Sir, and view the Work you ha' done, an' you 
be benefic'd at the Gallows, and preach there, thank your 
own Handy-Work. | 

Cok. Sir, you ſhall take no pride in your Preferment, 
you ſhall be ſilenc'd quickly. 

Ju What do you mean, ſweet Buds of Gentility ? 

Cok. To have my Penny worths out on you: Bud, no, 
lefs than two Purſes a Day ſerve you? I thought you a 
ſimple Fellow when my Man Numps beat you i the Morn- 
ing, and pitied you. 

Over. So did I, I'll be ſworn, Brother; but now I {fe 
he is a led and pernicious Enormity (as Maſter Overdo 
calls him.) | 
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Fuſs Mine own Wordsturn'd upon me like Swords. 

Cok, Cannot a M:n's Purſe be quiet for you i' the Ma- 
Ker's Pocket, but you muſt intice it forth and debauch it? 

Waſ. Sir, Sir, keep your Debauch; and your fine Bar- 


tholomew Terms to yourſelt, and make as much on em as 
you pleaſe. But give me this trom you iꝰ the mean time; 


I beſecch you, ſee if I can look to this. 
[ Waſpzakes the Licenſe from him. 

Cok. Why, Numps? | 

Waſ. Why? becauſe you are an Aſs, Sir, there's a Rea- 
{on the ſhorteſt way, and you will needs: ha? it; now you 
have got the Trick of loſing, you'd: loſe your Breech an 
twere looſe. I know you, Sir, come; deliver, yowll go 
and crack the Vermine you breed naw, will you? 'tis very 
fine, will you have the Truth on't ? they are ſuch wreteh- 
leis Flies as you are, that blow Cut- purſes abroad in every 
Corner; your fooliſh having of Money makes em. And 
there were no wiſer than l, Sir, the Trade ſhould lye open 
tor you, Sir, it ſnould i' faith, Sir. I would teach. your 
Wit to come to your Head, Sir, as well as yuur Land to 
come into your Hand, Iaſſure you, Sir. 

Win. Alack, good Num ps. 

Waſ. Nay, Gentlemen, never pity me, I am not worth 
it: Lord ſend me at home once to Harrom o' the Hill 
again, if I travel any more, call me Coriat with all mx 
heart. * 
Quar. Stay, Sir, I muſt have a Word with yau in pri- 
vate. Do ʒou hear. | 

Fdg. With me, Sir? what's your Pleaſure, good Sir? 

Duar. Do not deny it, you are a Cut-purle, Sir, this 
Gentieman here and I ſaw you: Nor do we mean to detect 
you (though we can ſufficiently inform ourſelves toward: 
the Danger of concealing you) but you muſt do us a Piece 
ot Service. 


Edg. Good Gentlemen, do not undo me; Lam a civil 


young Man, and but a Beginner indeed. 

Duar. Sir, your Beginning ſhall bring on your Ending 
forus. Weareno Catchpoles nor Conſtables. That you. 
are to undertake is this; you faw the old Fellow with the 
black Box here? | 
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Fdg. The little old Governor, Sir ? 

Quar. That ſame: I ſee you have flown him to a Mark 
already. I would ha? you get away that Box from him, 
and bring it us | 

Edg. Would you ha' the Box and all, Sir, or only that 
that is in't? I'll get you that, and leave him the Box to play 
with ſtill (which will be the harder o' the two) becauſe I 
would gain your Worſhip's good Opinion of me. 

Win-w, He ſays well, tis the greater Maſtery, and 'twill 
make the more Sport when 'tis miſt. 

Eag. I, and *rwill be the longer a miſſing, to draw on 
the Sport. | 2 * | 

Quar. But look you do it now, Sirrah, and keep your 
Word, or | ; 

Edg. Sir, if ever | break my Word with a Gentleman, 
may I never read Word at my need. Where ſhall I find 
ou ? 
c Sar. Somewhere i' the Fair, hereabouts. Diſpatch 
it quickly, I would fain ſee the careful Fool deluded! Of 
all Beaſts, I love the ſerious Aſs; he that takes pains to be 
2 plays the fool wich the greateſt Diligence that 
can be. 

Gra. Then you would not chuſe, Sir . but love my 
Guardian, Juſtice Overdo, who is anſwerable to that De- 
ſcription in every Hair of him. Sam dogaent ed 55 fs 

Quar.; So | have heard. But how came you, Miſtreſs- 
Welborn, to be his * ard, or have relation to him at firſt? 

Gra. Faith, through a common Calamity, ke bought 
me, Sir; and now he will marry me to his Wile's Brother, 
this wiſe Gentleman that you ſee, or elſe I muſt piy value 
of my Landa, | 

Quar. *'Slid, is there no Device of Diſparagement, or 
{o? Talk with ſome crafty Fellow, ſome Picklock of the 
Law! Would I had ſtudied a Year longer i' the Inns of 
Court, and't had been but i“ your Caſe, | 

Win- w. I, Maſter Quarlous, are you proffering? 

Gra, You'd bring but little Aid, Sir. 

Win-w. (III look to you i' faith, Gameſter.) An un- 
fortunate fooliſh Tribe you are faln into, Lady, I wonder 
you can endure em. 
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Gra, Sir, they that cannot work their Fetters off. muſt 

wear em. 1 
Win- w. You ſee what Care they have on you, to leave 
you thus. | | 

Gra. Faith the fame they have of themſelves, Sir. I 
cannot greatly complain, if this were all the Plea I had 
againſt em. 

Win-w,*Tis true! but will you pleaſe to withdraw with 
us alittle, and make them think they have loſt you. I 
hope our Mariners ha' been ſuch hitherto, and our Lan- 
guage, as will give you no Cauſe to doubt yourſelf in our 
Company.. 7:8 

Gra. Sir, | will give myſelf no Cauſe; I am ſo ſecure of 
mine own Manners, as | ſuſpect not yours. 

Dar. Look where John Little-wit comes. 

Win-w. Away, II not be ſeen by him. 

Qzar. No, you were not beſt, he d tell his Mother, th 
Widow. | 
Win-w. Heart! what do you mean? 

-Qzar. Cry you Mercy, is the Wind there? muſt not the 
Widow be nam'd? 
John, Win, Traſh, Leatherhead, Knock bum, Buſy, 
Purecraft. 

Joh. Do you hear, Win, Wix? 

Win. V hat ſay you, John? ' | 

Joh. While they are paying the Reckoning, Win, I'll 
tell you a thing, Win; we ſhall never ſee any Sights i' the 
Fair, Win, except you long ſtill, Win; good Win, {weet 
Win, long to {ce ſome Hobby- horſes, and ſome Drums, 
and Rattles, and Dogs, and fine Devices, Win, T he Bull 
with the Five Legs, Win; and the great Hog. Now you 
have begun with Pig, you may long for any thing, Win, 
and ſo for my Motion, Win. 
© Wir, But we ſha' not eat of the Bull and the Hog, John; 
how ſhall I long then ? | 

Joh. O yes, Win: You may long to ſee. as well as to 

taſte, Win: How did the Pothecary's Wife, Win, that 
long'd to ſee the Anatomy, Win? or the Lady, Win, that 
deſir d to ſpit i the great Lawyer's Mouth, after an eloquent 
Pleading ? I aſſure you, they long'd, Win; good Win, go 
in, and long. : 


Tra.. 
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Ta. I think we are rid of · our new Cuſtomer, Brother 
Leatherhead, we ſhall hear no more of him. 
| They plot ta be gone. 


Ties. All the better; let's pack upall, and be gone, be- 


fore he find us. 

Tra. Stay a little, yonder comes a Company; it may 
be we may take ſome more Money. 

Nuo. Sir, I will take your Counſel, and cut my Hair, 
and leave Vapours: I ſee that Tobacco, and Bottle-Ale, 
and Pig, and hit, and very Urſla her ſelt, is all Vanity. 

- Buſ. Only Pig was not comprehended in my Admoniti- 
on, the reſt were: For long Hair, it is an Enſign of Pride, 
a Banner; and the M orld is full of thoſe Banners, very tull 
ot Banners. And Bottle- Ale is a Drink of Satan's, a Diet- 
drink of Satan's, deviſed to puff us up, and make us ſwell 
in this latter Age of Vaniiy; as the Smoke of Tobacco, to 
keep us in Miſt and Error: But the fleſhly Woman (which 
you call Urſla) is above all ro be avoided, having the Marks 
upun her of the three Enemies of Man; the World, as be- 
ing in the Fair; the Devil, as being in the Fire; and the 
Fleſh, as being herſelf. 

Pur, Brother Zeal-of-the-land ! what ſhall we do? My. 
Daughter Min- the. fight is fall'n into her Fit of Longing 
again, 

S Bu For more Pig? There is no more, is there? 

Fur. To ſee ſome S'ghts i' the Fair. 

Buſ Siſter, let her fly the Impurity of the Place ſwiftly, 
leſt ſhe partake of the Pitch thereof, Thou art the Seat ot 
the B-aſt, O Smithfield, and I will leave thee. Idolatry 
peepeth out on every Side of thee. 

Nuo. An excellent right Hypocrite! Now his Belly is 
full, he falls a railing — kicking, the Jade, A very good 
Vapour! I lin, and joy UV with telling how her big 
works; two and a half he eat to his Share; and he has 
drunk a Pail-full, He cats with his Eyes, as well as his 
Teeth. 

Lea. What do you lack, Gentlemen? What is't you 
buy? Rattles, Drums, Babies : 

Buſ. Peace, with thy Apocryphal Wares, thou profane 
Publican; thy Bells, thy Dragons, and thy Tobies Dogs, 
Thy Hobby-horſe is an Idol, a very Idol, a ficrceand ran 
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Idol; and thou, the Nebuchadnexxar, the proud Neba- 
chadnezzar of the Fair, that ſett'ſt it up for Children to fall 
down to, and worſhip. 

Les. Cry you Mercy, Sir; will you buy a Fiddle to fill 
up your Noiſe? a 

Joh. Look, Win, do, look a God's Name, and fave 
Jour Longing. Here be fine Sights. 

Pur. 1, Child, ſo you hate em, as our Brother Zeal does, 
you may look on em. | 

Lea. Or what do you __ a Drum, Sir? 

Buſ. It is the broken Belly of the Beaſt, and thy Bellows- 
there are his Lungs, and theſe Pipes are his Throat, thoſe - 
Feathersare of his Tail, and thy Rattles the Gnaſhing of 
his Teeth. rds 

Tra. And what's my Ginger-bread, I pray you? 

Buſ. The Provender that pricks him up. Hence with 
thy. Basket of Popery, thy. Neſt of Images, and whole. 
Legend of Ginger-work. | 

| Lea. Sir, it you be not quiet the quicklier, I'll have you 
clapp'd fairly by the Heels, for diſturbing the Fair. 
Buſ. The Sin of the Fair provokes me, I cannot be ſi- 
eat. 

Pur. Good Brother Zeal ! | 

Lea. Sir, I'll make you ſilent, believe it. 

2 Id give a Shilling you could, i' faith Friend: 

ea. Sir, give me your Shilling, I'll give you my Shop, 
it do not; and I'll leave it in pawn with you i' the mean 
time. 

Joh. A Match, i' faith; but do it quickly then. 

Buſ. Hinder me not, Woman. [ He ſpeaks to the Widow. ] 
T'was mov d in Spirit, to be here this Day, in this Fair, this 
wicked and foul Fair; and fitter may it be call d a Foul than 
1 Fair; to proteſt againſt the Abuſes of it, the foul Abuſes 
of it, in regard of the afflited Saints, that are troubled, 
very much treubled, exceedingly troubled, with the open- 
ing of the Merchandiſe of Babylon again, and the peeping 
of Popery upon the Stalls here, bere, in the High Places. 

Ste you not Goldylocks, the Purple Strumpet there, in her 
yellow Gown and green Sleeves? the prophane Pipes, the 
winkling Timbrels? A Shop of Relicks ! 
Joh. Pray you forbear, I am put in truſt with * 
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Byf. And this idolatrous Grove of Images, this Flasket 
of Idols, which I will pulldown —. _ 

[ Overthrows the Ginge#-bread. 

(Tra. O my Ware, my Ware, God bleſs it.) wy 

Buſ. In my Zeal, and glory to be thus exercis'd. | 

{ Leatherhead enters with Officers. 

Lea. Here he is, pray you lay hold on his Zeal; we 
_ ſella Whiſtle tor him in Tune. Stop his Noiſe 
firſt. | 

Buſ. Thou can'ſt not; *tis a ſanctified Noiſe, I will 
make a loud and moſt ſtrong Noiſe, till 1 have daunted the 
prophane Enemy. And for this Cauſe — abet 

Lea. Sir, here's no Man afraid of you, or your Cauſe. 
You ſhall ſwear it i' the Stocks, Sir. 

Buſ. I willthruſt myſelf into theStacks, upon thePikes 
ofthe Land. 

Lea. Carry him away. 

Pur. Whatdo mean, wicked Men? 

Buſ. Let them alone, I fear them not. 

Joh. Was not this Shilling well ventur'd, Win, for our 
Liberty? Now we may go play, and ſce over the Fair, 
where we liſt ourſelves; my Mother is gone after him, 
and let her e en go, and loſe us. 

Win. Yes, Jahn; but I know not what to do. 

Joh. For what, Win? 

Win. For a thing I am aſham'd to tell you, i' faith; and 
tis too far to go home. 

Joh. I pray thee be not aſham'd, Win. Come, i' faith, 
thou ſhalt not be aſham'd: Is it any thing about the Hob- 
by-horſe Man? an't be, ſpeak freely, | 

Win. Hang him, baſe Bobchin, I ſcorn him; no, I 
have very great, what ſha'call 'um, John. 

Joh. O! is that all, Win? We'll go back to Capta'n 
Jordan, to the Pig-woman's, Win, he'll help us, or ſhe, 
with a Dripping-pan, or an old Kettle, or ſomething. The 
poor greaſie Soul loves you, Vin; and after we'll vilit the 
Fair Ml over, Vin, and ſce my Puppet play, Vin; you 
know it'sa fine Matter, Win. 

Lea. Let's away, I counſell'd you to pack up atore, 
Jone; 


Tya. 
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Tra. APox of his Bedlam Purity. He has ſpoil'd half 
my Ware : But the beſt is, we loſe nothing, if we miſs 
our firſt Merchant. 

Lea. It ſhall be bard for him to find, or know us, when 


we are tranſlated, Jone. 


— 
mn. . 


— * 
7 


r. SCENE. I. 


Nouble- all, Briſtle, Haggiſe, Cotes, Fuſtice, Pocher, Buſy; 


Purecraft. 


Tro. Maſters, I do make no Doubt, but you are 
Me Officers. | hs 

Bri. What then, Sir? 

Tro. And the King's loving and obedient Subjects. 

Bri. Obedient, Friend? Take heed what you ipeak, 
T adviſe you; Oliver Briftle adviſes you. His loving Sub- 
jects, we grant you; but not his obedient, at this time, 
by your Leave; we know our ſelves a little better than fo ; 
we are to command, Sir, and ſuch as you are to be obedi- 
ent. Here's one of his obedient Subjects going to theStocks ;. 
and we'll make you ſuch another, if you talk. 

Tro. You are all wiſe enough i' your Places, I know. 

Bri. If you know it, Sir, why do you bring it in Que- 
ftion ? | 
Tro. I queſtion nothing, pardon me. I do only hope 
you have Warrant for what you do, and ſo quit you, and 


ſo multiply you. [ He goes away again. 
Hag. What's he? Bring him up to the Stocks there. 
Why bring you him not up? 


Tro. It you have Juſtice Overdo's Warrant, *tis well; 
Comes again.] you are ſafe; that is the Warrant ot War- 
_ I'll not give this Button for any Man's Warrant 
elſe. 

Bri. Like enough, Sir; but let me tell you, an' you play 
away your Buttons thus, you will want 'em e're Night, 
tor any ſtore J ſee about you; you might keep 'em, and 
ſave Pins, L wuls.. [ Goes away. 

Jaſ. 
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Juſ. What ſhould he be, that doth fo eſteem and ad- 
vance my Warrant? He ſeems a ſober and diſcreet Perſon * 
It is a Comfort to a good Conſcience to be tollow'd with a 
good Fame in his Sufferings. The World will have a 


pretty Taſte by this, how I can bear Adverſity; and it will 


beget a kind of Reverence toward me hereafter, even 
from mine Enemies, when they ſhall ſee, I carry my Cala- 
mity nobly, and that it doth neither break me, nor bend 
me. 

Hag. Come, Sir, here's a Place for you to preach in. 
Will you put in your Leg? [They put him in the Stocks. 

Fuſt. That I will, chearfully. 

Bri. O' my Conſcience, a Seminary ! he kiſſes the 
Stocks. 

Cok. Well, my Maſters, I'll leave him with you; now 
Hee him beſtow'd, I'll go look tor my Goods, and Numps. 

Hag. You may, Sir, I warrant you: Where's the t'o- 
ther Bawler? fetch him too, you ſhall find 'em both faſt 
enough. f 

J. In the midſt of this Tumult, I will yet be the 
Author of mine own Reſt, and not minding their Fury, 
fit in the Stocks in that Calm as ſhall be able to trouble a 
Triumph. 

Tro. Do you aſſure me upon your Words? [Comes a- 
gain.] May I undertake for you, it 1 be ask'd the Queſtion, 
that you have this Warrant? 

Hag. What's this Fellow, for God's Sake? | 

Tro. Do but ſhew me Adam Overdo, and I am ſatisfied. 

[ Goes out. 

Bri. He is a Fellow that is diſtracted, they. ſay ; one 
Trouble-all: He was an Officer in the Court of Pie pow» 
deys here laſt Year, and put out of his Place by Juſtice 
Overdo. 

Juſt. Ha! 

Bri. Upon which he took an idle Conceit, and's run 
mad upon't : So that ever ſince he will do nothing, but by 
1 Overdo's Warrant; he will not eat a Cruſt, nor 

rink a little, nor make him in his Apparel ready. His 
Wife, Sirreverence, cannot get him make his Water, or 
ſhift his Shirt, without his Warrant. 

Jaſt. 


270 Bartholomew Fair. 


Juſt. If this be true, this is my greateſt Diſaſter ! How- 
am I bound to ſatisfie this poor Man, that is of ſo good a 
Nature to me, out of his Wits ! where there is no room 
left for diſſembling. 

Tro. If you cannot ſhew me Adam Overdo, [Comes in.] 
Lam in Doubt of you; I am atraid you cannot anſwer it. 

Goes again. 

Hag. Betore me, Neighbour Briſtle, (and now I think 
on't better) Juſtice Overdois a very parantory Perſon, 

Bri. O, are youadvis'd of that? and a ſevere juſticer, 
by your Leave. 

Juſt. Do I hear Ill of that Side too? | 

Bri. He will ſit as upright ohe Bench, an' you mark 
him, as a Candle i” the Socket, and give Light to the whole 
Courtin 44) GJ Tn | | | 

Hag. But he will burn blue, and ſwell like a Boil (God 
bleſs us) an he be angry. 

Bri. I, and he will beangry too, when his liſt, that's 
more; and when he is angry, be it right or wrong, he has 
the Law on's Side ever. I mark that too. 

Faſt. I will be more tender hereafter, . I ſee Compaſſi- 
on may become a Juſtice, though it be a Weakneſs, | con- 
teſs, and nearer a Vice than a Virtue. „ 

Hag. Well, take him out o' the Stocks again; we'll go b 

a ſure way to work, we'll ha' the Ace of Hearts ot our 9 
k 


br 4 — 


Side, if we can. [ They take the Juſtice out. 
Poc. Come, bring him away to his Fellow there. Ma- 
ſter Buſy, we ſhall rule your Legs, I hope, though we can- p 


not rule your Tongue. 
Buſ. No, Miniſter of Darkneſs, no; thou canſt not t 
rule my Tongue; my Tongue it is my.own, and with it 1. 


I vill both knock and mock down your Bartholomew Abo- - r. 

minations, till you be made a Hiſſing to the neighbour 

Pariſhes round about. | f ſ 
Hag. Let him a'one, we bave devis'd better upon't. { 
Pur. And ſha'l he not into the Stocks then? | * 
Bri. No, Miſtreſs, we'll have em both to Juſtice Over- 

do, and let him do over 'em as is fitting. Then I, and my 

Goſlip Haggiſe, and my Beadle Pocher are diſcharg d. 
Pur. O, I thank you, bleſſed; honeſt Men !. 


rh. 


yo 
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Bri. Nay, never thank us; but thank this Madman that 
eomes here; he put it in our Heads. IT 

Pur, Is he mad? Now Heaven increaſe his Madneſs, 
and bleſs it, and thank it: Sir, your poor Handmaid thanks-: 
you. [ Comes again. 

Tro. Have you a Warrant? An' you have a Warrartt,.. 
ſhew it, 8 | 

Pur. Yes, I have a Warrant, out of the Word, to 
give Thanks for removing any Scorn intended to the Bre: 
thren. 

Tro. It is Juſtice Overdo's Warrant that I look for, if 
you have not that, keep your Word, I'll keep mine. Quit 
ye, and multiply ye. 58 
Eadg worth, Trouble-all, Nightingale, Cotes, Coſtarde 

NmMonger. 

Edg. Come away, Nightingale, I pray thee. 

Tro. Whither go yowe where's your Warrant? 

Edg. Warrant! for what, Sir ? 

Do. For what you go about, you know how fit it is; 
an you have no Warrant, bleſs you, I'll pray for you, that's 


all I can do. [ Goes out. 


Edg. What means he ? 

Nig. A Mad-man that haunts the Fair; do you not know 
bim? * mar vel he has not more Followers atter his rag · 

ed Heels. 
. Edg. Beſhrew him, he ſtartled me: I thought he had 
known of our Plot. Guilt's a terrible thing: Ha' you pre- 
par'd the Coſtard-monger ? 

Nig. Yes, and agreed for his Basket of Pears; he is at 
the Corner here, ready. And your Prize, he comes down 
filing that way all alone, without his Protector; he is 
rid of him, it ſeems. 

Edg. I, I know; I ſhould ha' follow'd his Protector 
ſhip, for a Feat I am to do upon bim: But this offer'd it 
ſelf ſoi' the way, I could not let it ſcape: Here he comes, 
whiſtle ; be this Sport call'd, Dorring the Dottrel. 

Nig. Wh, wh, wb, wh, Gc. | Nightingale whiſtles... 

Cok. By this Light, I cannot find my Gingerbread Wife, 
nor my Hobby-horſe Man, in all the Fair now, to ha' my 
Money again: And I do not know the. way out an't; to- 


8 . 
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gd home for more. Do you hear, Friend, you that whiſtle 2. 


what Tune is that you whiſtle ? 
Nig. A new Tune, I am practiſing Sir. 


Col. Doſt thou know where I dwell, | pray thee? Nay Ys 
on with thy Tune; I ha' no ſuch haſte tor an Anſwer : 1'il © ! 


practiſe with thee. 
Cof. Buy any Pears, very fine Pears, Pears fine. 


Nightingale /ers his Foot afore him, | 


and he falls with his Basket. 
Cok. Gods fo! a muſs, a muſs, a muis, a muſs. 
Coſ. Good Gentleman, my Ware, my Ware; I am a 
poor Man. Good Sir, my Ware. 
Nig. Let me hold your Sword, Sir, it troubles you. 


Cok; Do, and my Cloak an' thou wilt, and my Hat too- 


Cokes falls a ſcram ling whilſt they 
run away with his things. 
Edg. A delicate oreat Boy ! methinks he our-ſcrambles 
em all. I cannot pertwade myſelf, but he goes to Gram- 
mar- School yet, and plays the Truant to-day. 
Nig. Would he had another Purſe to cur, Zekiel, 


" Edg, Puiſe / A Man might cut out his Kidneys, 1: 


think, and he never feel em, he is fo carneſt at the 
Sport. 

Nig. His Soul is ha f- way out on's Body at the Game. 

Edg. Away, Nightingale; that way. 

Cok. I think 1 am turniſh'd for Cattern-Pears, for one 
* mail: Gi' me my Cloak. 

Good Gentleman, give me my Ware. 

54 Where's the Fellow I ga” my Cloak to? My Cloak 
and my Hit? Ha! Gods'lid is he gone? Thieves, Thieves; 
Help me to cry, Gentlemen. He runs out. 

Edg. Away, Coſtard-monger, come to us to Urs la's. 
Talk of him to have a Soul ! Heart, it he have any more 
than a thing given him inſtead of Salt, only to keep him 
from ſtinking, I'll be hang'd afore my Time, preſently ; 
Where ſhould it be trow ? in his Flood? He has not fo 
much to'ard it in his whole Body as will maintain a good 
Flea: And if he take this Courſe, he will not ha“ ſo much 
Land left as to rear a Calf, within this Twelve- month. 
Was there ever green Plover ſo pull'd ! That his little O- 
verſeer had been here now, and been but tall enough to ſee 
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him ſteal Pears, in Exchange for his Bever-hat and his 
Cloak thus! I muſt go find him out next, for his Back 
Box, and his Patent (it ſeems) he has of his Place; which 
I think the Gentleman would have a Reverſion of, that 
ſpoke to me for it ſo earneſtly. [ Cok. comes in again. 

Cok. Would | might loſe my Doublet, and Hoſe too, as 
Jam an honeſt Man, and never ſtir, if I think there be any 
thing but Thieving and Cozening i' this whole Fair. Bar- 
thelomew Fair, quoth he; an' ever any Bartholomew had 
that Luck in't that I have had, I'll be martyr'd for him, 
and in Smithfield too. I ha” paid for my Pears, a rot on 
'em, I'll keep 'em no longer; ¶ Throws away his Pears. | 
you were Choak-Pears to me: had been better ha' gone 
to Mumchance for you, I wuſs. Methinks the Fair 
ſhould not have us'd me thus, and 'twere but for my 
Name's-ſake; I would not ha' us'd a Dog o' the Name 
fo. O, Numps will triumph now! Friend, do you know- 
wholam ? or where Ilie? I do not myſelf, II be ſworn. 
Do but carry me home, and i'll pleaſe thee; I ha* Money 
enough there. I ha" loſt my ſelf, and my Cloak, and my 
Hat, and my fine Sword, and my Siſter, and Numps, and 
Miſtreſs Grace, (a Gentlewoman that I ſhould ha* married) 
and a Cut-work Handkerchict ſhe ga' me, and two Pur- 
ſes, to-day; and my Bargain o' Hobby-horſes and Gin- 
gerbread, which grieves me worſt of Fil 

[Trouble all comes again. 

Tro. By whoſe Warrant, Sir, have you done all this ? 

Cok, Warrant? Thou art a wiſe Fellow indeed; as if a. 
Man need a Warrant to loſe any thing with! 

Tro. Yes, Juſtice Overdo's Warrant, a Man may get 
and loſe with, Il ſtand to't. 

Cok. Juſtice Overdo? Doſt thou know him? I lie there; 
he is my Brother-in-Law, he married my Siſter : Pray 
thee ſhew me the Way; doſt thou know the Houſe 2 

Tro. Sir, ſhew me your Warrant ; I know nothing 
without a Warrant, pardon me. 

Cob. Why, I warrant thee ; come along: Thou ſhalt 
ſee I have wrought Pillows there, and Cambrick Sheets, 
and Sweet-bags too. Pray thee guide me to the Houſe. 

Tra. Sir, I'll tell you; go you thither yourſelf firſt alone, 
tell your worſhipful ike your Mind, and but bring me- 

three 
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three Lines of his Hand, or his Clerk's, with Adam Over — 
do underneath; here T'll ſtay you, I' obey you, and III. 


guide you preſently. 

* Cok. Slid, this is an Aſs, I ha' found him; Pox upon 
me, what do I talking to ſucha du! Fool? Farewel, you 
are a very Coxcomb, do you hear? 

Tro. I think I am; if Juſtice Ove - do ſign to it, I am, 
and ſo we are all: He'll quit us all, multiply us all. 
Grace, OQuarlous, Win wife, Trouble- all, Edgworth, 
They enter with their Swords drawn. 


Gra. Gentlemen, this is no way that you take; you do 


but breed one another Trouble and Offence, and give me 
no Contentment at all. I am no ſhe that affe 


Queſtion of Mens Swords. 
gar. S ood, ve love you. 


Gra. It you both love me, as you pretend, your own- 


Reaſon will tell you, but one can enjoy me: And to that 
Point there le ds a directer Line, than by my Infamy, 
which mult follow, if you fight. Tis true, 1 have pro- 
feſt it to you ingenuouſl;, that rather than to be yoak'd 
with this Bridegroom is appointed me, I would take up 
any Husband a!moſt upon any Truſt. Though Subtilty 
would fay to me, (I know) he is a Fool, and has an Eſlate, 
and I might govern him, and enjoy a Friend b-fide. Hut 
theſe are not my Aims; Imuſt have a Husband IL mult. 
love, or I cannot live with him. | fhall ill make one of 
theſe politick Wives. "= gy 

Win-w. Why, if you can like either of us. Lady, ſay: 
which is he, and the other ſha!l ſwear inſtantly to deſiſt. 

Qzar. Content, I accord to that willingly. 

Gra. Sure you think mea Woman of an extreme Levi» 
ty, Gentlemen, or a ſtrange Fancy, that (meeting you 
by chance in ſuch a Place as this, both atone Inſtant, and 
not yet of two Hours Acquaintance, neither of you dæ- 
ſerving afore the other of me) I ſhould ſo forſ ke my Mo- 
deſty (though I might affect one more particularly) as to 
ſay, Thisis be, and name him. | 


Quar. Why, wherefore ſhould you not ? what ſnoud 


| leader you? 


Gra. 


s to be 


quarrell'd for, or have my Name or Fortune made the 
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Gra. If you would not give it to my Modeſty, allow it 
ye to my Wit; give me ſo much of Woman, and Cun- 
ning, as not to betray myſelf impertinently. How can L 
judge of you, ſo far as to a Choice, without knowing you 
more? You are both equal, and alike to me yet, and ſo 
indifferently affected by me, as each of you might be the 
Man, if the other were away. For you are reaſonable 
Creatures, you have Underſtanding and Diſcourſe; and if 
Fate ſend me an underſtanding Husband, I have no Fear at 


all but mine own Manners ſhall make him a good one. 


Quar. Would | were put forth to making for you 
then, 

Gra. It may be you are, you know not what's toward: 
you , Will you conſent to a Motion of mine, Gentle- 
men 

Vin w. Whatever it be, we'll preſume Reaſonableneſs,. 
coming from you. . 

Luar. And Fitneſs too. 

Gra. | aw one of you buy a Pair of Tables een now, 

Win-w. Yes, here they be, and. maiden ones too, un- 
written in. | 

Gra. The fitter for what they may be employ'd in. You 
ſhall write either of you here a Word or a Name,. what 
you like beſt, but of twoor three Syllables at moſt; and 
the next Perſon that comes this Way, (becauſe Deſtiny has a 
high Hand in Buſineſs of this Nature) I demand Which 
of. the two Words he or ſhe dath approve, and accord eng- 
to that Sentence, fix my Reſolution and Affection withs. 
out change. | 

a Agreed; my Word is conceived already. 

in- w. And mine ſhall not be long creating after. 

Gra. But you ſhall promiſe, Gentlemen, not to be cu- 
rious to know which of you it is, taken; but give me 
leave to conceal that, till you have brought me either. 
home, or where | may ſafely tender my ſelt. 

Win-w. Why that's but equal. 

. Luar, We are pleas d. 

Gra. Becauſe I will bind both your Endeavours to work 
none friendly and jointly each to the other's Fortune, 
and have myſelf fitted with ſome Means, to make him 


that is forſaken a part of amends. 


Rar, 
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war. Theſe Conditions are very courteous, Well, 
my Word is out of the Arcadia then, Argalus. 
Ni- w. And mine out of the Play, Palemon. 
[ Troub'c-all comes again. 
Tro. Have you any Warrant for this, Gentlemen ? 
Quar. Win-w. Ha! 
Tro. There muſt be a Warrant had, believe it. 
Wiz-w. For what? ' 
| _ For whatſoever it is, any thing indeed, no matter” | 
What. x | 
Quar. slight! here's a fine ragged Prophet dropt down | 
i the Nick ! 
Tro. Heaven quit you, Gentlemen. 
Dar. Nay, ſtay a little: Good Lady, put him to the 
Queltion. 
Gra. You are content then? 
Win-w. @uar. Yes, yes. 
Gra. Sir, hereare two Names written 
Tro. Is Jultice Overdo one ? | 
Gra. How, Sir? I pray you read *em to your ſelf; it is 
for a Wager between theſe Gentlemen; and with a Stroke, 
or any Differenee, mark which you approve beſt. | 
Tro. They may be both worthiptul Names tor ought I 
know, Miſtreſs, but Adam Overdo had been worth three 
of em, | aſſure you, in this Place, that's in plain Eng- I 
iſh. 
Gra, This Man amazes me! I pray you like one of 
em, Sir. p 
Tro. I do like him there, that has the beſt Warrant, p 
Miſtreſs, to fave your Longing; and (mu'tiply him) it 
may be this. Eut Tam ſtil: tor Juſtice Over. lo, that's my l 
Conſcience, and quit you. | 
Mn. w. Is't donc, Lady? 
Gra, I, and ſtrangely, as ever I law! What Fellow is 
this, trow ? | 
Quar. No matter what, a Fortune-teller we ha' made 
him; which is't, which is't ? 
Gra. Nay, did you not promiſe not to enquire ?* 
Quar, Slid, I forgot that, pray you pardon me. Look, 
kere's our Mercury come; the Licence arrives i' the fineſt 
time: 1 
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time too! *Tis but ſcraping out Cokes his Name, and tis 


done. 
in- w. How now, Lime-twig, haſt thou touch d? 


Edg. Not yet, Sir; except you would go with me and 
ſee't, it's not worth ſpeaking on. The Act is nothing 
without a Witneſs, Yonder he is, your Man with the 
Box, fallen into the fineſt Company, and ſo tranſported 
with Vapours; they ha'-got in a Northern Clothier, and 
one Puppy, a Weſtern Man, that's come to wreſtle before 
my Lord- Mayor anon, and Captain hit, and one Val 


Cutcing, that helps Captain Jordan to roar, a circling Boy; 


with whom your Numps is ſo taken, that you may ſtrip 
him of his Clothes, if you will. I'll undertake to geld 
him for you, it you had but a Surgeon ready to ſear him. 


And Miltreſs Juſtice there is the goodeſt Woman! ſhe 


does ſo love em all over in Terms of juſtice and the Style 
of Authority, with her Hood upright that I be- 
ſeech you come away, Gentlemen, and ſee't. 

Quar. ' Slight, I would not loſe it for the Fair; what'l] 
you do, Ned ? | 
* Win-w, Why, lay hereabout for you: Miſtreſs Welbors 
muſt not be ſeen. | 

Quar. Do fo, and find out a Prieſt i! the mean time; 
I Lring the Licence. Lead, which way is't. | 

Edg. Here, Sir, you are o' the back - ſide of the Booth 
already; you may hear the Noiſe. 


Nuoc ſehum, Nordern, Puppy, Cutting, M hit, Edg worth, 


Quarlous, Overdo, Waſp, Briſtle. 
Kno. Whit, bid Val Cutting continue the Vapours fora 
litt, Whit, for a lift. 
Nor, IU ne mare, I'll ne mare; the Eale's too meegh- 
ty. 
. How now / my Galloway Nag the Staggers! ha! 
Whit, gi him a Slit i' the Forehead. Chear up, Man; a 


Needle and Thread to ſtitch his Ears. I'd cure him now, 


an | had it, with a little Butter and Garlick, long Pepper 


and Grains. Where's my Horn? Iil give him Maſh pre- 
ſently, ſhalltake away this Dizzineſs, | 


Pup. Why, where are you, Zurs? Do you vlinch, and 


leave us i' the Zu ds now ? 


Nor. I' ne mare, I'is een as vull as a Paiper's Bag, by 
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Pup. Do my Northeren Cloth zhrink i' the wetting * 


ha? . :A 
Kno. Why, well faid, old Flea-bitten; thou'lt never 
tire ſee. [They fall to their Vapours again. p 


Cue. No, Sir, but he may tire it it pleaſe him. 
Whi. Who told dee ſho ? that he vuld never teer, Man!: 
Cut. No matter who told him fo, ſo long as he knows. 
Kno. Nay, I know nothing, Sir, pardon me there. 
Edg. They are at it ſtill, Sir; this they call Vapours. 


tl 


WR. He ſha!l not pardon dee, Captain; dou ſhalt not be ar 
pardon'd. Pre'dee ſhweet-heart, do not pardon him. | 

Cut. slight, I'll pardon him, au'I liſt, whoſoever ſayt dc 

nay to't. 4 


war, Where's Numps? I miſs him. 
Here they continue their Game of Vapours, mhich is 
Nonſenſe. Every Man to oppoſe the laſt Man that 
ſpoke, whether it concern d him or no. =. 
Waſ. Why, I fay nay to't. | th. 
Quar. O, there he is. 

uo. To what do you ſay nay, Sir? c | 

Waſ. To any thing, whatſoever it is, ſo long as I do 
Not like it, © ih 
Whi. Pardon me, little Man, dou muſht like it alittle. 
Cut. No, he mult not like it at all, Sir; there you are iO 
the wrong. 
 Whi. I tink I be; he muſht not like it indeed. ( 
Cut. Nay, then he both muſt and will like it, Sir, for * 

ou. 

Kno. If he have Reaſon, he may like it, Sir. | A 
|  Whi, By no meanſh, Captain, upon Reaſon, he maylike Q 
Nothing upoa Reaſon. 
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Waſ. 1 have no Reaſon, nor I will hear of no Reaſon, 4 
| nor I will look for no Reaſon, and he is an Aſs that either D 
ö knows any, or looks tor't from me. this 
| Cut. Yes, in ſome Senſe you may have Reaſon, Sir. E 
| Waſ. I, in ſome Senſe, | care not if J grant you. ſho1 
| Whi. Pardon me, thou ougſht to grant him nothing in no V 


 ſhenſh, it dou do love dy ſhelf, angry Man. 

Waſ. Why then, I do grant him nothing ; and I have no thor 

Senſe, 

Cut, Tis true, thou haſt no Senſe indeed, new 
Wa 
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Waſ *Slid, but 1 have Senſe, now I think on't better, 


:and 1 will grant him any thing, do you ſee. 


Kno. He is i' the Fight, ard does utter a ſufficient Va- 
ur. \ | 
Cut. Nay, it is no ſufficient Vapour neither, Ideny 
that. 

Kno. Then it is a ſweet Vapour. 

Cut. It may be a ſweet Vapour. 

Waſ, Nay, it is no ſweet Vapour neither, Sir, it ſtinks, - 
and 'I ſtand to'r, 

Whi. Yes, I tink it doſh ſhitink, Captain. All Vapour 
doſh ſhtink. 

Waſ. Nay, then it does not. ſtink, Sir, and it ſhall not 
ſtink. Bk. | 

Cut. By your Leave, it may, Sir, 

Waſ. 1, by my leave it may ſtink, I know that, 

Whi. Pardon me, thou knoweſht nothing, it cannot by 
thy leave, angry Man. 

Waſ. How can it not? 

Kno. Nay, never queſtion him, for he is i' the right. 

Whi. Yeſh, I am i de right, 1 conteſs it, fo iſh de little 
Man to. 

Waſ. I'll have nothing confeſt that concenrs me. Iam 
not i'the right, nor never was i' the right, nor never will 
be i' the right, while I am in my right mind. 

Cut. Mind? why, here's no Man minds you, Sir, nor - 
ny thing elſe. [ They drink again. 

Pup. Vriend, will you mind this that we do ? 

Quar. Call you this Vapours? this is ſuch belching of 
Quarreis as I never heard, Will you mind your Bukn 
Sir? 

Edg. You ſhall ſee, Sir. | 

Nor, Vil ne maire, my waimb warkes too mickle with 
this auready, 

Edg. Will you take that, Maſter Waſpe, that no body 
ſhould min you? 

Waſ. Why, whatha' you todo? is'tany matter to you? 
Raw. No, but methinks you ſhould not the unminded, 
though. 

Waſ Nor I wu' not be, now I think on't; do you hear, 
new Acquaintance, docs no Mau mind me, lay you ? 

Cut. 
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Cur. Yes, Sir, every Man here minds you, but how? 
Waſ. Nay, I care as little how as you do; that was not 
my Queſtion. 


Whi. No, noting was ty Queſtion, tou art a learned 
Man, and I am a valiant Man, i' faith la, tou ſhalt ſpeak 
tor me, and I vill fight for tee. C 
Ko. Fight tor him, Whit? A groſs Vapour, he can 
fight for himſelf. cl 
Waſ. It may be I can, but it may be I wu' not, how 
then ? 
Cut. Why then you may chuſe. ye 
Waſ. Why, and I'll chute whether I'll chuſe or no. 
Rno. I think you may, and tis true; and J allow it for 
a reſolute Vapour. I! 
_ Nay ray Ido think you do not think, and it is 
o:uteVapour. 
Cut. Yes, in ſome ſort he may allow you, 
Nuo. In no ſort, Sir, pardon me, I can allow him no- ſn 
thing. You miſtake the Vapour. 2g 
Waſ. He miſtakes — Sir, in no ſort. al 
Whi. Yes 1 pre dee now, let him miſtake. 
Waſ. A Turd i” your Teeth, never pre dee me, for IH. 
will have nothing miſtaken. W 
Kno. Turd, ha Turd ? a noiſome Vapour, ſtrike, Whit. for 


hc pe the Ears, 1. 

Ove. Why Gentlemen, why Gentlemen, I charge youll yo 
upot my Authority, conſerve the Peace. In the King's 
Name, and my Husband's, put up your Weapons, 1 ſhall 
be driven to commit you my ſelf, elſe. 
Quar. Ha, ha, ha. dy! 


Waſ. Why do you laugh, Sir ? by 
Dur: Sir, you'll allow me my Chriſtian Liberty, I the 
may laugh, I hope. an 
Cut. In iome ſort you may, and in ſome fort you may He 
not, Sir. Sir 
Kno. Nay in ſome ſort, Sir, he may neither laugh not 
hope in this Company. her 
Waſ. Yes, then he may both laugh and hope in any fort 2 
an't pleaſe him. rel 
Duar. Faith, and I will then, for it doth pleaſe me ex- ¶ are 
ceedingly. 1 


Wy. 


ned 


no- 
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Waſ. No exceeding neither, Sir. 

Kno. No, that Vapour is too lofty. 

Qua. Gentlemen, I do not play well at your Game of 
Vapours, I am not very good at it, but 

Cut. Do you hear, Sir? I would ſpeak with you in 
Circle, [He draws a Circle on the Ground. 

Qua. In Circle, Sir? what would you with me in Cir- 
cle? 

Cut. Can you lend mea Piece, a Facobns, in Circle? 

Da. 'Slid, your Circle will prove more coſtly than 
your Vapours, then, Sir, no, I lend you none. 

Cut. Your Beard'snot well turn'd up, Sir. 

ua. How Raskal? are you playing with my Beard? 

II break Circle with you. [ They draw all, and fight. 

Pup. Nor. Gentlemen, Gentlemen! 

Kno. Gather up, Whit, gather up, Whit, good Vapours. 

Ove. What mean you? are you Rebels, Gentlemen ? 
ſhall I ſend out a Serjeant at Arms, or a Writ o' Rebellion, 
againſt you? l commit you upon my Woman-hood, for 
a Riot, upon my Juſtice-hood, if you perſiſ. 

Waſ. Upon your Juſtice-hood ? Marry ſhite o your 
Hood: You'llcommir ? Spoke like a true Juſtice of Peace's 
Wife indeed, and a fine female Lawyer! turd i your Teeth 
for a fee, now. 
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| > Over. Why Nam ps, in Maſter Overdo's Name, I charge 


ou. 

Waſ. Good Miſtreſs Uaderdo hold your Tongue. 

Over. Alas! poor Numps. | 

Waſ. Alas! and why alas from you, I beſeech you? or 
why poor Numps, goody Rich? am I come to be pitied 
by your tuft Taffata now ? Why Miſtreſs, I knew Adam 
the Clerk, your Husband, when he was Adam Scrivener, 
and writ for two Pence a Sheet, as high as he bears his 
Head now, or you your Hood, Dame. What are you, 
Sir? The Watch comes in. 

Bri, We be Men, and no Infidels; what is the matter 
here, ard the Noiſes? can you tell? 

Waf, Heart, what ha' you to do? cannot a Man quar- 
rel in quietneſs, but he muſt be put out on't by you? what 
are you ? | 

Bri, Why, we be his Majeſty's Watch, ir. 

N 


2 
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Waſ. Watch! 'Sblood, you are a {weet Watch indeed. 
A body would think, an you watch'd well a nights, you 
ſhould be contented to ſleep at this time a day. Get you 
to your Fleas and your Flock-beds, you Rogues, your 
Kennels, and lye down cloſe. 

Bri. Down? yes, we will down, I warrant you, down 
with him in his Majeſty's Name, down, down with him, 
and carry him away to the Pidgeon-holes. 

Ove. I thank you honeſt Friends, in the Behalf o' the 
Crown, and the Peace, and in Maſter Overdo's Name, 
for ſuppreſſing Enormities. | 

IWhi. Stay, Briſtle, here iſh anoder braſh o' Drunkards, 

but very quiet, ſpecial Drunkards, will pay de five Shillings 
very well. Take*em to de, in de graiſh o' God: one of 


hem do's change C'oth for Ale in the Fair, here; te toder 


iſn a ſtrong Man, a mighty Man, my Lord Mayor's Man, 
and a Wraſtler. He has wrall.led to long with the Bottle 
mom: that the Man with the Beard haſh almoſht ſtreek up 
iſh Heelſh. : 
Bri. S. id, the Clerk of the Market has been to cry him 
all the Fair over here, tor my Lord's Service, 
hi. Tete heifh, pre de taik him henſh, and make ty 
beſt on him, How now Woman o' Shilk, vat ailſhty 
ſhweet Faiſh? art tou me ancholy? 
Ove. A little diltemper'd with theſe Enormities ; ſhall I 
entreat a Courteſie of you, Captain? 
Whi. Intreat a hundred Velvet Voman, I vill do it, 
ſpeak out 
Ove. I cannot with Modeſty {peak it out, but 
hi.] vill doit, and more, and more, for de, What 
Ur//a, 2nd't be Bitch, and't be Baud an't be! 
U-{. How now Raskal ? what roar you for, old Pimp? 
Hai. Here, put up de Clokes Urſh; de purchale; pre 
de now, ſhweet Urſh, help dis good brave Voman to a 
Zordan, and't be. 
Urſ. 'Slid cal! your Captain Jordan to her, can you not? 
N hi. Nay, pre de leave. dy Conſheits, and bring the 
Velvet Voman to de 
Urſ. I bring her! hang her: Heart, myſt I find a com- 
mon Pot for every Punk i' your Puriews ? 


Whi. 
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wg O good voordſh, Uh, it iſ a Gueſt o Velvet, i 
ait la, | 
Urſ. Let her ſell her Hood, and buy a Spunge, with a 
Pox to ber, my Veſlel is employed, Sir. I have but one, 
and tis the bottom of an old Bottle. An honeſt Proctor 
and his Wite are at it within, if ſhe'll ſtay her time, ſo. 

Whi. As ſoon aſh tou canfht ſhweet Urſh, Of a valiant 
Man I tink [am te patientſh Man i' the World, or in all 
Smithfield. | 

Vio. How now Whit? cloſe Vapours, ſtealing your 
leaps? covering in corners, ha ? 

hi. No fait, Captain, dough tou beeſht a viſhe Man, 
dy vit is a mile hence, now. I vas procuring a ſhmall cour- 
telie tor a Woman ot Faſhion here. 

Ove. Yes, Captain, though I am Juſtice of Peace's 
Wite, Ido love Men of War, and the Sons of the Sword, 
when they come before my Husband. 

Kno. Say'ſt thou fo, Filly? theu ſhalt have a Leap pre- 
ſently, I'll horſe thee my ſelf, elle. 

Urſ. Come, will you bring her in now ? and let her take 
her Turn ? 

Whi. Gramercy, good Urſp, I tank de. 

Ove. Maſter Overdo ſhail thank her. 

John, Win, Urſla, Knockhum, Whit, Overdo. Alice. 

John. Good Ga'mere Urs, Win and I are exceedingly 
beholden to you, and to Captain Jordan, and Captain hit, 
Win, I'll be bold to leave you, i' this good Company , Win; 
for half an hour or ſo, Wiz; while I go, and fee how my 
matter goes forward, and if the Puppets be perfect; and 
then I'll come and fetch you, Win, 

Win, Will you leave me alone with two Men, John? 

Joh. I, they are honeſt Gentlemen, Win, Captain Jor- 
dan, and Captain Whit; they'il ule you very civiily, Wix. 
God b' w' you, Win. 

Urſ. What's her Husband gone ? 

Kno. On his (alle gallop, Urs, away. 

Ur(. An' you be right Bartholomew-birds, now ſhew 
your ſelves {0 : we are undone tor want of Fowl i' the Fair. 
here. Here will be Ze iel Edgworth, and three or four 
Gallants with him at Night, and 1 ha' neither Plover nor 
Quail for em: Perſwade this between you two, to be- 

N 2 come 
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come a Bird o' the Game, while I work the Velvet Wo. 
man within, (as you call her.) 

Nuo. | conceive thee, Urs! go thy ways. Doſt thou 
hear, Whiz? is't not pity, my delicate dark cl eſtnut here, 
with the fine lean, Head, large Forehead, round Eyes, even 
Mouth, ſharp Ears, long Neck, thin Creſt, cloſe Withers, 
plain Back, deep Sides, ſhort Fillets, and full Flanks; with 
a round Belly, a plump Buttock, large Thighs, knit Knees, 
ſtrait Legs, ſhort Paſterns, ſmooth Hoofs, and ſhort 
Heels, f.ould lead a dull honeſt Woman's Lite, that might 
live the Life of a Lady? 

Whit, Ves by my fait and trot it is, Captain; de honeſht 
Woman's Lite is a {curvy dull Life indeed, la. 

_ How, Sr? is an honeſt Woman's Life a ſcurvy 
Life3*: ** | 
hi. Yes fair, ſhweet heart, believe him, de leef of: 
Bond- woman! but if dou vilt hearkento me, I vill make 
tee a Free- woman auda Lady; dou ſhalt live like 2 Lady, 
as te Captain faiſh, 

Kno. I, and be honeſt too ſometimes; have her Wiers 
and her Tiers, her green Gownsand Velvet Petticoats. 

Whi. I, and ride to Ware and Rumſord i dy Coaſn, ſhee 
de Players, be in love vit em; ſup vit gallantſn, be drunk, 
and coſt dee noting. 

Kno. Brave Vapours! 
Whi, And lie by twenty on em, it dou pleaſh, ſhweet 
cart, 

Win. What, and be honeſt ſtill? that were fine ſport. 

Whj. Tiſh common, ſhweet heart, tou may'ſt do it by 
my Hand: it ſhall be juſtified to thy Husband's Faiſh, now: 
tou ſhalt be as honeſht as the Skin between his Hornſh, la! 

Kno. Yes, and wear a Dreſſing, top and top-gallant, to 
compare wich e'er a Husband on em ail, for a Foretop : lt 
is the Vapour of Spirit in the Wife to cuckold now-a-days 
as it is the Vapour of Faſhion in the Husband net to ſu- 
ſpect. Your prying Cat-eyed Citizen is an abominads 
Vapour, 

Win, Lord, what a Fool have I been ! 

Whi. Mead then, and do every ting like a Lady here 
after; never know ty Husband from another Man. 

Kno. Nor any one Man from another, but i' the G_ 
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Whi, I, and then it iſh no diſhgraſh to know any Man. 

Ur{. Help, help here. | 

Kno. How now? what Vapour's there? 

Urſ. O, you are a ſweet Ranger! and look well to your 
Walks. Yonder is your Punk of Turnbull. ramping Alice. 
has faln upon the poor Gentlewoman within, and pull d 
her Hood over her Ears, and her Hair through it, 

Alice enters, beating the Fuſtice's Wife, 

Ove. Help, help, i' the King's Name. 

Ali. A miſchief on you, they are ſuch as you are that 
undo us, and take our Trade from us, wich your Tutt-tat- 
tata Haunches, 

Kno. How now, Alice! 

Ali. The poor common Whores can ha' no Traffick fer 
the privy rich ones; your Caps and Hoods of Velvet call 
away our Cuſtomers, and lick the Fat from us. 

Urſ. Peace, you foul ramping Jade you 

Ali. Od's foot, you Bawd in Greace, are you talking? 

Kno. Why, Alice, I ſay. | 

Ali. Thou Sow o' Smithfield, thou. 

Urſ. Thou Tripe of Turnbull. 

Kno. Cat-a-mountain Vapours, ha! 

Urſ. You know where you were taw'd lately, both 
laſh'd and {laſh'd you were in Bridewell. | 

Ali. I, by the fame token you rid that week, and broke 
out the bottom o' the Cart, Night- tub. 

Kuo. Why, Lion Face! ha! do you know who | am ? 
ſhall I tear Ruff, ſlit Waſtcoat, make Rags of Petticoat? 
ha! go to, vaniſh for fear of Vapours. Whiz, a Kick, 
Whit, in the parting Vapour. Come, brave Woman, 
take a good Heart, thou ſhalt be a Lady too. 3 

Whi. Yes fait, dey ſhall all both be Ladies, and write 
Madam. I vill do't my ſelf for dem. Do is the Vord, 
and D is the middle Letter of Maddam, D D, put em 
1 and make Deeds, without which all Words are 

ike, la. 

Kno. Tis true, Urſia, take em in, open thy Wardrobe, 
and fit em to their Calling. Green Gowns, Crimſon 
Petticoats, Green Women! my Lord Mayor's Green Wo- 
men! Gueſts o' the Game, true bred, I'll provide you a- 
Coach to take the Air in, 

N 3: Win. 
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Win. But do you think you can get one? 

Kno. O, they are as common as Wheelbarrows, wolken 
there are great Dunghils. Every Pettifogger's Wife b 
em; for firſt he buys a Coach that he may marry, and the: 
he marries that he may be made Cuckold in't: For if thei 
Wives ride not to their Cuckolding, they do em no credit 
Hide and be hidden, ride and be ridden, ſays the Vapou 
of Experience. 

Trouble all, Knockhum, Whit, Quarlous, Edg worth, Brift 
Waſps, Haggiſe, Juſtice, ws '4 Pure- craft. 

Tro. By what Warrant do's it {ay ſo t 

Xno. Ha! ma] Child o' the Pye- poulders, art thou th 
fill us a freſu Kan, Urs, we may drink together. 

Tro. 1 may not drink without a Warrant, Captain. 

Kno. 'S.00d, thou'il rot ſtale without a Warrant ſhort 
ly. Whit, give me Pen, Ink and Paper, I'll draw him 1 
Warrant preſently, 

Tro. It muſt be Juſtice Overdo's. 
Kno. I know, Man; fetch the Drink, Whit. 
thi. i pre dee now, be very brief, Captain; for de ne 
Ladies ſtay for dee. 
Kno. O, as brief as can be, here 'tis already, Ada 
Over do. | 
Tro. Why now Ill pledge you, Captain. 
Kno. Drink it off, I' come to thee anon again. 
47, Well, Sir, you are now diſcharg'd; beware « 
de ing ſpy d hereafter, Quarlous to the Cut-purſe 
Edg. Sir, will it pleaſe you, enter in here at Urſta's, and 
take part of a Silken Gown, a Velvet Petticcat, or 4 
w1 ought Smock; I am promis'd ſuch, and | can ſpare any 
Gentleman a mo ety. | 
Qua. Keep it for your Companions in beaſtlineſs, I am 
none of em, Sir. If I had not already forgiven you: 


greater treſpſs. or thought you yet worth my beating, I 


would inſtruct your minners, to whom you made your 
Offers. But go your ways, talk not to me, the Hangman 
is only fit to diſcourſe wich you; the Hand of Beadle is too 
merciful a Puniſhment tor your Trade of Life. I am ſor- 
ry | employ'd this Fellow, for he thinks me ſuch ; Faſci- 
nus quos inquinat, æquat. But it was for Sport; and — 
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I make it ſerious, the getting of this Licenſe is nothing to 
me, without other Circumſtances concur. I do thnł 
how impertinently I1:bour, if the Word be not mine that 
the ragged Fellow mark'd ; and what Advan age | have 
given Ned Win-wife in this time now of working her, 
though it be min:. He'll go near to form to her what a 
debauch d Ra+kal I am, and tright her out of al good Con- 
ceit of me: I ſhould do ſo by him, I am ſure, if Ih d the 
Opportunity, But my hope is in her Temper yet; and it 
muſt needs be next to Deſpair, that is grounded on any 

rt of a Woman's Diſcretion. I would give, by my 
troth now, all I could ipare(td my Cloaths and my Sword) 
to meet my tatter'd Soothhſayer again, who was my Judge 
i” the Queſtion, to know certa nly whoſe Word he his 
damn'd or {av'd; tor till then | live but under a Reprieve. E ' 
muſt ſeek him. Who be theſe? 

Enter Waſp with the Officers. 

Waſ. Sir, you ae a welſh Cuckold, anda prating Runt, 
and no Conſtable. 

Bri. You ſiy very well Come put in his Leg in the 
middle Roundel. and let hm hole there. 

Wa,. You ſtink of Leeks, Metheglyn, and Cheeſe, you 
Rogue. h | 

Bri. Why. what is that to you, if you fit ſweetly in the 
Stacks in the mean time? It you have a mind to ſtink too, 
your Breeches fit cloſe enough to your Bum, Sit you mer- 
ry, Sir. 

f 4a. How now, Numps ! 

Waf. It is no matter how ; pray you look off. 

Qua. Ny, I'll not offend you, Numps; I thought you 
had ſat there to be ſeen. 

Waſ. And to be ſold, did you not? pray you mind your 
buſineſs, an' you have any. 

Qua. Cry you mercy, Numps; do's your Leg lie high 
enough? 

Bri. How now, Neighbour Haggiſe what iays Juſtice 
Overdo's Worſhip'to the other Offenders? 

Hag. Why he lays juſt no hing. what ſhould he fay, ot 
where ſhou'd he ſay tHe is not wn, 4 found, Man; he ha” rot 
been ſren i the Fair here all this live-long Day, n ver ſince 
&ven a Clock i' the Morning. His Clerks know not what 
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to think on't. There is no Court of Pie- poulders yet. 
Here they be return d. 

Bri, What ſhall be done with em then, in your Diſcre- 
tion? 

Hag. I think we were beft put 'em in the Stocks in 
Diſcretion (there they will be ſafe in Diſcretion) for the 
yalour of an Hour, or ſuch a thing, till his Worſhip come. 

Bri. It is but a hole matter if we do, Neighbour Hag- 
Liſe; come, Sir, here is company for you; heave up the 
Stocks. 

[As they open the Stocks, Waſp puts his Shoe on his 
Hand, and ſlips it in for his Leg. 
Els I ſhall put a trick upon your Welſh Diligence, per- 
8. 
br Put in your Leg, Sir. | 
Qua. What, Rabby Buſy" is he come? 
| [ They bring Buſy, and put him in, 

Buſ. Idoobey thee, the Lion way roar, but he cannot 
bite. Iam glad to be thus ſeparated from the Heachen ot 
the Land, and put a Partinthe Stocks tor the Holy Caule, 

Waſ. What are you, Sir? 

Bul. One that rejoyceth in his Affliction, and ſitteth 
here to propheſię the Deſtruction of Fairs and May-games, 
Wakes, and Whitſon-Ales, and doth ſigh and groan for 
the Reformation of theſe Abuſes. 

Waſ. And do you figh and groan too, or rejoy ce in your 
Affliction ? 

Fuſt. I do not feel it, I do not think of it, it is a thing 
without me: Adam, thou art above theſe Batt'ries, theſe 
Contumelies. {ate manca ruit fortuna, as thy Friend Ho- 
race ſays; thou art one, Quem neque pau peries, neque 
mors, neque vincula terrent. And therefore as another 
Friend of thine ſays, (I think it be thy Friend Perſius) 
Non te que/rveris extra. 

Qua. What's here! a Stoick i' the Stocks? The Fool 
is turn'd Philoſopher, © 

Buſ. Friend, I will leave to communicate my Spirit 
with you, if I hear any more of thoſe ſuperſtitious Re- 
li-ks, thoſe Liſts of Latin, the very Rags of Rome, and 
Patches of - Popery, 

21594 Waſ. 
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Waſ. Nay, an' you begin to quarrel, Gentlemen, I'! 
leave you. I ha paid for quarrelling too lately: Look you, 
a Device, but ſhifting in a Hand for a Foot. God b' w' you. 

| He gets our. 

Buſ, Wilt thou then leave thy Brethren in Tribulation? 

Waſ. For this once, Sir. 

Buſ. Thou art a halting. Neutral; ſtay him there, ſtop 
him, that will not endure the H-at of Perſecution. 

Bri. How now, what's the matrer ? 

Buſ. He is fled, he is fled, and dares not fit it out. 

Bri, What, has he made an Eicape, which way? Fol- 
low, Neighbour Haggi/e. | 

_ O me! in the Stocks? Have the Wicked pra- 
vail'd? 

Buſ. Peace, religious Siſter, it is my Calling, comfort 
your ſeit; an extraordinary Calling, and done for my bet- 
ter ſtanding, my ſurer ſtanding, hereafter, 

Tro. By whoſe Warrant, by whoſe Warran-, this? 

| [ The Mad-man enters, 
ua. O, here's my Man dropt ia 1 look'd tor, 

Juſt. Ha! | 

Pur. O good Sir, they have ſet the Faithful here to be 
wonder'd at; and provided Holes for theloly of the Land. 

Tro. Had they Warrant for it ? ſhew'd they Juſtice 
Overdo's Hand ? If they had no Warrant, they ſhall an- 
ſwer it. | 

Bri. Sure you did not lock the Stocks ſufficiently, - 
Neighbour Toby !. 

Hag. No! ſee if you can lock em better, 

Bri, They are very ſufficiently lock d, and truly, yet * 
ſomething is in the matter. 

Tro. True, your Warrant is the matter that is in Queſti- 


on; by what Warrant? 


Bri. Mad man, hold your Peace, I will put you in his 
Room elſe, in the very ſame Hole, do you lee ? 
ua. How! is he a Mad-man! 
Tro. Shew me Fuſtice Overdo's Warrant, I obey you. 
Hag. Vou are a mad Fool, hold your Tongue. 
Tro. In Juſtice Overdo's Name, I drink to you, and 


here's my Warrant. [ Shews his Can.. 


Juſt. Alas, poor Wretch! how it earns my Heart for 
| N. 5 Dua. 
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«a. Tf: he be mad, it is in vain to queſtion him: I. 
try though: Friend, there was a Gentlewoman ſhew 
you two Names ſome Hours ſince, Argalus and Palemon 
to mark in a Book, which of em was it you mark'd ? 

Tro. 1 mark no Name, but Adam Overdo, that is th 
Name of Names, he ouly is the ſufficient Magiſtrate ; and 
that Name l reverence, ſhew it me. 

Qua. ThisFellow's mad indeed: I am further off now 

than afore. | 
Juſt. I ſhallnotbreathe.in Peace till J have made him 
ſome Amends; 

Qua. Well, I will make another Uſe of him, is come 

in my Head: I have a Neſt of Beards in my Trunk, one 
ſomething like his. 

Bri: This mad Fool has made me that I know not we. 
ther I have lock d the Stocks or no; I think I lock d em. 

[The Watch-men come back again. The Mad man fig hu 
with em, and they leave open the Stocks. 
2 Take Adam Overdo in your Mind, and fear no- 
thing. 

Bri Slid, Madneſs it ſelf, hold thy Peace, and take 
that. | 

Tro. Strikeſt thou without a Warrant? Take thou that. 

Buſ. We are delivered by Miracle; Fellow in Fetters, 

let us not refuſe the means; this Madneſs was of the Spi- 
rit: The Malice of the Enemy hath mock'd it ſelt. 
Pur. Mad do they call him.! the World is mad in Error, 
but he is mad in Truth: I love him o' the ſudden (che cum 
ning Man faid all true) and ſhall love him more and more. 
How well it becomes a Man to be mad in Truth ! O, that 
I might be his Voke- fellow, and be mad with him, what a 
many ſhould we draw to Madneſs in-Truth with us ? 

Bri, How now! all '{cap'd? where's the Woman? 11 
is Witchoraft! Her Velvet Hat is a Witch, o. my Con- 
ſcience, or my Key! t'one. The Mad-man was a Devih 
ard I am an Ais; ſo bleſs me, my Place, and mine Office. 

| [ The Watch miſfing them, are affrighted. 
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AG. F. V. SG. EN. E. L. 
Lanthorn, Filcher, Sharkwell. 


Lan. XXY El, Luck and Saint Bartholomew; out with 
the Sign of our Invention, in the Name of 
Wit, and do you beat the Drum the while; all the Fowl i 
the Fair, I mean all the Dirt in Smithfield, (that's one ot 
Maſter Little-wit's Carwhitchet's now) will he thrown at 
our Banner to day, if the matter do's not pleaſe the Peo- 
ple. O the Motions that I Lanthorn Leatherhead have gi- 
ven Light to, i my Time, fince my Maſter * Pod died! 
Jeruſalem was a ſtately Thing, and ſo was Ninive, and 
the City of Norwich, and Sodom and Gomorrah; with 
the riſing o: the Prentices, and puling down the Bawdy- 
houſes there upon Shrove-Tueſday; but the Gun-pomder- 
Pot, there was a Get- penny! | have preſented that to an 


E ͤgbteen or Twenty Pence Audience, N ne times in an 


Atternoon. - Your home-born Projects prove ever the beſt, 
they are ſo eaſie and tamiiiar; they put too much Learning 
i' their things now o days: And that I fear wiil be the Spoff ü 
this. Iiitle- wit? I fay, Mickłle-wit! if not too mic- 
ke! Look to your Gathering there, Goodman Filcher. 

Fil. 1 warrant you, Sir. | 

Las. An therecomeany Gent'efolks, take Two- pence 
a- piece, Sharkwell. | | 

Sha. I warrant you, Sir, Three: pence aa' we can. 

Juſtice, Min- wi e, Grace, Quarlous, Pure- craft. 
Juſtice comes in lixe a Porter. 

Juſt. This latter Diſguiſe, I have borrow'd of a Porter, 
ſhall carry me out to all my great and good Ends; which 
however interrupted, were never deſtroyed in me: New 
ther is the Hour of my Severity yet come to reveal my ſelf, 
wherein, Cloud-like; I will break out in Rain and Hail, 
Lightaing and Thunder, upon the Head of Ero:miry. 
Two main Works I have to proſecute: Firſt, one is to in- 
vent ſome Satisfaction for the poor kind Wretch; who is 


*: Pod was a Maſter of Motions beſare him. 
out 


—_ — 


* - 24 Siam" —— — = — — — 
* 


272 Bartholomew Fair. 


out of his Wits for my ſake, and yonder I ſee him coming, 


Iwill walk aſide, and project for it. 
Win. I wonder where Tom Quarlous is, that he re- 
turns not, it may be he is ſtruck in here to ſeek us. 
Gra. See, here's our Mad - man again. 
Qua. I have made my felt as like him, as his Gown and 
Cap will give me Leave. | 2 
L Quarlous in the Habit of the Mad- man is miſtaken by 
Mrs. Pare-cratt. VS 


Pur. Sir, Ilove you, and would be glad to be mad with 


you in truth. | 
Win-w. How! my Widow in Love with a Mad-man ? 
Pur, Verily, I can be as mad in Spirit as you. 
ua. By whoſe Warrant? leave your Canting, Gen- 


tewoman, have 1 found you? (ſave ye, quit ye, and mul- 


tiply ye) where's your Book ? twas a ſufficient Name I 
mark'd, let me ſce't, be not afraid to ſnew't me. 


; [Hedeſiresto ſee the Book of Miſtreſs Grace. 


Gra. What would you with it, Sir ? 

ua. Mark it again and again at your Service. 
Gra. Here it is, Sir, this was it you mark d. 
Qua. Palemon* Fare you well, fare you well. 
Win-w. How, Palemon ! 


Gra. Yes faith, he has diſcover'd it to you now, and 


therefore twere vain todiſguiſe it longer, I am yours, Sir, 
by the Benefit ot your Fortune. 
Win-w. And you have him, Miſtreſs, believe it, that 


fhall never give you Cauſe to repent her Benefit, but make 


— rather to think, that in this Choice ſne had both her 

yes. | 
Gra. I deſire to put it to no Danger of Proteſtation. 
Dua. Palemon the Word, and Win-wife the Man? 


Pur. Good Sir, vouchſafe a Voke- fellow in your Mad- 


neſs, ſhun not one of the ſanctified Siſters, that would 
draw with you in truth. my 


Qua. Away, you are a Herd of hypocritical proud Ig- 
norants, rather wild than mad; fitter for Woods, and the 


Society of Beaſts, than Houſes, and the Congregation of 


Men. Lou are the Second Part of the Society of Can- 


ters, Out- laws to Order and Diſcip/me, and the only pri- 
vileg'd Church-Robbers of Chriſtendom, Lgt me alone, 


Falemon the Word, and Win- wife the Man! Par, 
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pur. I muſt uncover my ſelf unto him, or I ſhall never 
enjoy him, for all the Cunning Mens Promiſes. Good 
Sir, hear me, I am worth Six Thouſand Pound, my Love 
to you is become my Rack, I'll tellyou all and the Truth, 
ſinceyou hate the Hypocriſie of the party- colour d Bro- 
therhood, Theſe Seven Years I have been a wilful holy Wi- 
dow, only to draw Feaſts and Gifts from my intangled 
Suitors : I am alſo by Office an aſſiſting Siſter ot the Dea-- 
cons, and a Devourer, inſtead of a Diſtributer of the Alms, I 
am a ſpecial Maker of Marriages for our decayed Brethren, 
with our rich Widows, for a third part of their Wealth, 
when they are married, for the Relief of the poor Ele: 
As alſo our poor handſome young Virgins, with our weal- 
thy Batchelors, or Widowers ;. to make them ſteal from 
their Husbands, when I have confirmed them in the Faith, 
and got all put into their Cuſtodies, And if I ha? not my 
Bargain, they may ſooner turn a ſcolding Drab into a ſilent 
Miniſter, than make me leave pronouncing Reprobation - 
and Damnation unto them. Our Elder, Zeal-of-the-lang, 
would have had me, but I know him to be the Capital 
Knave of the Land, making himſelf rich, by being made 
2 Feoffee in truſt to deceaſed Brethren, and coz ning their 
Heirs, by ſwearing the abſolute Gift of their Inheritance. 
And thus having eas'd my Conſcience, and utter'd my 
Heart with the Tongue of my Love: Enjoy all my De- 
ceits together, Ibeſeech you, 1 ſhould not have revealed 
this to you, but that in time I think you are mad, and 1 
hope you'll think me ſo too, Sir? 

Qua. Stand aſide, I'll anſwer you preſently. ¶ He conſi- 
ders with himſelf of it. | Why ſhould not I marry this Six 
Thouſand Pound, now I think on't? and a good Trade 
too that ſhe has beſide, ha? The t'other Wench Win-wife- 
is ſure of; there's no Expectation for me there! Here I 
may make my ſelf ſome Saver, yet, if ſhe continue mad, 
there's the Queſtion. It is Money that I want, why ſhould 
not I marry the Money when tis ofter'd me? I have a 
Licence and all, it is but razing out one Name, and putting 
in another. There's no playing with a Man's Fortune! 1 
am reſoly'd; I were truly mad an' I would not! Well, 
come your ways, follow me, an' you will be mad, I'll ſhew- 
you a Warrant! He tales her along with him. 
Pur. 
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Pur. Moſt zealouſly, it is that I zealouſly deſi'e, 
Juſt. Sir, let me ſpeak with you. The juſt ice calls him 
Qua. By whole Warrant? *> 
Juſt. The Warrant that. you tender, and reſpect ſo; 
Juſtice Overd#s! I am the Man, Friend Tronble- all, tho 
thus diſguis'd (as the careful Magiſtrate ought) for the 
of the Republick in the Fair, and the weeding out 
of Enormity. Do you want a Houſe, or Meat, or Drink, 
or Clothes ? Speak whatſoever it is, it ſhall be ſupplicd you; 
what want you? | | 
ua. Nothing but your Warrant. 
Re My * 2. 
Su. To be gone, Sir, + 
Fuſt. Nay, I pray thee ſtay, I am ſerious, and have not 
maoy words, nor much time to exchange with thee, 
Think what may do thee good. | 
Qua. Your Hand and Seal will do me a great deal of 
; nothing elſe in the whole Fair that I know. 
Fuſs. It it were to any end, thou ſnou d it have it wil- 
lingly. 
Qua. Why, it will ſatisſie me, that's end enough to look 
om; an' you will not gi? it me, let me go. 
Juſt. Alas! thou ſhalt ha' it preſen ly; I'll but Rep in- 
to the Scrivener's here by, and bring it. Do not go away, 
[The Juſtice goes out. 
Qua. Why, this mad Man's Shape wi l prove a very for- 
tunate one, I think! Can a ragged Robe produce theſe 
Effects? if this be the wiſe Juſtice. and he bring me his 
hand, I ſhall go near to make ſome uſe on't. e is come 
already! ö [ Andreturns, 


Fuſt. Look thee ! here is my Hand and Scal, Adam O- 


verdo; if there be any thing to be written above in that 


Paper that thou want'ſt now, or at any time hereafter, | 


think on't, it is my Deed, Idcliver it ſo; can your Friend 
write ? 
Qua. Her Hand for a Witneſs; and all is well. 
Juſt. With all my Heart, He urgeth Mrs. Purecraft. 
Qua. Why ſhould not l ha' the Conicience to make th's 
a Bond of a Thouſand Pound now, or what | would elſe? 
Juſt, Look you, thereir is, and l deliver it as my Deed 


n. 
| 28 Qua. 
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Qua. Let us now proceed in Madneſs, 
| | [ He takes her in with him. 

Juſ. Well, my Conſdience is much easd; I have done 
my par-, though it doth him no good, yet Adam hath 
offer d Satisfaction! The Sting is remov'd from hence! 
Foor Man, he is much alter'd with his Affliction, it has 
brought him low! Now for my other Work, reducing 
the young Man (I have follow d ſo long in Love) from the 
Brink of bis Bane to the Center of Safety” Here, or in: 
ſome ſuch like vain Place, I ſhall be ſure to find him. I 
will wait the gaod time.. 

Cokes, Sharkwell, Juſtice, Filcher, . John,  Lanterne. 

Cok. How now? what's. here to do, Friend? art 
thou the Maſter of the Monuments? 

Sha. "Tis a Motion, an't pleaſe your Worſhip. | 

Fuſe My fantaſtical Brother-in-Law, Maſter Bartho?h- - 
mew Cokes! | 

Cok, A Motion, what's that? [ He reads the Bill.] The 
ancient modern Hiſtory of Hero and Leander, otherwiſe - 
called The Touchſtone of true Love, with as true a Trial of 
Friendſhip between Damon and Pythias, two faithful 
Friends o the Bawkude? Pretty i' faith, what's the mean-- 
ing on't? is't an Enterlude? or what ist? 

Fil. Yes, Sir, pleaſe you come near, we'll take your 
Money within. 

Cok. Back with theſe Children; they do ſo follow me 
up and down, [ The Boys o the Fair follow him. 

Joh. By your leave, Friend. 

Fil. You muſt pay, Sir, an' you go in. 

Joh. Who, 1? I perceive thou know ſt not me; call 
the Maſter of the Motion. 

Sha. What, do you not know the Author, Fellow Fil- 
cher? You muſt take no Money of him; he muſt come 
in gratis: Maſter Litele- wit is a Voluntary; he is the 4#uthor:. 

Joh. Peaee, fpeak not too loud, I would not have any 
notice taken that I am the Author, till we ſee how it 
paſſes. | 

Cok. Maſter Little-wit, how doſt thou? 

Joh. Maſter. Cokes! you are excceding well met: 
_ in your Doublet and Hoſe, without a- Cloak or a 
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Cok. I would I might never ſtir, as I am an honeſt Man, 
and by that Fire; I have loſt all i the Fair, and all my Ac- 
quaintance too; didſt thou meet any body that 1 know, 
Maſter Little-wit? my Man Numps, or my Siſter Overdoo, 
or Miſtreſs Grace? Pray thee, Maſter Litele-wit, lend me 
ſome Money to ſee the Enterlue here; I'll pay thee again, 
as I ama Gentleman. If thou'lt but carry me home, I have 
Money enough there. : 

Joh. O, Sir, you ſhall commandit ; what, will a Crown 
ſerve you? | 

Cok, I think it will; what do we pay for coming in, 
Fellows ?- | 

Fil. Two Pence, Sir. | 

Cok. Two Pence? There's Twelve Pence, Friend: 
Nay, 1am a Gallant, as fimpleas l look now; if you ſee 
me with my Man about me, and my Artillery again. 

Job. Your Man was i' the Stocks een now, Sir. 

Cok. Who, Numps ? | 

Joh, Ves faith. | 

Cok. For what i' faith? Iam glad of that; remember 
to tell me or't anon; I have enough now! What Manner 

of Matter is this, Mr. Little-wit? What kind of Actor: 
have you? Are they good Actor, ? 

Joh. Pretty Youths, Sir, all Children both old and 
young; here's the Maſter of em 

(Lan. Call me not Leatherhead, but Lanterne.) 

[ Leatherhead whiſpers to Litt'e-wit. 

Joh. Maſter Lanterne, that gives Light to the Bulineſs, 

Cok. In good time, Sir, I would fain ſee em, I would 
be glad to dr ink with the young Company; which is the 
Tiring-houle ? 

Lan. Troth, Sir, our Tiring-houſe is ſomewhat little; 
we are but Beginners yet, pray pardon us; you cannot go 
upright in't. : 

Cok. No, not now my Hat is off? what would you 
have done with me, if you had had me Feather and all, as 
I was once to Day? Have you none of your pretty impu- 
dent Boys now, to bring Stools, fill Tobacco, fetch Ale, 
and beg Money, as they have at other Houles? let me ſee 
{ome of your Adors. 

Joh. Shew him em, ſhew him em. Maſter Lanterne, 
this is a Gentleman that is a Favourer of the Quality. af 

17. 
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N. I. the favouring of this licentious Quality is the 
onſumption of many a young Gentleman; a pernicious 
normity. a US | 
Cok. What, do they live in Baskets ? 

[ He brings them out in a Basket. 
Lan. They do lic in a Basket, Sir, they are of the ſmall 
P layers. 
cok. Theſe be Players minors indeed. Do you call theſe 
Players ? | 

2 They are Actors, Sir, and as good as any, none 
N for dumb Shows: Indeed I am the Moath of 
em all. | 

Cok. Thy Mouth will hold 'em all. I think one Taylor 
vould go near to beat all this Company,with a Hand bound 
behind him, 

Joh. I, and eat em all too, an' they were in Cake- 
dread. 

Col. I thank you for that, Maſter Little-wit, a good 
Jeſt! which is your Bur bage now ? 

: Lan. What mean you by that, Sir ? 

: Cok, Your beſt Actor, your Field? 

Joh. Good i' faith! you are even with me, Sir, 

F Ian. This is he, that acts young Leander, Sir. He is 
extreamly belov'd ofthe Womenkind, they do ſo affect his 

Action, the green Gameſters, that come here, and this is 

lovely Hero; this with the Beard, Damon; and this pretty 

Pythias : this is the Ghoſt of King Dionyſius in the Habit of 

a Scrivener; as you ſnall ſce anon at large. 

Cok, Well, they are a civil Company, I like 'em for 
that; they offer not to fleer, nor jeer, nor break Jeſts, as 
the great Players do: And then, there goes not ſo much 
charge to the feaſting of em, or making em drunk, as to 

the other, by reaſon of their Littleneſs. Do they uſe to 
pay perfect? Are they never fluſter d? 

Lan. No, Sir, I thank my Induſtry and Policy for it; 
they are as well govern'd a Company, though l fay it 
And here is young Leander, is as proper an Ador, of his. 
Inches, and ſhakes h's Head like an Hoſtler. 

Cok. But do you play it according to the printed Book ? 
L have read that. | 

Lan. By no means, Sir, 
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| Play-fellows; I thought we cou d not miſs him at fuch i 


278 Bartholomew Fair. 


Cok. No? how then! 

Lan. A better way, Sir, that is too learned and poetic 
for our Audience: What, do they know what Helleſpon 
is? guilty ot true Love's Blood? or what Abidos is? or th 
other Seſtos Height? 

Cok. Th' art i the right, I do not know myſelf. 

Lan. No, I have entreated Maſter Little-wit to take 
little Pains to reduce it to a more familiar Strain for ou 
People. 

Cok. How, I pray thee, good Maſter [ ir le- wit? 

Joh. It pleaſ.s him to make a matter of it, Sir, Bu 
there is no {uch matter, I aſſure you: I have only mac 
it a little eaſie, and modern for the Times, Sir, that's all 
As for the Helleſpont, l imagine our Dam es here; and thet 
Leander | make a Dyer's Son about Puddle Var; and Her 
a Wench o' the Bank- ſide, who going over one MorningÞ 
to Old. Fiſhſtreet, Leander fpics her land at Trigs-$tair;} 
and fal's in Love with her. Now do | introduce Curia 
having metamorphos d himſelf into a Drawer, and bt 
ſtrikes Hero in love with a Pint of >herry, and ot her pretty] 
Paſſages there are of the Friegdſhip, that will delight you 
Sir, and pleaſe you of Judgment. 

Cok. I'll be ſworn they ſhall: Iam in Love with the 
Actors already, and I'll be allied to them preſently. (They 
reſpect Gentlemen, theſe Fellows: ) Hero ſhall be my Fair. 
ing: But which of my Fairings? (Let me ſee) i' fa th, my 
Fiddle and Leander my Fiddle- Stick: Then Damon my 
Drum; and Py:hias my Pipe, ard the Ghoſt of Dionyſiu 
my Hobby- horſe. All fitted. 

To them Win-wife, Grace, Knockhum, Whitt, Edgworth; 
Win, Miſtreſs Overdoo. And to them Waſpe. 
Win-w. Look yonder's your CoR-s rotten in among he 


Spectacle. 
Gra, Let him alone, he is ſo buſy he will never ſpy 
us. 
| Lan, Nay, good Sir. 
Cok. I warrant thee I will not hurt her, Fellow; what 
doſt think me uncivil? [ pray thee be not jealous; Iam to- 
ward a Wife. Cokes is handling the Puppets 
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Foh. Well, good Maſter Lanterne, make ready to be- 
gin, that I may fetch my Wife, and look you be perfect, 
you undo me elſe i' my Reputation. 

Lan. I warrant you, Sir, do not you breed too great an 
Expectation of it among your Friends; that's the only 
Hurter of thefe Things. | 

Joh. No, no, no. 

Cok. 1'll ſtay here and ſee ; pray theelet me ſee. 

Win-w. How diligent ee mer he is! 

Gra. The Place becomes htm, methinks. 

Juſt. My Ward, Miſtreſs Grace, in the Company of a 
Stranger? I doubt i ſhall be compell'd to diſcover myſelf 


before my Time. 
Fil. Two-pence apiece, Gentlemen, an excellent Mo- 
tion. [ The Door-keepers ſpeak. 


Kno. Shall we have fine Fire-works, and good Vapours ; 
Sha. Yes, Captain, and Water-works too. 
'Whk:. I preedee take a Care o” dy ſhmall Lady there, 
Edgworth: I will look todiſh tall Lady myſelf, 
Lan. Welcome Gentlemen, welcome Gentlemen. 
Whi, Predce Maſhter o de Monſhterſh, help a very ſick 
Lady here to a Chair to ſhit in, 
Lan, Preſently, Sir. | 
 Whi. Good fait now, Urſia's Ale and Aqua- vita iſhto- 
blame for't; Shit down, Shweet-heart, ſhit down and 
lleep alittle. [ They bring Miſtreſs Overdoo a Chair. 
Edg. Madam, you are very welcome hither, 
Kno. Yes, and you. thall {+= very good Vapours. 
Juſt, Here is my Care com I like to ge hi m in ſo good 
Company; and yet I worider chat Perſons of ſuch Faſh'en 
ſhou'd reſort hither! . [ By Edgworth. 
Eag. There is a very private Houſe, Madam. 
[ The Cut purſe eourts Miſtreſs Little-wit: 
Lan. Will it pleaſe your Ladyſhip fit, Madam. 
Win. Yes, Goodman. They de ſo all to be Madam. me, 
Ithink they think mea very Lady! | 
Edo. N hatelſe, M 
Win. Muſt I put off my Mask to him? 
Bag. O, by no means. 
Win. How ſhould my Husband know me then? 
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| Kino, Husband? an idle, Vapour, he muſt not know you, 
nor you him ; there's the true Vapour, 

— Fuſt. Yea, I will obſer ve more of this: Is this a Lay, 

Friend? | 

Whi. I, and dat is anoder Lady, Shweet-heart; if dou 
haſhta mind to em, give me Twelve- pence from tee, and 
dou ſhalt have eder- oder on em. | 

Juſt. 1? This will prove my chiefeſt Enormity: I will 
follow this. 

Edg. Is not this a finer Life, Lady, than to be clogg'd 
with a Husband ? 

Pin. Yes, a great deal. When will they begin, trow ? 
in the Name o' the Motion? e- 

Edg. By and by, Madam; they ſtay but for Company. 

Nuo. Do you hear, Pupper-Maſter, theſe arg tedious Va- 
pours; when begin you? 

Lan. We ſtay but for Miſter Little-wit, the Author, 
who is gone for his . ife; and we begin preſentiy. 

Win. That's I, that's 1. | 

ag. That was you, Lady; but now you are no ſuck 
poor thing. 

Nuo. Hang the Author's Wife, a running Vapour ! here 
be Ladies will ſtay for ne'er a Delia o em all. 

Whi. But hear me now, here 1ſh one o de Ladiſh aſhileep, 
Ray till ſhee but vake, Man. 

Waſ. How now, Friends? what's here to do? | 

Fil. Two-pencea piece, Sir, the beſt Motion inthe Fair, 

| [The Door:Reepers again. 
*Waſ. ] believe you lie; if you do, I'll have my Money 
again, and beat you. 

Win. Numps is come! ö ; 

Waſ. Did you ſec a Maſter of mine come in here, a tall 
young Squire of Harrow o the Hill, Maſter Bartholomew 
Cokes ? 

Fil. I think there be ſuch a one within. 

Waſ. Look he be, you were beſt : but it is very likely: 
I wonder I found him not at all the reſt. I have been at 
the Eagle, and the Black-Wolf, and the Bull with the Five 
Legs and Two Pizzles: (He was a Calf at Uxbridge-Fair 
Two Years agone:) And at the Degs that dance the Mor- 


rice, and the Hair e the Taber; and miſt him at all 4 
ure 
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Sure this muſt needs be {ome fine Sight that holds him ſo, 
if it have him. | 

Cok. Come, come, are you ready now ? 

Lan. Preſently, Sir, 

Waſ. Hoyday, he's at Work in his Doublet and Hoſe; 
Do you hear, Sir? Are you imploy'd, that you are bare- 
headed and ſo buſy? | 

Cok. Hold your Peace, Numps; you have been in the 
Stocks, || hear, = 

wWaſ. Do's he know that? Nay, then the Date of my 
Aithority is out; I muſt think no longer to reign, my Go- 
verament is at an End. He that will correct another muſt 
want Fault in himſelf. 

Win- w. Sententious Numps! I never heard fo much 
from him before. | 

Lan. Sure Maſter Li/tle-wit will not come; pleaſe you 
take your Place, Sir; we'll begin. 

Cok, I pray thee do. mine Ears long to be at it, and my 
Eyes too. O Numps, i' the Stocks, Numps? - Where's 
your Sword, Numps? | 929 

Waſ. I pray you intend your Game, Sir, let me alone. 

Cok. wi ell then, we are quit for all. Come, fit down, 
Numps; 1 igterpret to thee: Did you ſee Miſtreſs 
Grace? It's no matter neither, now I think or't, tell me 
anon, | 

Win-w. A great deal of Love and Care he expreſſes. 

Gra. Alss! would you have him to expreſs more than 
he has? that were Tyranny. 

Cok. Pcace, ho ; now, now. 


Lan. Gentiles, that no longer your Expectations may 
wander, | 

Behold our chief Actor, amorous Leander, 
With agreat deal ot Cloth, lapp'd about him like a Scarf, 
For he yet ſerves his Father, a Dyer at Puddle-Warf; 
Which Place we'll make bold with, to call it our Abidus, 
As the Bank-ſide is our Se os; and let it not be deny'd us, 
Now as he is beating, to make the Dye take the Fuller, 
Who chances to come by, but fair Hero in a Sculler; 
And ſeeing Leander's naked Leg and goodly Caif, 
Caſt at him fiom the L oat a Sheep's Eye and an half. 


Now 
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Now ſheis landed, and the Sculler come back, · 
By and by you ſhall ſee what Leander doth lack. 
Pup. L. Cole, Cole, old Cole. 
Lan. That is the Sculler's Name, without controul. 
Pup. L. Cale, Cole, I ſay, Cole. 
Lan. We do hear you. 
Pup. L. Old Cole. ” 
| an On Cole? Ts the Dyer turn'd Collier? how do you 
ell? 
Pup. 5 1 Pox o' your Mannexs, kiſs my Hole here, and 
m 
Lau. 2 your Hole and ſmell? there's Manners in- 
. ry 
Pap. L. Why, Cole, I fay, Cole. 
Lan. It's the Sculier you need, 0 
Pup. L. I, and behang'd. 
Lan. Be hang'd; look you yonder. 
Old Cole, you muſt go hang with Maſter Leander. 
Pap. C. Where is he? 
Pup. L. Mere, Cole: What Faireſt of Fairs, 
Was that Fare that thou landeſt but now at Trigs- Stairs? 
Cok. What was that Fellow ? Pray thee tell me, I ſcarce 
underſtand em. 
Lan. Leader do's ask, Sir, what Faireſfof Fairs, 
Was the Fare he landed but now at Trigs-Stairs? 
Pup. C. It is lovely Hero. 
Pup. L. Nero? 
Pup. C. No, Hero. 
Lan, It is Hero | | 
Of the Bank-ſzde, he faith, to tell you truth without er- 
ring, 
Is come — into Fiſh. ſtreet to eat ſome freſh Herring. 
Leander ſays no more, but as faſt as he can, 
Gets on all his beſt Clothes, and will after to the Swan. 
Cok. Moſt admirable good, is't not ? 
Lan. Stay, Sculler. 
Pup. C. What ſay you? 
Lan. You mult ſtay tor Leander, 
And carry him to the & ench. 
Pup. C. You Rogue, I am no Pandar. 
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Cok. He ſays be is no Pandar. *Tis a fine Language; I 
underſtand it now. | 
Lan. Are you no Pandar, Goodman Cole? Here's no 
Man ſays you are: IE 
You'll grow a hotCo'e,it ſeems, pray you ſtay for yourFare, 
Pup. C. Will he come away? x 
Lan. What do you ſay? 
Pup. C. I'd ha' him come away. 
Lan. Would you ba' Leander come away? why, pray 
Sir, ſtay. 
Youareangry, Goodman Cole; I believe the fair Maid 
Came over with you a' truſt : tell us, Scaller, are you paid. 
Pup. C. Yes, Goodman Hogrudber, o Picki-hatch. 
Lan. How? Hogrubber g Pickt-hatch. 
Pup. C. I, Hogrubber o Fickt-hatch. Take you that. 
| [ The Puppet ſtrikes him over the Pate. 
Lan. O, my Head! | 
Pup. C. Harm watch, harm catch. 
Cok. Harm watch, harm catch, he ſays: Very good 
! faith, the Sculler had like to have knock'd you, Sirrah. 
Lan. Yes, but that his Farecall'd him away. 
Pup. L. Row apace, row apace, row, row, row, row, 
| row. agu 
Lan. You are knaviſhly loaden, Sculler, take heed where 
, | JOU go 
Pup. Cx Knaye i' your Face, Goodman Rogue. 
Pup. L. Row, row, row, row, row, row. 
Cok. He ſaid, Knave i your Face, Friend. 
Lan. I, Sir, I heard him. But there's no talking to theſe 
Water-men, they will have the laſt Word. | 
Ck, God's my Lite! I am not allied to the Sculler yet; 
he ſhall be Dauphin my Boy. But my Fiddle-ſtick do's 
fiddle in and out too much: I pray thee ſpeak to him 
on't; tell him | would have him tarry in my Sight more. 
K Lan. I pray you be content; you'll have enough on him, 
„ 
Now, Gemiles, I take it, here is none of you ſo ſtupid, 
But that you have heard ot a little God of Love call'd Cu- 
id; 
Who ky of Kindneſs to Leander, hearing be but ſaw her, 
This preſent Day and Hour doth turn himſelf toa Drawer. 


And 
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And becauſe he would have their firſt Meeting to be merry 
He ſtrikes Hero in love to him with a Pint of Sherry; 
Which he tells her from amorous Leander is ſent her, 
Who after him into the Room of Hero doth venture. 
ph [ Pup. Leander goes into Miſtreſs Hero's Room, 

Pup. Fo. A Fint of Sack, ſcore a Pint of Sack i th 

Conney. $4 by ze. ! | 

Cok. Sack? you ſaid but e en now it ſhould be Sherry, 

; 857 Jo. Why ſo it is; Sherry, Sherry, Sherry. 7 

Cok. Sherry, Sherry, Sherry. By my Troth he make; 
me merry. I mult have a Name tor Cupid too. Let me 
ſee, thou might'ſt help me now, an' thou wouldelt, 
Numps, at a dead lift; but thou art dreaming o the Stock; 
ſtill. Do not think on't, I have forgot it; tis but a Nine 
Day's Wonder, Man; let it fot trouble ther. 

Waſ. I would the Stocks were about your Neck, Sir; 
condition I hung by the Heels in them tiltheWonder were 
off from you, with all my Heart, 

Cok. Well faid, reſolute Numps : But hark you, Friend 
where is theFricendſhip all this while between my Drum D. 
mon, and my Pipe Pyrhias? att Fe 
Lan. You ſhall ſee by and by, Sir. Gd 
Cok. You think my Hobby- horſe is forgotten too; no, 

Pi! ke em all enact before l go; I ſrallgot know which to 
love beſtelſe. | 105 

Kno. This Gallant has interrupting Vapours, trouble y 
ſome Vapours; Whit, puff with him. | 

Whit, No, I pre dee, Captain, let him alone; he is 1 
Child i faith, la. | 

Lan. Now Gentiles, to the Friends, who in Number 

are Two, | 
Andlodg'd in that Ale-houſe in which fair Hero do's do, 

Damon (tor ſome Kindneſs done him the laſt Week) P 
Is come, fair Hero, in Fiſh-ſtreet, this Morning to {eek : P 
Py:hias do's ſmell the Knavery of the Meeting, C 

P 
er, 


And now you ſhall fee their true friendly Greeting. 
Pup. Pi You Whore-maſterly Slave, you. Her 
Col. Whore-maſterly Slave you? very friendly and fall x7 
miliar, that. | 
Pup. Da. Whore-maſter i' thy Face, | C 
Thou haſt lain with her thyſelf, I'll prove't i' this Place. 1 
| CoR, 
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Co. Damon ſays Pythia, has lain with her himſelf, he'll 
prove t in this Place. + 
Lan. They are Whore-maſters both, Sir, that's a plain 
Caſe. 
Pup. Pi. Vou lie like a Rogue. 
Lan. Do I lie like a Rogue ? 
Pup. Pi. A Pimp and a Scab. 
Lan. A Pimp and a Scab? | | 
I fay, between you, you have both but one Drab. 
Pup. Da. You lie again. 
Lan. Do l lie again t 
Pup. Da Like a Rogue again. 
Lan. Like a Rogue again? 
Pup. Pi. And you are a Pimp again. 
Cok. And you are a Pimp again, he ſays. 
Pup. Da. And a Scab again. 
Cok. And a Scab again, he ſays. 6 
Lan. And I fay again, you are both Whore-maſters 
again, 

And you have both but one Drab again. [They fight. 
Pup. Da. Pi. Doſt thou, doſt — doſt thou? * 
Lan. What, both at once? 

Pup. P. Down with him, Damon. 
Pup. D. Pink his Guts, Pyrhias. 
Lan. What, ſo malicious: 

Will ye murder me, Maſters both, in my ovyn Houſe? 
Cok. Ho! well acted, my Drum, well ated, my Pipe, 

well ated ſtill, 

Waſ. Well acted, with all my Heart. 

Lan. Hold, hold your Hands. | 

Cok. I, both your Hands, tor my Sake! for you ha 
both done well. 

Pup. D. Gramercy, pure Pythias, 

— P. Gramercy, dear Damon. N 

Coł. Gramercy to you both, my Pipe and my Drum. 

1 Pup. P. D. Come, now we'll together to Breakfaſt ts 
ero. | 

d fa- Lan. Tis well you can now go to Breakfaſt to Hero. 

You have given me my Breakfaſt, with a hone and honero, 
Cok, How ist, Friend, ha they hurt thee ? 


E. 
Cok, 0 Lan. 
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Lan. Ono! 
Between you and l, Sir, we do but make ſhow, 
Thus, Gentiles, you perceive, without any denial, 
Twixt Damon and Pythias here, Friendſhip 's true tryal. A 
Tho hourly they quarrel thus, and roar each with other, 
They fight you no more than do's Brother with Brother. 
But triendly together, at the next Man they meet, 
They let fly their Anger, as here you might ſeeꝰt. 
CeR. Well, we have ſeen't, and thou haſt felt it, what- 
ſoever thou {.yeſt, What's next? what's next? 
Lan. This while young Leander with tair Hero is drink- MY th 
ing, 
And Hero grown drunk, to any Man's thinking! 
Vet was it not three Pints of Sherry could flaw her, 
Till Cupid diſtinguiſh'd like Jonas the Drawer, 
From under his Apron, where his Lechery lurks, 
Put Love in her Sack. Now mark how it works. | 
Pup. H. O Leander, Leander, my dear, my dear Lean- 
der, - | 
I' for ever be thy Gooſe, fo thou'lt be my Gander. 
Cok. Excellently well {aid , Fiddle, ſhe'll ever be his 
Gooſe, ſo he'll be her Gander; was't not ſo? 
Lan. Yes, Sir, but mark his anſwer now. þ 
Pup. L. And ſweeteſt of Geeſe, before I go to Bed, 
I'll ſwim o'cr the Thames, my Goole, thee to tread. 
Cok. Brave! he will ſwim o'er the Thames, and tread 


his Gooſe to Night, he ſays. | L. 

Lan. I, peace, Sir, they“ be angry if they hear you A 

eaves- dropping, now they are N er Match. Se 
Pup. L. But leſt the Thames ſhould be dark, my Gooſe, 


my dear Friend, | 
Let thy Window be provided of a Candle's End. 
Pup. H. Fear not, my Gander, I proteſt I ſhould handle 
My Matters very ill, if I had not a whole Candle. 
Pup. L. Well then, look to't, and kiſs me to boot. 
Lan. Now here come the Friends again, Pythias and 
Damon, Damon and Pythias enter 
And under their Cloaks they have of Bacon a Gammon, 
Pap. . Drawer, fill ſome Wine here. N. 
Lan. How, ſome Wine there? 
There's Company already, Sir, pray forbear! 
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Pub. D. Tis Hero. 
Lan. Ves, but ſhe will not be taken, 
After Sack and Freſh-herring, with your Dunmow- bacon. 
Pup. P. Tou lie, it's Weſtfabian. 
Lan. Weſiphalian you ſhould ſay. 
Pup. D. It you hold not your peace, you are a Coxcomb 
] would ſay. Leander and Hero are Ring. 
Pup. What's here, what's here? kiſs, kiſs, upon kils? 
Lan. I, wherefore ſhould they not ? what harm is in 
this? 'tis Miſtreſs Hero: 
Pup. D Miſtreſs Hero's a Whore, | 
Lan. Is ſhe a Whore? keep you quiet, or, Sir Knave, 
out of Door. 
Pap. D. Knave out of Door? 
Pub. H. Yes, Knave out of Door. 
Pup. D. Whore out of Door.  [Herethe Puppets 
Pup. H. I ſay, Knave out of Door. quarrel and fall 
Pup D. Ifay, Whore out ot Door. rogether by the 
Pup. P. Yea, ſo ſay I too, | Ears, 
Pup. H. Kiſs the Whore o' the Arſe. 
Lan. Now you ha ſomething to do: 
You muſt kiſs her of the Arſe, the ſays. 
Pup. D. P. So we will, ſo we will. 
Pup. H. O my Haunches, O my Haunches, hold, hold: 
Lan St and'ſt thou ſtil]? 
Leander, Where art thou? ſtand'ſt thou ſtill like a Sot, 
And nat offer ſt ro break both their Heads with a Pot? 
See . at thine Elbow there! Puppet Jonas and Cu- 
pid; 
Pup. I. Upon 'em, Leander, be not ſo ſtupid: [ They fight. 
Pup. L. You Goat-vearded Slave! | 
Pup D. You Whore-maſter Knave, 
Pup. L. Thou art a Whore-maſter; 
Pup. I. Whore- maſters all, 
Lin. S:e, Cupid with a Word has tayen up the brawl. 
Kno, Theſe be fine Vapours ! 
Cok. By this good Day they fight bravely ! do they not: 
Numbps 
u Yes, they lack d but you to theig Second all this 
while. "W # 
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Lan. This tragical Encounter falling out thus to buſie 


us, | 

It raiſes up the Ghoſt of their Friend Dionyſius ; 
Not like a Monarch, but the Maſter of a School, 
Ina Scrivener's furr'd Gown, which ſhews he is no Fool. 
For therein he hath Wit enough to keep himſelf warm. 
O Damon, he cries, and Pythias, what harm 
Hath poor Dionyſiu done you in his Grave, 
That after his Death you ſhall fall out thus and rave, 
And call amorous Leander Whore- maſter Knave? 

Pup. D. I cannot, I will not, I promiſe you, endure it. 

To. them, Buſy. 

Buſ. Down with Dagon, down with Dagon; tis I, 
will no longer endure your Profanations. 

Lan. What mean you,: Sir? | | 
Ba. I willremoveDagonthere, I ſay, that Idol, that hea- | 
then:ſh Idol, that remains(as I may ſay ) Beam, a veryBeam, | 
not a Beam of the Sun, nor a Beam of the Moon, nor a Beam an 
of a Ballance, neither a Houſe- Beam, nor a Weaver's Beam, 
but a Beam in the Eye, in the Eye ot the Brethren; a very - 


great Beam, an exceeding great Beam; ſuch as are your | 
Srage-players, Rimers, and Morrice-Dancers, who have K 
walked Hand in Hand, in contempt of the Brethren, and 
the Cauſe; and been born out by Inſtruments of no mean I 
Countenance, = 

Lan. Sir, I preſent nothing but what is licens'd by Au- Fes 


thority. | ; 
 Buſ. Thou art all Licenſe, even Licentionuſneſs itſelf, Shi- þ 
mei | 
Lan, I have the Maſter of the Revell's Hand for t, Sir, l 
Buſ. The Maſter of Rebells Hand, thou baſt Satan's! 
hold thy Peace, thy Scurrillity, ſhut up thy Mouth, thy 
Profeſſion is damnable, and in pleading for it thou doſt 
lead for Baal. | have long opened my Mouth wide and 
g2ped, | have gaped as the Oyſter for the Tide, after thy . 
Deſtruct on: but cannot compaſs it by Suit or Diſpute; - 
ſo that I look for a Bickering, ere long, and then a Battel. 
Kno. Good Banbury Vapours, * 
Cok. Friend, you'd have an ill Match on't, if you bicker 
with him here, though he be no Man o' the Fiſt, he has 
Friends that will go to Cuffs for him, Numps, will not 


you take our Side ? Edg. 
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Edg. Sir, it ſhall not need, in my Mind he offers him a 
fairer Courſe, to end it by Diſputation! haſt thou nothing 
o ſay for thyſelf, in defence of thy Quality? 

Lan. Faith Sir, I am not well ſtudied in theſe Contro- 
verſiess between the Hypoerites and us. But here's one of 
my Motion, * Diomyſis ſhall undertakes him, and ll 
venture the Cauſꝭ ent. 

Cok. Who? my Hobby horſe? will he diſpute with 
him: 4 
Lan. Yes, Sir, and make a Hobby-Aſs of him, hope. - 
Cok. That's excellent! indeed he looks like the beſt | 
J. Scholar of em all. Come, Sir, you muſt be as good as 
your Word now. 
B., I will not fear to mike my Spirit and Gifts now n 
aſſiſt me Zeal, fill me, fill me, that is, make me full. 
um- w. What a deſperate, profane Wretch is this! is there 


uſie 


N 
= any [gnorance or Impudence like his? to call his Zeal to fill 
n. him againſt a Puppet? 

ry a, I know no fitter Match than a Puppet to commit 


ir with an Hypocrite { 

By. Firſt, I fay unto thee Idol. thou haſt no Calling. 

* Pup. D. Vou lie, I am call'd Dionyſius. 

Lan. The Motion ſays, you lie, he is call d Diony/zus i! 
the matter, and to that Calling he anſwers. | 

By. I mean no Vocation, /dol, no-prefent lawful Call- 
ing. 

Pup. D. Is yours a lawful Ca ling? 

Lan. The Motion asketh, it yours be a-lawtul Calling? 
Buſ. Yes, mine is of the Spirit. 
Pup. D. Then Ahl is a law ful Calling 
Lan. He ſays, then Zdol is a lawful Calling; for you 

calld him Idol, and your Calling is of the Spirit. | 

Cok, Well diſputed, Hobby-horſe. 

Buſ. Take not part with-the wicked, young Gallant : 
He neigheth and hinnieth, all is but hinnying Sopbiſtry, I 1 
call him Idol again; yet, I fay, his Calling, his Profeſſion 
is prophane, it is prophane, Idol. | 

Pup. D. It is not prophane. 

Lan. It is not prophane, he ſays. 


03 B. 


299 Bartholomew Fair. 


Byſ. It is prophane. 825 

Pup. It is not prophane. b 
Buſ. It is prophane. 
Pup. It is not prophane. t] 


Lan. Well ſaid, confute him with not, ftill, You can- . f 
not bear him down with your baſe Noiſe, Sir. | 
Buſ. Nor he me, with his treble creeking, though he 

creek like the Chariot Wheels of Satan; I am zealous for 
the Cauſe ; 
Lan. Asa Dog for a Bone. 
Buſ. And I fay it is prophane, as being the Page of Pride, 2 
ard che Waiting-woman of Vanity. - | 
Pap D. Yea? what ſay you to your Tire-women, I 
then? N 
Lan. Good. | 8 f 
Pup. Or Feather-makers i' the Fryers, that are o' your ; 
Faction of Faith? Are not they, with their Perukes, and 
their Puffs, their Fans, and their Huffs, as much Pages of 
Pride, and Waiters upon Vanity: What ſay you? what ſay 
you? what fay you? b 
Buſ. I will not anſwer for them. 7 
Pp: Becauſe you cannot, becauſe you cannot, Is 2 
Buggle-maker a lawful Calling? or the Confect- maker,! 
ſuch you have there; or your French Faſhioner? you'd have 
all the Sin within yourſelves, would you not? would you 
not? 
Bu ſ. No, Dagon. 
Pup, What then, Dagon:t? is a Puppet worſe than 
theſe ? 
By/. Yes, and my main Argument againſt you is, that 
you are an Abominaticn; for the Male, among you, put- 
teth on the Apparel of the Female, and the Female of the i 
Male. | 
Pup. You lye, you lye, you lye abominably. 
Coe. Good, by my Troth, he has given him the Lye 
thrice. | 
Pup. It is your old ſtale Argument againſt the Players, 
but it will not hold againſt the Puppets; for we have ne:- 
ther Male nor female amongſt us. And that thou may'ſt 
ſee, if thou wilt, like a malicious purblind Zeal as thou 
art / [ The Puppet takes up his Garment. 
Eg, 


mn, wes me wh 


— 7 wed FA 


Bartholomew Fair. 20T 


Edo. By my Faith, there he has anſwer'd you, Friend, 
by plain Demonſtration. 

Pup. Nay, Tl prove, againſt &'er a Rabbin of em all, 
that my pram: | is as lawful as his; that I ſpeak by In- 
ſpiration, as well as he; that 1 have as little to do with © 
Learning as he; and do ſcorn her Helps as much as he, 

Buſ. Jam confuted, the Cauſe hath fail'd me. 

Pup. Then be converted, be converted. 

Lan. Be converted, I pray you, and let the Play go on! 

Buſ. Let it go on; for I am changed, and will become 
a Beholder with you! 

Cok. That's brave i faith, thou haſt carried it away, 
Hobby-borſe, on with the Play ! 

Fuſt. Stay, now do forbid; I am Alam Overdo! fit 
ſtill, I charge you. [ The Juſtice diſcovers himſelf. 

Cok. What, my Brother i Law ! 

Gra. My wiſc Guardian / 

Edg. Juſtice Overdo / 

Juſt. It is time to take Enormity by the Forehead, and 
brand it; for | havediſcover'd enough. 

To them, Quarlous, (like the Madman;) Purecraft ; (a 
ee after) John: To them, Trouble- all, Urſia, Night- 
ingale. 

Quar. Nay come, Miſtreſs Bride, you muſt do as 1 do, 
now. You muſt be mad with me, in Truth, I have 
here Juſtice Overdo for it. 

Juſt. Peace, good Trouble-all, come hither, and you 
ſhall trouble none. I will take the charge of you, and 
your Friend too; you alſo, young Man, fhall be my care; 
ſtand there. Tv the Cut-purſe, and Mrs. Little- wit. 

Edg. Now, Mercy upon me. 

Kno. Would we were away, Whit, theſeare dangerous 
Vapours, beſt fail off with our Birds for fear o the Cage. 

| [ The reſt are ſtealing away. 

Juſt. Stay, is not my Name your Terror? 

Whi. Veſh faith Man, and it iſh for tat we would be 
gone, Man. 

Joh. O Gentlemen! did you not ſee a Wife of mine? 
T hy loſt my little Wife, as I ſhall be truſted : my little pret- 
ty Win. I left her at the great Woman's Houſe in truſt 
yonder, the Pig-woman's, with Captain Fordan, and 


Cap- 
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Captain Wit, very good Men, and I cannot hear of her. 
Poor Fool, I fear ſhe's ſtepp'd aſide. Mother, did you not 


fee Win. 
Fuſe. If this grave Matron be your Mother, Sir, ſtand 


by her, Et digito, compeſce labellum, I may perhaps ſpring, | 


a Wife for you, anon. Brother Bartholomew, I am ſadly 
ſorry to ſee you ſo lightly given, and ſuch a Diſciple of E- 
normity. with your grave Governor Humphrey: But ſtand 


you both there; in the middle Place; I will reprehend you | 


in your Courſe. Miſtreſꝭ Grace, let me reſcue you out of 
the Hands of the Stranger. | 

Win-w, Pardon me, Sir, I ara Kinſmamof hers. 

Juſt. Are you ſo ? of what Name, Sir? 

Win-w. Win-wife, Sir. | 

Fut. Maſter Win-wife? I hope you have won no Wife 

of her, Sir: If you have, I will examine the poſſibility 
of it, at fit leiſure. Now, to my Enormities: Look 
upon me, O London! and fee me, O Smithfield! the Ex- 
ample of Juſtice, and Mirrour of Magiſtrates; the true top 
of Formality, and Scourge of Enormity. Hearken unto 
my Labours, and but obſerve my Diſcoveries; and com- 
pate Hercules with me, if thou dar'ſt, ot old; or Colum- 
bus, Magellan, or our Country- man Dyrakeof later Times: 
Stand forth you Weeds of Enormity, and ſpread, [To 
Buſy.] Firit, Rabbi Buſy, thou ſuper lunatical Hypocrite i 
[To Lantern. ] Next, thou other Extremity, thou pro- 
phane Profeſſor of Puppet, little better than Poetry: (To 
the Horſe-courſer, and Cut- purſe. Then thou ſtrong De- 
baucher and Seducer of Youth, witn-ſs this eaſie and ho- 
net young Man: [ Io Captain Whit, and Miſtreſs Little» 
= Now thou Eſquire of Dames, Madams, and Twe've- 
penny Ladies: Now my green Madam herſelf, ot the 
Price; let me unmask your Laayſbip. 

7eh. O my Wife, my Wife, my Wife! 

Juſt. Is ſhe your Wite? Reddete Harpocartem! 

Enter Troubic-all. 
Tro. By your leave, ſtand by my Maſters, be unco- 

ver d. 

Urſ. O ſtay him, ſtay him, help to- cry, Nightingale; 
my Pan, my Pan. | 

Fuſt. What's the matter.? 13 
Nig. 
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Nig. He has ſtoln Gammar Urſſa's Pan. 
Trou. Yes, and I fear no Man but Juſtice Overdo. 
Juſt. Urſia? where is ſhe? O the Sow ot Enormity, 
this! welcome, ftand you there; you, Songſter, there. 
[To Urſla and Nightingale. 
Ur; An' pleaſe your Worſhip, I am in no fault: A Gen- 
tleman ſtripp'd him in my Booth, and borrow'd his Gown, 
and his Hat; and he ran away with my Goods here for it. 
Juſt. Then this is the true Mad-man, and you are the 
Enormity ! [ToQuarlous. | 
Qua. Youare i' the right; I am mad, but from the 
Gown outward. 
Juſt. Stand you there. 
Dua, Where you pleaſe, Sir. 
Over. O lend mea Baſon, I am ſick, Iam ſick ; where's 
Mr. Overdo* Bridget, call hither my Adam. | 
[ Mrs, Overdo is ſick, and her Husbandis ſilenc'd. 
Fuſt, How? 
Whi. Dy very own Wife, i' fait, worſhipful Adam. 
Over. Will not my Adam come at me? Shall I fee him 
no more then ? 1 
Va. Sir, why do you not go on with the Enormity ? 
Are you oppreſs d with it? I'll help you : Hark you, Sir, 
i your Ear; your Zznocent Young Man, you have ta en ſuch 
care of all this Day, is a Cut- purſe, that hath got all your 
Brother Cokes's Things, and help'd you to your Beating, 
and the Stocks; if you have a mind to hang him now, 
and ſhew him your Magiſtrates Wit, you may : But I 
ſhould think it were better recovering the Goods, and to 
{ave your Eſtimation in him. 1 thank you, Sir, for the 
Gift of your Ward, Mrs. Grace: Look you, here is your 
Hand and Seal, by the way. Mr. Win- wife give you Joy, 
you are Palemon, you are poſſeſt o' the Gentlewoman, but 
ſhe muſt pay me Value, here's Warrant for it. And, ho- 
neſt Mad-man, there's thy Gown and Cap again; I thank 
thee for my Wife. | To the Widow. ] Nay, I can be mad, 
Sweet-heart, when I pleaſe ſtill ; never tear me : And 
caretul Numps, where's he? I thank him for my Licence, 
Waſ. How! [ Waſpe miſſeth the Licence, 
Qua. Tis true, Numps. 
Haſ. Il be hang'd then. 
Dua. 
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Qua. Look i' your Box, Numps; nay, Sir, ſtand not 


you fix'd here, like a Stake in Finsbury, to be ſhot at, ori 
the Whipping-Poſt i' the Fair, but get your W ife out o the 
Air, it will make her worſe elſe; and remember you are 


but Adam, Fleſh and Blood! you have your frailty, forget 


your other Name of Overdo, and invite us all to Supper. 


There you and 1 will compare our Diſcoveries; and drown 


the Memory of all Enormity in your biggeſt Bow! at 


home. 


Waſ. | will never ſpeak while I live again, for ought 1 
know. | 


Fuſt. Nay, Humphrey, if I be patient. you muſt be fo 


too; this pleaſant-conceited Gentleman hath wrought up- 
on my Judgment, and prevail'd: I pray you take care of 
your fick Friend, Miſtreſs Alice, and my good Friends 
all 


Qua, And no Enormities. | 

Faſt. 1 invite you home. with me to my Houſe to Sup- 
per: I will have none fear to go along, for my Intents ae 
Ad correctionem, non ad deſtructionem; ad ediſicandum, 
non ad diruendum: So lead on. 

Cok, Yes, and bring the Actors along, we'll ha' che reſt 
@ the Play at home. | 


THE 


Cok, How now, N#umps, ha' you loſt it? I warrant, 
*rwas when thou wert i* the Stocks: Why doſt not ſpeak ?F 


5 
5 


EPILOGUE. 


Our Majeſty hath ſeen the Play, and you 
Can beſt allow it from your Ear and View, 

Tou know the Scope of Writers, and what Store 

Of Leave 1s given them, if they take not more, 

And turn it into Licence: You can tell 

If we have us d that Leave you gave us, well : 

Or whether we to Rage or Licence break, 

Or be prophane, or make prophane Men ſpeak : 

This is your Power to judge ( Great Sir) and not 

The Envy of a few, which if we have got, 

IWe value leſs what their Diſlike can bring, 


If it ſo happy bet have pleas'd the King, 
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Non hic Centauros, non Gorgonas, Harpyiaſque 


Invenies: Hominem pagina noſtra ſapit. Mart. 
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TO THE 


No leſs Noble by VIRTUE than 


BLooD. 
Eſiue Lord Aubigny. 


My Loxnm, 


Survive, I think this to be one I 
ſend you, The FALL of SEFANUS. 


It is a Poem, that (if I well remember) 


in Your Lordſhip's Sight ſuffered no leſs 


ut a juſt Confeſſion of the Bond Your Be- 


— — 
? 


I ever any Ruin were ſo great as to 


Violence from our People here, than the 
Subject of it did from the Rage of the 
people of Rome; but with a different Fate, 
's (I hape) Merit: For this hath out-liv d 
heir Malice, and begot it {elf a greater 
Favour than he loſt, the Love of Good 
Men. Amongſt whom, if I make Your 
Lordſhip the firſt it thanks, it is not with- - 


fits have, and ever ſhall hold upon me, 


Tour Lordſhip's moſt Faithful Hononrer, 


P 2 Ben. Johnſon, 
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ARGUMENT. 


NI. IU s Sejanus, Sen to Seius Strabo, 4 
1 Gentleman of Rome, and born at Vulſi- 
nium, Aſter his long Service in Court, firſt, 
5 under Auguſtus; aſteruard, Tiberius; 
cr into that Favour with the latter, and 
won him by tboſe Arts, as there wanted nothing but the 
N me to mare him a Co-partner of the Empire. Which 
Greatneſs of his, Druſus, the Emperor's Son, not brooking, 
after many ſmother'd Diſtiles (it one Day breabing out) 
the Prince ſtruck him pul lickly on the Face, To revenge 
which Diſgrace, Livia, the Wiſe of Druſus, (being before 
corrupted by him to her Diſſonour, and the Diſcovery of 
her Husband's Counſels) Sejanus practiſeth with, together 
with, her Phyſician called Eudemus, and one Lygdus an 
Eunuch, to popſon Druſus. This their inhuman Act ha- 
wing ſucceſsful and unſuſpetted Paſſage, it emboldneth Se- 
janus to further and more inſolent * even the An. 
bition of the Empire; where finding the Lets he muſt En- 
counter tobe many and hard, in reſpect of the Iſſue of Ger. 
manicus, (Who were next in hope for the Sutceſſion) he di- 
w1/eth to make Tiberius ſelf, his Means, and inſtils into his 
Ears many Doubts and Suſpicwns,. both againſt the Princes, 
and their Mother Agrippina; which Cæſar jealouſly heark- 
ning is, as covetouſly conſenteth te their Ruin, and that 
Friends, In this time, thabetter to mature and * 
U 


The Argument. 


his Deſign, Sejanus labours to marry Livia, and worketh 
(with all his Ingine) to remove Tiberius from the Knows 

ledge of publick Buſineſs, with Alluremsnts of a quiet 
and retired Liſe; the latter of which, Tiberius (our 

of a Proneneſs to Luft, and à Deſire to hide thoſe unnatural 
Pleafures, which he could not ſo publickly Prabtiſe) embra- 
cet h: The former enkindleth his Fears, and there gives him 
firſt Cauſe of Doubt or Suſpect towards Sejanus: Arainſt 
whom he raiſeth (in Private) a new Inſtrument, one Ser- 
torius Macro, and by himunderworketh, diſcovers the o- 
ther's Counſels, his Means, his Ends, ſounds the Aﬀetti- 
ons of the Senators, divides, diſtracts them: At laſt, when 
Sejanus leaſt losketh, and is moſt ſecure, (w:th Pretext of 
doing him an unwonted Honour in the Senate) he trains 
him from his Guards, and with a long douliſul Letter, in 
ont Day hath him ſu eb led, accuſed, condemned, and i6t i 
in Pieces, by the Ruge of the Pep li, 
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Druſus, Senior. 
Nero. 

Drutus, Junion. 
Caligula. 
Arruntius. 
S'lius, 

Sab'nus. 
Lepidus. 
Cordus. 

Gallus. 
Regulus. 
Terentius. 
Laco. 

Eudemus + 


Rufus. 


Præcones. 
Flamen. 
Tubicines. 
Nuntius. 


—— 


* 
A 


| 


( 
TRIBUNI. 


The PERSONS of the Pray, 


TIBERIUS.. 


Sejanus. | 
Latiaris. 
Varro. 
Macro. 
Cotta. 
Ater. 
Haterius. 
Samquin-us. 
Pompon'us, 
Poſt humus. 
Trio. 
Minutius. 
Satr ius. 

Nat ta. 
Opſius. 


Livia. 


Agrippina. J Sofia. 


Lictores. 
Miniſtri. 
Tidicines. 
Servus. 
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The SCENE, XO AN E. 
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The Principal TR AGο DANS were 


Rich. Fus badge. Will. Shakeſpear, 
Aug. Yhilips. Joh. Hemings. 
Hill. Sh. Hen. Condel. 
Job Lowm. Alex, Cooke, 
SEJANUS. 
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Sabinus, Lilius, Natta, Latiaris, Cordus, Satrius, Ars 
runtius, Eudemus, Haterius, & C. 


AIL, Caius Silius. = 
Sil. Titus, Sabinus, Hail. | 

You're rarely met in Court! 
Sab. Therefore, well met. N 
Sil. Tis true: Indeed, this place is not our Sphere, - 
Sab. No Silius, we are no good Inginiers. 

We want their fine Arts, and their thriving uſe, 

Should make us grac'd, or favour'd ot the times: 

We have no ſhift ot Faces, no cleft Tongucs, 

No ſoft and glutinous Bodies, that can ſtick, 

Like Snails, or painted Walls ; or, on our Breaſts, 

Creep up, to fall, from that proud height, to which ' 

We did by Slavery, not by Service climb, 

We are no. guilty Men, and then no Great 

We have no Place in Court, Office in State. 

That we can ſay, we owe unto our Crimes: 

We burn with no black Secrets, which can make 

Us dear to the pale Authors ; or live fear'd 

Of their ſtil] waking Jealouſies, to raiſe 

Our ſelves a Fortune, by ſubverting theirs. 

We ſtand not in the Lines, that do advance. 


304 Sejanus his Fall; 
To that ſa courted Point. Sil. But yonder lean. . 
A Pair that do. (846, Good Couſin Latiaris.) 

Sil. Satrius Secundus, and Pinnarius Natta, 
The great Sej ann: Clients: There be two, - 
Know more than haneſt Councels: Whoſe: cloſe Breafts; 
Were they ript up to Light, it would be found 
A poor and idle Sin, to which their Trunks 

Had not been made fit Organs. Theſe can lye, 1 
Flatter, and ſwear, forſwear, deprave, inform, 
Smile, and betray; make guilty Men; then beg 


The forteit Lives, to get their Livings; cut « 
Mens Throats with W 1 $3 ſell to gaping Sutors 1 
The empty Smoke, that flies about the Palace; 


Laugh when their Patron laughs ; ſweat when he ſweats; 
Be hot and cold with him; change every Mod, 
Habit, and Garb. as often as he varies; 
O bſerve him, as his Watch obſerves his Clock; 
And true, as Turkile in the dear Lord's Rings, 
Look well, or ill with him: Ready vo praiſe 
His Lorſhip, if he ſpit, or but piſs fair, 
Have an indifferent Stool, or brrak Wind well; 
Nothing can ſcape their Catch. Sa Alas! Theſe things 
Deſerve no note, confer d with other vile, ng 
And filthier Flatterers, that Corrupt the Times: 
When, not alone our Gentries chief are fain 
To make their Safety from ſuch ſordid Acts, 
But all our Conſuls, and no little part 
Ot ſich as have been Pretors, yea, the moſt 
Ot Senators (that elſe not uſe their Voices) Pedarii. 
Start up in publick Senate. and there ſtrive 
Who ſhall propourd moſt abject things, and baſe; 
So much, as oft Tiberius hath been heard, 
Leaving the Court, to cry, O race ot Men, 
Prepar'd for Servitude! which ſhew'd, that he, 
Who leaſt the publick Liberty could]! ke, 
As lothly brook'd the ir flat Servility. 

Sil. Well, all is warthy of us, were it more, 
Who with our Riots, Pride, and civi! Hate, 
Have ſo provok'd the Juſtic:: of the Gods. 
We, that (within theſe fourſt ore Years) were born 
Eee qu. Lords of the triumphed Won id, 
": . 
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And 
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Arid knew no Maſters, but Affections; 

To which betraying firſt our Liberties, 

We ſince became the Slaves to one Man's Luſts; 

And now to many : Every miniſtring Spy 


That will accuſe, and ſwear, is Lord of you, 
Of me, of all our Fortunes, and our Lives. 


Our Looks are call d to Queſtion, and our Words, 


How innocent ſoever, are made Crimes; 
We ſhall not ſhortly dare to tell our Dreams, 
Or think, but 'twill be Treaſon. Sab. Tyrants Arts 
« Are to give Flatterers, grace; Accuſers, power; 
« That thoſe may feem to kill whom they devour, 
Now good Cremutius Cordus. 

Cor. Hail to your Lordſhip. 

Nat. Who's that ſalutes your Coulin ? 

Lat. *Tis one Cords, | [They wh per. 
A Gentleman of Rome: one, that has writ | 


Annals of late, they ſay, and very well. 
Nat. Annals? ot what Times? Lat. I think of Pom 


— 


8, 
And Cal Ceſar's; and ſodown to theſe. 
Nat. How ſtands h' affected to the preſent State? 
Is he or Druſianꝰ or Germanican ? 
Or ours? or Neutral? Lat. I know him not ſo far. 
Nat. Thoſe Times are ſomewhat queaſie to be touchit. 
Have you or ſeen or heard part of his Work ? | 
Lat. Not I; he means they ſhall be publick ſhortly, 
Nat. O, Cordus do you call him? 
Lat. I Sab. But theſe our Times 
Are not the ſame, Arruntius. Arr. Times? the Men, 
The Men are not the ſame: *tis we are baſe, | 
Poor, and degenerate from th' exalted ftrain 
Of our great Fathers. Where is now the Soul-- 
Of God-like Cato? he, that durſt be good, 
When £2/ar durſt be evil; and had Power, 
As not to live his Slave, to die his Maſter. 
Or where's the conſtant Brutus? that (being Proof 
Againſt all Charm of Benefits) did ſtrike 
So brave a Blow into the Monſter's Heart 
That ſought unkindly to captive his Country? 
©, they are fled the Light, Thoſe mighty Spirits 
29. Lie 
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Lierak'd up, with their Aſhes in their Urns, - 

And not a Spark of their eternal Fire . 

Gloves in a preſent Boſom. All's but Blaze, | 

Flaſhes, and Smoke, wherewith-we labour ſo, 

There's nothing Roman in us; nothing Good, 

Gallant, or Great : Tis true, that Cordus ſays, 

Braue Caſſius was the laſt of all that Race. 
er [Druſus paſſeth Ly... 

Sab, Stand by, Lord Draſus.- | | 

Hat. Th' Emperor's Son, give Place. 

Sil. Llike the Prince well. Arr. A riotous Youth. _ 
There's little Hope of him. Sab. That Fault his Age 
Will, as it grows, correct. Methinks he bears. 
Himſelf, each Day, more nobly than other: 

And wins no leſs on Mens Affections, 
Fhan doth his Father loſe. Believe me, Ilove him; 
And chiefly for oppoling to Sejanus. 

Sil. And I, for gracing his young Kinſmen ſo, 
The Sons of Prince Germanicus: It ſhews 
A gillant Cleerneſs in him, a ſtraight Mind, 

That envies not, in them, their Father's Name. 

Arr. His Name was while he liv'd, above all Envy; 

And being dead, without it. O, that Man ! 
If there were Seeds of the old Virtue left, 
They liv'd in him. Sil. He had the Fruits, Arruntius, 
More than the Seeds: Sabinus, and my ſelf 
Had means to know him, within; and can report him, 
We were his Followers, (he would call us Friends.) 

He was a Man molt like to Virtue; im all, 

And every Action, nearer to the Gods, 

Than Men, in Nature ; of a Body as fair 

As was his Mind; and no leſ{vreverend 

In Face, than Fame: He could ſo uſe his State, 
Temp'ringhisGreatneſs, with his Gravity, 

As it avoided al! felf-love in him, 

And ſpight in others. What his Funera's lack d 

In mags, and Pomp, they had ſupply d 

With honourable Sorrow, Soldiers Sadneſs, 

A-kind of {tl:nt Mourning, ſuch, as Men 

(Who know no Tears, but from their Captives) uſe - 
To ſnie in ſo great Loſſes. Cor. I thought once, 
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Conſidering their Forms, Age, manner of Deaths, 
The nearneſs of the Places, where they fell, 
T' have para leld him with great Alexander: 
For both were of beſt Feature, of high Race, 
Year'd but to thirty, and, in foreign Lands, 
By their own People, alike made away. 

Sab. I know not, for his Death, how you might wreſt it: 
But, for his Life, it did as much diſdain 
Compariſon, with that voluptuous, raſh, 
Giddy, and drunken Macedon's, as mine 
Doth with my Bond- man's. All the Good, in him, 
(His Valour, and h's Fortune) he made his; EF | 
But he had other Touches ot late Romans, TEN. 
That more did ſpeak-him : Nn. D enity, - 
The Innocence of Cato, Ceſar's Spirit, 
Wile Brutus Temp'rance; and every Virtue, 
Which parted unto others, gave them Name, 
Flow'd mix'd in him. He was the Soul of Goodneſs; * 
And all our Praiſes ot him are like Streams 
Drawn from a Spring, that ſtill riſe full, and leave 
The Part remaining greateſt. Arr. I am ſure 
He was too great for us, and that they knew 
Who did remove him hence. Sab. When Men grow faſt” 
Honour'd, and lov'd, there is a Trick in State a 
(Wh ch jealous Princes never fail to uſe) 
How to decline that Growth, with fair Pretext, 
And honourable Colours of Employment, 
Either by Embaſſy, the War, or ſuch, 
To ſhift them forth into another Air, 
Where they may purge, and leſſen; ſo was he 
And had his Seconds there, ſent by Tiberius, 
And his more ſubtle Dam, to diſcontent him; 
To breed and cheriſh Mutinies; detract 
His greateſt Actions; give au lacious Check 
To his Commands; and work to put him out 
In open Act of Treaſon. All which Snares 
When his-wiſe Cares prevented, a fine Poyſon 
Was thought on, to mature their Practices. 

Cor. Here comes Sejanus, Sil. Now obſerve the Stoops, 
The Rendings, and the Falls, Arr. Moſt creeping bale ! 


ej. anus, 
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Sejanus, Satrius, Terentius, &c. {They paßt over 


the Stage. 
I aote em well: No more. Say you. Sat. My Lord, 
There is a Gentleman ot Rome would buy 
Sej. How call you him you talk d with? 


Sat. Pleaſe your Lordſhip, it is Eudemus, the Phyſician 


To Livia, Druſus's Wife. Sej. On with your Sute. 


Would buy, you ſaid— Sat. A Tribune's Place, my>Lord. 


Se. What will he give? Sat. Fifty Seſtertia. 
Sej. Livia's Phyſician, ſay you, is that Fellow ? 
Sat. It is, my Lord, your Lordſhip's Anſwer, 
Sej. To what? dh 
Sat. The Place, my Lord, "Tis for a Gentleman, 
Your Lor ſhip will well like of, when you ſee him; 
And one, you make yours, by the Grant. | 
Sej. Well, let him bring Money, and his Name. 
Sat. Thank your Lardſhip. He ſhall, my Lord. 
Sej. Come hither. | 
Know you this ſame Eudemus ? Is he learn'd? 
Sat. Reputed fo, my Lord, and of deep Practice.. 
Sej. Bring him in, to me, in the Gallery; 
And take you Caule to leave us there together: 
I would conter with him, about a Grief. On. 
Arr. So, yet! anather ? yet? O deſperate State 
Of pro ling Honour! Seeſt thou this, O Son, 
And do we le: thceafter? Methinks, Day 
Should loſe his Light, when Men do loſe their Shames,. 
And for the empty Circumſtagce.of Life, 
Retray their Cauſe of, Living. Sil. Nothing ſo. 
Sejanus can repair, if Fove ſhould ruin. 
He is the now-Court-god ; and well applied | 
With Sacrifice of Knees, of: Crooks and Cringe; 
He will do more than all the Houſe of Heav'n 
Cin fora thouſand Hecarombs, "Tis he | 
Makes us our Day, or Night; Hell, and Eiyſium 
Are in his Look: We talk of Rhadamanth, 
Furies, and Firebrands; but tis his Frown 
That is all theſe; where, onthe adverſe Part, 
His Smilꝭ is more, than c'er (yet) Poets feign'd 
Of us, and Shades Necfar — Arr. A ſerving Boyz. 
1knew him, at Caius Trencher, when for Hire, 


He 
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He proſtituted his abuſed Body 
To that great Gormond, fat Apicius: 
And was the noted Pathicł of the Time. 
Sab. And, now, the ſecond Face of the whole World 
The Partner of the Empire, hath his Image 
Near d equal with Tiberius, born in Enſigns, 
Commands, diſpoſes every Diguity, 
Centurions, Tribunes, Heads of Provinces, 
Pretors, and Conſuls; all that heretofore 
Rome's general Suffrage gave, is now his Sale. 
The Gain, or rather Spoil, of all the Earth, 
One, and his Houſe, receives, Sil. He hath of late 
Made him a Strength toe, ſtrangely, by reducing 
All the Pretorian Bands into one Camp, 
Which he commands: pretending that the Soldier 
By living looſe, and ſcattered, fell to Riot; 
And that if any ſudden Enter prize 
Should be attempted, their united Strength 
Would be far more than ſever'd; and their Life 
More ſtrict, if from the City more removid. 
Sab. Where, cow, he builds, what kind of Forts he 
pleaſe, 
Is bard to court the Soldier, by his Name, 
Wooes, feaſts the chicteſt Men of Action, 
Whoſe Wants, not Loves, compelthem to be his. 
And tho' he ne'er were liberal by Kind, 
Yet, to his own dark Ends, he's moſt profuſe, 
Liviſh, and letting fly, he cares not what + 
To his Ambition. Arr. Yet, hath he Ambition? 
Is there that Step in State can make him higher? 
Or more? or any thing he is, but leſs? 
Sil. Nothing but Emp'ror- Arr. The Name Tiberiss 
Thope, will keep; how e'er he hath foregone 
The Dignity and Power. Sil, Sure, while helives. 
Arr. And dead, it comes to Druſas. Should he fail, 
To the brave Hue of Germanicss 3 
And they are three: Too many (ha?) for him 
To have a Plot upon ? Sa. I do not know 0 
The Heart of his Deſigns; but, ſure, their Face 
Loaks farther than the preſent. Arr. By the Gods, 
It I could gueſs he had but ſuch a Thought, 
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My Sword ſhould cleave him down from Head 
But I would find it out: and with my Hand 
Id hurl his panting Brain about the Air, 
In Mites; as ſmall as Atomes, to undo | 
The knotted Bed — $Sab. You're obſerv'd Arruntins.-- 
Arr. Death! Idare totellhim ſo; and all his Spies : 


[ He turns to Sejanus Chentss- 


Tou, Sir, I would, do youlook? and you. - 
Sab. Forbear. 
Satrius, Eudemus, Sejanuc. 
Here he will inſtant be: Let's walk a Turn; 
Vou'reina Muſe, Eudemus? Eud. Not I, Sir. 
I wonder he ſhould mark me out ſo! Well. 
Jove and Apollo form it for the beſt. | 
Sat. Your Fortune's made unto you now, Eudemus, 
If you can but lay hold upon the Means; | 
Do but obſerve his Humour, and—- believe it —. - 
He's the nobleſt Roman, where he takes | 
Here comes his Lordſhip. - Sej. Now, good. Satrins.” . 
Sat. This is the Gentleman, my Lord. Sej. Is this? 
Giveme your Hand, we muſt be more acquainied. - 
Report, Sir, hath ſpoken out your Art and Learning: 
And Lam glad I have ſo needful Cauſe, . 
(However in it ſelt painful ard hard) 
To make me known to ſo great Virtue. Look, 
Who's that? Satrius I have a G iet, Sir, 
That will deſire your help. Your Name's Eudemus? 


Eud. Ves. Sei. Sir? Fu. It is, my Lord. Sej. 1 heaps 


you are 
Phyſician to Livia, the Prince? 

Eud. I Miniſter unto her, my good Lord. 
Sej. You Miniſter to a Royal Lady then. 


Eud. She is, my Lord, and Fair. Sej. That's unders - 
Rood wy 


Of all their Sex, who are or would be ſo; 
And thoſe that would be, Phyſic k ſoon can make em: 
For thoſe that are, their Beauties fear no Colours. 

Eud. Your Lordſhip is conceited. Sej. Sir, you know it. 
And can (if need be) read a learned Lecture, 
On this; and other Secrets. Pray you tell me, 
What more of Ladies, beſides Livia, 


Hare 


to Rrart, 
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Have you your Patients? Eud. Many, my good Lord. 
The great Auguſta, Urgulania, FA 
Mutilia Priſca, and Plancina; divers 

Sej: And, all theſe tell you the Particulars 
Of every ſeveral Grief? How firſt it grew, 
And then increas d, what Action cauſed that; 
What Paſſion that: And anſwer to each Point 
That you will put em. Eu. Elſe, my Lord, we knom 

not 

How to Preſcribe the Remedies. Sej. Go to, 
You're a ſubtle Nation, you Phyſicians! 
And grown the only Cabinets in Court, 
To Ladies Privacies, Faith, which of theſe 
Is the moſt pleaſant Lady in her Phyſick ? 
Come, you are Modeſt now. Exd. Tis fit, my Lord. 

Sej. Why, Sir, I do not ask you of their Urines, 
Whoſe Smells moſt Violet?. or whoſe Seige is beſt ? - 
Or who-makes-hardeſt Faces on her Stool : 
Which Lady ſleeps with her own Face a Nights? 
Which puts her Teethoff, with her Clothes in Court? 
Or, which her Hair? Which her Complexion? 
And, in which Box ſhe puts it? Theſe were Queſtions 
That might, perhaps, have put your Gravity 
To ſome Defence of Bluſh, . Bur, I enquir'd, h 
Which was the Witticſt ?- Merrieſt? Wantoneſt ? © 
Harmleſs Interrogatories, but Conceits. 
Methinks, -Augufa ſhould be moſt perverſe, 
And for ward in her Fit? Eud. She's ſo; my Lord. 

Sej. I knew it. And Mutilia the moſt jocund. 

Eud. Tis very true, my Lord. Sej. And why would yo 
Conceal this from me, now? Come, what's Livia: 
I know ſhe's quick and quaintly ſpirited, 
And will have ſtrange Thoughts, when ſhe'sat Leiſure 2 
She tells em all to you. Eud. My nob'eſt Lord, 
He breaths not in the Empire, or on Earth, 
Whom I would be ambitioas to ſerve: 
(ln any Act, that my pieſerve mine Honour 
Before your Lordfhip. Sej. Sir, you can loſe no Honour: 
By truſting ought to me. The courſeſt A& . 
Done to my Service, I can ſorequite, . 


As all the World ſhall ſtile it Honourable ;- 


« Yout 
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Jour idle Virtuous Definitions 
* Keep Honour poor, and are as ſcorn'd as vain: 
«: Thoſe Deeds breath Honour that do ſuck in Gain. 
Eud. But, good my Lord, it I ſhould thus betray - 
The Counſeis of my Patient, and a Lady | 
Of her. _ Place and Worth; what might your Lord - 
P» 
(Whopreſently are to truſt me with your own) 
Judge ot my Faith? Sej. Only the beſt l ſwear. 
y now that I ſhould urter you my Grief? 
And with it the true Cauſe; that ir were Love, 
And Loveto Livia; you ſhould rell her this ? 
Should ſhe ſuſpect your Faith? I would you could 
Tell me as much from het; {ce if my Brain 
Cou d be turn'djealous. Exd. Happily, my Lord, 
I could, in time, tell you as much and more; 
So I might ſafely promiſe but the firſt : 
To her, from you. Sej. As4ately, my Exdemus, 
Uno dare call thee fo) as I have put 
The Secret into thee. Eud. My Lord — Sej, Proteſt not. 
Thy Looks are Vowsto me, uſe only Speed, 
And but affect her with Sejanus's Love, 
Thou art a Man, made to make Confals. Go. 
Eud. My Lord, I'll promiſe you a private Meeting 
This Dav together. Sej. Canſt thou? EAd. Yes, Sej. 
The Place ? | 
Eud. My Gardens, whither I ſhall fetch your Lordſhip. 
Sej. Let meadore my AXſculapins. 
Why, this indeed is Phyſick ! And out- ſpeaks 
The Knowedge of cheap Drugs, or any uſe 
Can be made out of it! More comforting 
Than all your Opiates, Juleps, Apozemes, . 
Magiſtral Syrrups, or Be gone my Friend 
Not barely ſtiled, but created ſo; 
Expect things greater than thy largeſt Hopes, 
To overtake thee: Fortune ſha!) be taught 
To know how ill ſhe hath deſerv'd thus long, 
To come behind thy Wiſhes. Go, and ſpeed. 
* Ambition makes more truſty Slaves than Need. 
Theſe Fellows, by the Favour of their Art, 


Have ſtillthe Means to te męꝑt; oft · times the Power. 
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Tf Livia willbe now corrupted, then 
Thou haſt the Way, Sejanus, to work out 
His Secrets, . who (thou know ſt) endures ther not, 
Her Husband Draſs: And to wor k againſt them. 
Proſper it, Pallas, thou that bettereſt Wit; 
For Fanus hath the ſmalleſt Share in it. 
Tiberius, Sejauus, Druſus. | 
[ One kneel; to him. 
We not endure theſe Flatteries let him ſtand ; | 
Our Empire, Enſigns, Axes, Rods and State 
Take not away our human Nature from us: 
Lo ok up, on us, and fall betore the Gods, 
Sej. How like a God ſpeaks Ceſar! Arr, There ob- 


ſerve / 


He can endure that ſecond, that's no flattery. 


O, what is it, proud Slime will not believe 
Of his own Worth, to hear it equal prais'd 


Thus with the Gods ? Cor. He did not hear it, Sir ? 


Arr. He did not. Tut, he muſt not, we think meanly, 
Tis your moſt courtly known Confederacy, 
To have your private Parafite redeem : : 
What he in publick Subtilty will loſe | 
To making him a Name. Hat. Right Mighty Lord 
Tib, We muſt make up our Ears gainſt theſe Aﬀaults 
Of charming Tongues; we pray you uſe no more 
Theſe Contumeliesto us; ſtile not us 
Or Lord, or Mighty, who profels our ſelf 
The Servant of the Senate, and are proud 
T' enjoy them our good, juſt, and favouring Lords. 
Cor. Rarely diſſembled. Arr. Prince-liketo the Life. 
Sab. "Pn de that may command, ſo much de- 
dends. 


Their Bondage, hom it ſtoops to, it intends, 


Tib. Whence are theſe Letters? Hat. From the Senate. 


716. So. 
Whence theſe? Lat. From thence ton, Tib Are they - 
ſitting now ? . 
Lat. They ſtay thy Anſwer, Ceſar. Sil. It this Man 
Had but a Mind allied unto his Words, 
How. bleſt a Fate were it to us, and Rome? 


We could nat think that State for which to change, 
|  Althovgh; 
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Although the Aim were our old Liberty : % Bo! 
The Ghoſts of thoſe that tell for that, would grieve 
Their Bodiesliv'd not, now, again to ſerve. 
« Mcenaredeceiv'd, who think there can be thrall- 
* Beneatha virtuous Prince. Wiſh'd Liberty- 
*© Ne'relovelier Looks, than under ſuch a Crown; 
But, when his Grace is meerly but Lip-good, 
And that no longer than he Airs himſelt 
Abroad in publick, there, to ſeem to ſhun 
TaeStroakes and Stripes of Flaterers, which within- 
Are Lechery unto him, and ſo feed 
H:s brutiſh Senſe with their afflicting Sound, 
As (dead to Virtue) he permits himſelf. 
Be carried like a Pitcher by the Ears, 
To every Act of Vice: This is a Caſe 
Deſerves our Fear, and doth preſage the nigh + 
And cloſe approach of Biood and Tyranny. 
* Flattery is Mid- wite unto Princes rage: 
And nothing ſooner, doth help fortha Tyrant, 
* Then that, and Whifpecers grace, who have. the Time; 
“ The Place, the Power, to make all Men Offenders, 
Arr. He ſhould be told this; and be bid diſſemble 
With Fools and blind Men: We that know the Evil, 
Should hunt the Palace-rats, or give them t ane; 
Fright hence theſe worſe than Ravens, that devour. 
The quick, where they but prey upon the Dead: 
He ſhall be told it. Sab. Stay Arruntius, 
We muſt abide our Opportunity: 
And practiſe what is fit, as what is needful. 
« It is not ſafe t' enforce a Soveraign's Ear: 
Princes hear we l, if they at all will hear. 

Arr. Ha ? Say you ſo, well. In the mean time, Jovs, 
(Say not, but I do call upon thee now,) 
Of all wild Feaſts preſerve me from a Tyrant; 
And of all tame, a Flatterer. Sil. Tis well * 

Tib. Return the Lords this Voice, we are their Cre> 

ture, 

Andit 1s fir, a good and honeſt Prince, 
Whom they out of their Bounty have inſtructed 
With ſo dilate and abſolute a Power, 


Should oe the Office of it to their Service, Ava 
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And good of all and every Citizen. 

Nor ſhall it e're repent us to have wiſh'd 

The Senate juſt, and fav'ring Lords unto us; 

« Since their free loves do yield no leſs Defence 

“ T' a Princes State, than his own Innocence. 
Say then, there can be nothing in their Thought 
Shall want to pleaſe us, that hath pleaſed them; 
Our ſuffrage rather ſhall prevent, than ſtay 

Behind their Wills: "Tis Empire, to obey, 

Where ſuch, ſo great, ſo grave, ſo good determine. 
Yet, for the Suit of Spain, t' erect a Temple 
In honour of our Mother and our felt, 

We muſt (with Pardon of the Senate) not 
Aſſent thereto. . Their Lordſhips may object 
Our notdenying the ſame late Requeſt 

Unto the Afar Cities: We deſire 

That our Defence tor ſuffering that be known 
In theſe brief Reaſons, wittrour after purpoſe. 
Since deified Auguſtus hindred not. 

A Temple to be built at Pergamum. 

In honour of himſelf and ſacred Rome; 

We, that have all his Deeds and Words obſerv'd 

Ever, in Place of Laws, the rather follow'd - 

That pleaſing Prefident, becauſe with ours, 

The Senates reverence alſo, there, was join d. 

But, as t' have once receiv'd it, may deſerve. 

The gain of Pardon: ſo, to be ador'd 

With the continued ſtile, and note of Gods, 
Through all the Provinces, were wild Ambition, 

And noleſs Pride: Yeaeven Anuguſtus's Name 

Wo uld early vaniſh, ſhould it be prophan'd 

With ſuch promiſcuous Flatteries. For our Part, 

We here proteſtit, and are covetous 

Poſterity ſhould know it, we are mortal: 

And can but Deeds of Men : Twere Glory enough, 
Could we be truly a Prince. And, they ſhall add 
Abounding Grace unto our Memory, 

That ſhall report us worthy our Fore- fathers, 

Careful of your Affairs, conſtant in Dangers, > 
And not afraid of. any private Frown 8 

For publick good. Theſe things ſhall be to us 


CY 


Temples, and Statues, reared in our Minds, Thy. 
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The faireſt, and moſt during Imag'ry : 
For thoſe of Stone, or Braſs, if they be come 
Odious in Judgment of Poſterity, 
Are more contemun'd as dying Sepulchres, 
Than tane for living Monuments. Wethen - 
Make here our ſute, al:ke to Gods and Men, 
The one, until the Period of our Race, 
T' inſpire us with a free and quiet Mind, . 
Diſcerning both divine and human Laws ; - 
The other, to vouchſate us after Death, 
An honourable Mention,and fair Praiſe, 
P accompany our Actions and our Name: 
The reſt of greatneſs Princes may command. 
And (cherfore) may neglect; only, a long, 
Alaſting, high, and happy Memory 
They ſhould, without being ſatisfied, pur ſue.” 
Contempt of Fame, begets contempt of Vir tue. 


Nat. Rare! Sat. Moſt divine: Sep. The Cracles ut 


ceas'd, 

That only Ceſar, with their Tongue might ſpeak. 
Arr. Let me be gone, moſt felt, and open this“ 
Cor. Stay. Arr. What, to hear more cunning, and fin: 

Words, 

With their Sound flatter'd, e're their Senſe be meant? 
Tib. Their choice of Antium, there to place the Gift 

Vow'd tothe Goddeſs for our Mothers Health, 

We will the Senate know, we fairly like ; Fortun 

As alſo of their Grant to Lepidus, equeſiru, 

For his repairing the Emilian Place, 

And reſtauration of thoſe Monuments: 

Their grace too in confining of Silanus, 

To th' other Iſle Cithera; and the ſute 

Of his Religious Siſter, much comm ends 

Their Policy, ſo temp'red with their Mercy. 

But for. the Honours which they have decreed 

To our Sejanus, to ad vance his Statue 

In Pompey's Theatre (whoſe ruining Fire 

His Vigilance, and Labour kept reſtrain'd 

In that one Loſs) they have therein ons 
Tircir own great Wiſdoms, by their skiltul Choic e, 
And placing of their Bouaties on a Man, 


Whoſe Merit mote adorns the. Dignity, Th 
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To Modeſty, that he will reſt contented 


Sejanus his Fall. 347 
Than that can him: And gives a Benefit, 
In taking, greater than it can receive. 
Bluſh not, Sejanus, thou great Aid of Rome, 
Aſſociate of our Labours, our chief Helper; 
Let us not force thy ſimple Modeſty. 
With offering at thy Praite, for more we cannot, 
Since there's no Voice can take it. No Man here, 
Receive our Speeches as Hyberboles : 
For we are far from flattering our Friend, 
(Let Envy know) as from the need to flatter. 
Nor let them ask the Cauſes of our Praiſe; 
Princes have ſt ill their grounds rear d with themſelveg 
Above the poor low flats of common Men; 
And, who will ſearch the Reaſons of their Acts, 
Muſt ſtand on equal Baſes, Lead away. 
Our Loves unto the Senate. Arr. Cæſir. Sab. Peace; 
Cor. Great Pompey's Theatre was never ruin'd 
Till now, that proudSejanushath a Statue 
Reard on his Aſhes. Arr. Place the Shame of Soldiers 
Above the beſt.of Generals? crack the World} es 
And bruiſe the Name of Romans into Duſt, 
E're we behold it! Sil. Check your Paſſion; 
Lord Druſus tarries. Dru. 1s my Father mad? 
Weary of Life, and Rule, Lerds ? thus to;heave 
An Idol up with Praiſe ! Make him his Mate! 
His Rival in the Empire! Arr. O, gocd Prince. 
Dru. Allow him Statues, Titles, Honours, ſuck, 
As he himſelf refuſeth? Arr. Brave, brave Druſus! 
Dru. The firſt aſcents to Soveraignty are hardz 
But entred once there never Wants or Means, 
Or Miniſters, to help th' Aſpirer on. 
Arr. True, gallant Druſus. Dru. We muſt ſhortly , 
-pray 


Arr. I. where he is, and not write Emperor. 
He fers, fal- 
Sejanus, Druſus, Arruntius, &c. low'd with 
Clients. 
There is your Bill, and yours; Bring you your Man: 
I bave mov d for you, too, Latiaris, Dru. What? 
Is your vaſt Greatneſs grown ſo blindly bold, | 
That you will over us? Sej, Why, then give way, Dru. 
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Dru. Give way, Coloſſus? Do you lift? Advance vou? 


Take that. Arr. Good! Brave! Excellent brave Prince! 
I Druſus ſtrikes him. 
Dru. Nay, come, approach. What, ſtand you off? at 
ze? | 
It looks too full of Death for thy cold Spirits. 
Avoid mine Eye, dull Camel, or my Sword 
Shall make thy Brav'ry fitter for a Grave, 
Than for a Triumph. Ill advance a Statue, 
O' your own Bulk; But't ſhall be on the Croſs: 
Where I will nail your Pride at breadth and length, 
And crack thoſe Sinews ; which are yet but ſtretch'd 
With your ſwoln Fortunes rage. Arr. A noble Prince 7 
All. A Caſtor, Caſtor, a Caſtor, a Caſtor! 
Sejanus. 
He that, with ſuch wrong mov d, can bear it through 
Wich Patience, and an even Mind, knows how * 
To turn it back. Wrath cover d carries Fate: 
Revenge is loſt, it I profeſs my Hate. 
What was my practice late, I'll now purſue 
As my fell Juſtice. This hath ſtild it new. 
CHORUDS Of Muficians, 


„ 


Sejanus , Livia, Eudemus „ 


— — 


OR thou art worthy of a Province, 
For the great Favours done unto our Loves; 
And, but that greateſt Livia bears a Part 
In the requital of thy Services, . 
I ſhould alone deſpair of ought like Means, a 
To give them worthy Satisfaction, 
Liv. Endemus (L will ſee it) ſhall receive 
A fit and full Reward for his large Merit. 
But for this Potion, we intend to Druſus, 
(No more our Husband, now) whom ſhall we chuſe 
As the moſt apt and bleſt Inſtrument, | 
To Miniſter it to him? Eud. I ſay, Lygdus. 89 
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I. Lygdus ? what's he? Liv. An Eunuch Druſs 
loves. 
Eud. I, and his Cup-Bearer. Sej. Name not a ſecond, 
It Druſus love him, and he have that place, 
We cannot think a fitter. Eu. True, my Lord. 
For free Acceſs, and Truſt, are two main Aids. 
Sej. Skilful Phyfician! Ziv. But he muſt be wrought: 
To th' Undertaking, with ſome labour'd Art. 
Sej Is be ambitious ? Liv. No, Sej. Or covetous? 
Liv. Neither. Exd. Let, Gold is a good general 
Charm: 
Sei. What is he then? Liv. Faith, only wanton Light; | 
Sei. How ! is he young, and fair ? Eud. 
A delicate Youth. 0 
Sej. Send him to me, I'll work him. Royal Lady} 
Tho? I have lov d you long, and with that height 
Of Zeal and Duty, (like the Fire, which more 
It mounts it tremibles) thinking nought could add 
Unto the Fervour, which your Eye had kindled; 
Yet, now I ſee your wiſdom, —5— ſtrength] 
Quickneſs, and Will, to apprehend the Means 
To your own Good, and Greatneſs, I proteſt 
My ſelt through rarified, and turn d all Flame 
In your Affection: Such a Spirit as yours, 
Was not created tox the idle Second, 
To a poor Flaſh, as Druſus? but to ſhine 
Bright as the Moon among the leſſer Lights: 
And ſhare the Sov'reignty of all the World, 
Then Livia triumphs in her proper Sphere, 
When ſhe, and her Sejanus ſhall divide, 
The,. Name of Ceſar and Auguſta's Star 
Be dimmi'd with Glory of a brighter Beam: 
When Agripꝑina's Fires are quite extinct, 
And the ſcarce ſeen Tiberizs borrows all 
His little Light from us, -whoſe folded Arms 
Shall make one perfect Orb, Who's that? Eudemus, 
Look, tis not Druſus ? Lady, do not fear. | 
Liv. Not I, my Lord: My Fear and Love of him Left 
me at once. Sei. Illuſtrious Lady! ſtay —— —— 
Eud. I'll tell his Lordſhip, Sei. Who's that, Eude- 


mus? 
Eud 
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Eud. One of your Lordſhjp's Servants bring you Word 
The Emp'ror hath ſent for you. Sei. O: Where is ke ? 
With your Fair Leave, Dear princeſs, -I'll But ask 
_ A Queſtion,and return. Eud. Fortunate Princeſs ! 
How are you bleſs'd.in the Fruition ¶ He goes out, 
Of this unequal'd-Man,this' Soul of Rome, 
The Empire's Life, and Voice ot Cæſar's World ! 
Liv. So bleſſed, my. Eudemus, as to know 
The Bliſs I have, with what I ought to owe 
The Means that wrought it. How do I look to day? 
Exd. Excellent clear, believe it, This ſame Fucus 
Was well laid on. Liv. Methinks tis here not white, 
. Ewd. Lend me your Scarlet, Lady. *Tisthe fun 
Bath giv'n ſome little taint to the Ceruſe, 
V eu ſhould have us d of the white Oil I gave you, 
Sejanus, for your Love! his very Name 
Commandeth above Cupid or hisfhafts _. 
(Liv. Nay, now yo've made it worſe. 
Ed. Lell help it ſtraight.) wb 
And, but pronounc'd, is a ſufficient Charm | 
Againſt all Rumour; and of abſolute Power 
Fo ſatisfy for any Lady*s Honour. any: | 
(Liv. Whatdo you now, Eudemus:? Eud. Make 
alight Fucus, | 
To touch you o'er withall.) Honour'd Sejanxs | 
What act (tho ne er ſo ſtrange and inſol ent) 
But that Addition will at leaſt bear out, 
It 't do not expiate? Liv. Here, Phyſician; 
Eud. Llike this Study topreferve the Love 
Of ſuch a Man, that comes n&t every Hour 
To greet the Word. ( Tis ow well, Lady, you ſhould 
Vſe of the Dentriſiee I preſcrb'd you too, 
To clear you Teeth; and the prepar'd Pomatum, 
To ſmooth the Skin: / A Lady cannot de 
Too curious of her Form, that ſtill would hold 
The Heart of ſuch a Perſon, made her Captive, 
As yau have his: who, to endear him more 
In your clear Eye, bath put away his Wife, 
The trouble ot his bed, and your Delights, 
Fair Apicata, and made ſpacious Room | 
To your new Pleaſures, Liv.. Have not we return Tha 
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That with our Hate of Druſus, and Diſcovery 

Ot all his Counſels? Eud. Yes, and wiſely, Lady, 
The Ages that ſucceed, and ſtand far off 

To gaze at your high prudence, ſhall admire, 

And reckon it an Act, without your Sex: 

It hath that rare Appearance. Some vill think 

Your Fortune could not yield a deeper Sound, 

Ti an mix'd with Druſus: But, when they ſhall hear 
That, and the Thunder of 5ejanus meet, 

Sejanus, whoſe high Name doth ſtrike the Stars, 
And rings about the Concave, great Sejanus, 

Whoſe Glories, S: ile and Titles are himſelf, 

The often Iterating of Sejanxs : 

They then will loſe oy” houghts, and be aſham'd 
To take Acquaintar.ce of them. Sej. I muſt make 

A rude Departure, Lady: Ceſar tends 

With all his Hatte both of Command and Prayer. 

Be reſolute ip our Plot ; you have my Soul, 

As certain yours as it is my Body's. 

And, wiſe Phylician, ſo prepare the Poyſon, 

As you may lay the ſubtil Operat on 

Upon ſom: natural Diſeaſe of his, 

Your Eunuch ſend to me. Iki{s your Hands, 

Glory of Ladies, and commend my Love 

To your beſt Faith and Memory, Liv. My Lord, 

I ſhall but change your Words. Farewel. Ver, this 
Remember for your Heed, he loves you not; 

You know what I have told you, his Deſigns 

Are full of Grudge and Danger : We mult uſe 

More than a common Speed, Sej. Excellent Lady, 
How you do fire my Blood. Liv. Well, you mult go? 
The Thoughts be belt, are leaſt ſettorth to ſhew.. 

Eud When wi l you take fome Phyſick, Lady? 
Liv. When I ſhall, Eudemus: But let Druſus Drug 

Be firſt prepar d. Eud. Were Lygdus made, that's done; 
I have it ready. And to morrow Morni 

I'll ſend you a Perfume, firſt to reſolve 

And procure Sweat, then prepare a Buth 

To cleanſe and el. ar the Cutis; againſt when 


Ill have an excellent new Fucus made, 
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Reſiſt ve againſt the Sun, the Rain or Wir d, 
- Which you ſballlay on witha Breath or Oil, 
As you belt like, and laſt ſome fourteen Hours. 
This change came timely, Lady, for your Health, 
And the reſtoring your Complexion, 
Which Druſus Cho er had almoſt burnt up: 
Wherein your For tune hath preſcrib'd you better 
Than Art could do. Liv. Thanks good Phyſician, 
]'ll uſe my Fortune (you ſhall ſee) with Reverence. 
Is my Coach ready? Eud. It attends your Highneſs, 
Se janus. 

If this be not Revenge, when I have done 

And made it perfect, let the Egyptian Slaves, 
Parthians, and Barc-foot Hebt rems b my Face, 
And print my Pody full of Injuries. 
Thou loſt thy ſelf, Child Druſus, when thou thought'ſt 
Thou could*ſt out-skip my Vengeance; or out- ſtand 
The Power I had to cruſh thee into Air. 

Thy Follies now ſhall taſte what kind of Man 

They have provok'd, and this thy Father's Houſe 
Crack in the Flame of my incenſed Rage, 

W hoſe Fury ſhall admit no Shame or mean 

Adultery! it is the lighteſt Ill 

I will commit. A Race of wicked Acts 

Shall low out of my Anger, and o er- ſpread 

The World's wide Face, which no Poſterity 

Shall e er approve, nor yet keep ſilent: Things 

That for their cunning, cloſe, and cruel Mark, 

Thy Father would wiſh his; and ſhall (perbaps) 

Carry the empty Name, but we the Prize. 

On then my Soul, and ſtart not in thy Courſe; 

Though Heav'n drop Sulphur, and Hell belch out Fire, 

Laugh at the idle Terrors: Tell proud Jove, 

Between his Power and thine there is no Odds: 

*T was only Fear firſt in the World made Gods. 

3 Tiberius, Sejanus. 
Is yet Sejanus come? Sej, He's here, dread Cafar. 
Tib. Let all depart that Chamber, and the next: 
Sit gown, my Comfort, When the Maſter Prince 
Ot all the World, Sejanus, faith he fears; 
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Is it not fatal? Sej. Ves, to thoſe are fear d. 
Iib. And not to him ? Sej. Not, if he wiſely turn 
That part of Fate he holdeth, firſt on them. 
IIb. That Nature, Blood, and Laws of kind forbid. 
Sej. Do Policy and State forbid it? ib. No. 
Sej. The reſt of poor Reſpects, then, let go by 
State is enough to make th' Act juſt, them guilty: 
Tib. Long Hate purſues ſuch Acts. 
Sej. Whom Hatred frights, 
Let him not dream of Soveraignty.  Tib. Are Rites 
Of Faith, Love, Piety, to be trod down, 
Forgotten, and made vain? Sep. All for a Crown. d 
The Prince who ſhamesa Tyrant's Name to bear, 
Shall never dare do any thing, but fear; 
All the Commands of Scepters quite doth periſh, 
If it begin religious Thoughts to cheriſh: 
Whole Empires fall, ſway d by thoſe nice Reſpects; 
It is the Licenſe of dark Deeds protects 
Ev n. States moſt hated: V hen no Laws reſiſt 
The Sword, but that it acteth what it liſt. 
Tib. Vet ſo, we may do all Things cruelly, 
Not ſafely. Sej. Yes, and do them throughly. 
Tib. Knows yet Sejanus whom we point at? Sep. I. 
Cr elſe my Thought, my Senſe, or both do err: 
*Tis Agrippina ? Tib. She, and her proud Race, 
Sej. Proud! dangerous, Ceſar. For in them apace 
The Father's Spirit ſhoots up, Germanicus 
Lives in their Looks, their Gate, their Form, to up 
braid us | 
With this cloſe Death, if not revenge the ſame. 
Tib. The Act's not known. | 
Sej. Not prov. d: But whiſpering Fame 
Knowledge and Proof doth to the Jealous give, 
Who, then to fall, would their own Thought believe, 
It is not fate, the Children draw long Breath, 
That are provoked by a Parent's Death. 
Iib. It is aa dangerous to make them hence, 
If nothing but their Birth be their Offence: 
Sej. Stay, tilbthey ſtrike at Ceſar; then their Crime 
Will be enough, but late and out of time 
For him to puniſh, Ii. Do they pur poſe it? 
2 
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Sej. You know, Sir, Thunder ſpeaks not till it hit. 
Be not ſecure; none ſwiftlier are oppreſt, | 
Than they whom Confidence betrays to Reſt, 

Let not your Daring make your Danger ſuch: 
 AlPowcr's tobe fear'd, where tis roo much. 

The Youths are (of themfelves) hot, violent, 

Full of great thought; and that Male-ſpyited Dame 
Their Mother, {lacks no Means to put them on. 

By large Allowance, popular Preſentings, 41 4 
Increaſe of Train, and State, ſuing for Titles; 
Hath them commended with like Frayers, like Vows, 
To the ſame Gods, with Cæſar: Days and Nights 
She ſpends in Banquets and ambitious Feaſts 2 
For the Nobility ? where (aims Silius, | 
Ius, Sabinus, old / rruntius, 

Aſinius Gallus, Furnius, Regulus, 

And others of that diſcontented Liſt, 

Are the prime Gueſts. There, and to theſe, ſte tells 
Whoſe Niece ſhe was, whoſe Daughter, and whole Wife? 
And then muſtthey compare her with Auguſta; 
1, andprefer her too, commend her Form, 

Exto! her Fruit fulneſs; at which a Shower 

Falls for the Memory of German icus, 

Which they blow over ſtrait with windy Praiſe, 

And puffing Hopes ot her aſpiring Sons, 

Who, with theſe hourly Ticklings grow fo pleas'd, 
And wantonly conceited of themſelves, 

As now, they ſt:ck not to believe they're ſuch, 

As theſe do give 'em out; and would be thought 
(More than Competitors) immediate Heirs. 

W hilft to their Thirſt ot Rule they win the Rout 
(That's till the Friend of novelty) with hope 

Of tuture Freedom, which on every Change, 

That greedily, the ugh emptily expects. 

Ceſar, tis Age in all things breeds Neglects, 

And Princes that will keep old Dignity, 

Muſt not admit too youthful Heirs ſtand by ; 

Not their own flue ; but ſo darkly fet 

As ſhadows are in picture, to give Height 

And Luſtre to themſelves. Tib. We will command 
Their rank Thoughts down, and with a ſtricter Hand 

Than 
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Than we have yet put forth, their Trains muſt bate, 
Their Titles, Feaſts and Factions. Sej. Or your State. 
But how, Sir, will you work ? 
Tib. Confine'em. Sej. No; 
They are too Great, and that too faint a Blow 
To give them now ? it would have ſerv'd at firſt, 
When with the weakeſt touch, their Knot had burft; 
But, now, your Care muſt be, not to detect 
The ſmalleſt Cord, or Line of your Suſpect? 
For ſuch, who know the weight of princes Fear, 
Will, when they find themſelves diſcover'd, rear 
Their Forces, like ſeen Snakes, that elſe would lie 
Roul'd in their Circles, Cloſe: Nought i more high, 
- Daring, or deſperate, than Offenders found? 
Were Guilt is, Rage and Courage dothabound; 
The Courle muſt be to let em ſtill {well up, 
Riot, ard ſurteit on blind Fortune's Cup; 
Give'em more Place, more Dignities, more Stite, 
Call em to Court, to Senate; in the while, 
e? Take from their Strength ſome one or twain, or more 
x Ot the main Fautors; (it wil fright the Store) 
And, by ſome by Oc caſion. Thus, with flight - 
You ſhall diſarm firſt; and they (in Night 
Of their Ambirion) not perceive the Train, - 
Till, in the Engine, they are caught and ſlain, 
Tiv. We would not kill, if we knew how to ſave; 
Yet, than a Throne, tis cheaper give a Grave. 
Is there no way to bind them by Deſerts? 
Sej. Sir Wolves do change their Hair, but not their. 
Hearts. 
While thus your Thought unto a mean is tied. 
You neither dare enough, nor do provide. 
A Modeſty is fond; and chiefly where 
The Subject is no leſs compell'd to bear, 
Than praiſe his Soy'reign's Acts, 
Tib. We can no longer 
Keep on our Mask to thee, our dear Sejanus; 
Thy Thoughts are ours, in all, and we but proy'd 
Their Voice, in our Deſigns, which by aſſenting 
Hath more confirm'd us, thanif heartning Fove 
Hal, from his huadred Statues, bid us ſtrike, 1 
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And at the Stroke clickt all his marble Thumbs. 
Bat who ſhall firſt be ſtruck? Sej. Firſt, Caius Silius! 
He is the moſt of Mark, and moſt of Danger; 
In Power and Reputation equal ſtrong, 
Having commanded an Imperial Army 
Seven Years together, vanquiſh'd Sacrovir 
In Germany, and.thence ob:ain'd to wear 
Tie Ornaments triumphal. His ſteep Fall, 
By how much it doth give the weighticr Crack, 
Will ſend more wounding Terror to the reſt, 
Command them ſtand a«loof, and give more way 
To our ſurpriſing ot the principal. 

Ti. But what, Sabinus? Sej. Let him grow a while, 
His Fate is not yet ripe; We muſt not pluck 
At all together, leſt we catch our ſelves, 
And. there's Arruntius too, he only take. 
But Soſia, Silius's Wife, would be wound in 
Now, for ſhe hath a Fury in her Breaſt, 
More, than Hell ever knew; and would be ſent. 
Thither in time. Then, is there one Cremutius 
Cordius, a writing Fellow, they have got 
To gather Notes of the precedent Times, 
And make them into Annals; a moſt tart 
And bitter Spiric (I hear); who, under colour. 
Of praiſing thoſe, doth tax the preſent State, 
Cenſures the Men, the Actions, leaves no Trick. 
No Practice un- examin'd, parallels | 
The Times, the Governments ; a profeſt Champion- 
For the old Liberty —— T5. A periſhing; wretch, 
As if there were that Chaos bred in things, 
That Laws and Liberty would not rather chuſe 
To be quite broken, and ta en hence by us, 
Than have the Stain to be preſerv d by ſuch. 
Have we the means to make theſe guilty firſt? 

Sej. Truſt that to me: let Caſar, by his Power, 
But cauſe a tormal meeting of the Senate, 
1 will have Matter, and Accuſers ready. 

Tib. But how ? let us conſult. Se/. We ſhall miſpend 
Tue time of Action. Counſels are unfit 
In Buſineſs, where all reſt is more pernicious 


Than raſhneſs can be. Acts of thiscloſe kind. | 
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Thrive more by execution than Advice. 
There is no lingring in that work begun, 
Which cannot praiſed be, until through done. 

716. Our Edict ſhall, forthwith, command a Court: 
WhileI can live, | will prevent Earth's Fury: 

"Eus duv ovrog yale wink yry Tupi. 
Poſthamns, Sejanus. 

My Lord Sejanus Sei. Tulins Poſhumus. 
Come with my wiſh! what news from Agrippina's? 

Poſ. Faith none. They all lock up themſelves a- late; 
Or talk in Character; 1 have not ſeen | 
A Company ſo chang d. Except they had 
Inte ligence by Augury of our Practice. 

Sej. When were you there? | 

Poſ Laſt night. Sej. And what Gueſts found you? 

Poſ. Sabinius, Silius, (The old Lift) Arruntius, 
Furnius and Gallus. Sej. Would not theſe talk? 

Pof. Little. 

And yet we offer'd choice of Argument. 
Satrius was with me. Sej. Well: Tis Guilt enough 
Their often meeting. Vou forgot t' extol 
The hoſpitable Lady ? Pof. No, that trick 
Was well put home, and had ſucceeded too, 
Bat that Sabinus caught a Caution out; 
For ſhe began to ſwell: Sej. And may ſhe burſt. 
Julius, I would have you go inftantly, 
Untothe Palace of the great Auguſta, Mutilia 
And (by your kindeſt Friend) get ſwift Acceſs; Pyiſca. 
Acquaint her with theſe Meetings: Tell the Words 
You brought me, (th other day) of Silizs, 
And ſomewhat to em. Make her underſtand 
The danger of Sabinus, and the times, 
Out of his cloſeneſs. Give Arruntius words 
Of Malice againſt Cær; ſo, to Gallus: 
But (above all) to Agrippina. Say, 4 
(As you may truly) that her infinite Pride, | 
Propt withthe hopes of her too fruittul Womb, - 
With popular Studies gapes for Soveraignty, 
And threatens Ceſar. Pray Auguſta then, 
That for her own, great Ceſars,and the Publick 
Safety, ſhe be pleas d to urge theſe Dangers. 
ITY Ceſar” 
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Cefsr is too ſecure (he muſt be told, 
Aud beſt he'll take it from a Mothers Tongue.) 
Alas! what is't for us to ſound, t'exp'ore, 
Ta watch, oppoſe, plot, practiſe, or prevent, 
If he, for whom it is ſo ſtrongly labour d, 
Shall, out of greatneſs, and free Spirit, be 
Supinely negligent? our City's now 
Divided as in time o' th' civil War, 
Aud Men forbear not to declare themſelves 
Of Agrippina's Party. Every Day, 
The Faction multiplies; and will do more, 
It not reſiſted: you can beſt inlarge it, 
As you find Audience. Noble Poſthumns, 
Commend me to your Priſca: And pray her, 
She will ſolicit this great uſineſs, 
To earneſt and moſt preſent Execution, 
Wirh all her utmoſt Credit with Auguſta. 

Poſ. I ſhall nat tail in my Inſtructions. 

Sej. This ſecond (trom his Mother) will well urge 
Our late Deſign, and {pur on Ce/ar's rage: 
Which elſe might grow remiſs. The way to put 
A Prince in Blocd, is to preſent the Shapes 
Ot Dangers, greater than they are (like late, 
Or early Shadows) and, ſometimes, to fain 
Where there are none, only, to make him fear; 
His Fear wil make him cruel: and once entred, 
He doth not eaſily learn to ſtop, or ſpare 
Where he may doubt. This have I made my rule, 
To thruſt Tiberius into Tyranny, 
And make him toil, to turn aſide thoſe Blocks, 
Which I alone could not remove with ſafety. 
Druſus once gone, Germanicus three Sons 
Would clog my Way; whoſe Guards have too much faith 
To be corrupted : and their Mother known. 
Of too-too unreprov da Chaſtity, 
To be attempted, aslight Livia was. 
Work then, my Art, on Cæſar's Fears, as they 
On thoſe they fear ti.] all my Bets be clear'd: 
And he in Ruins of his Houſe, and hate 
Of all h's Subjects, bury his own State. 
When, with my peace, and Safety, 1 will riſe, 
By making him the publick Sacrifice. Satrius, 


Satrius, Natta; -- 
They are grown exceeding circum ſpect and wary. 
Nat. They have us inthe Wind: And yet Arruntius 

Cannot contain himſelt. Sat. Tut, he's not yet 

Look'd after, there are others more deſir d, 

That are more ſilent. Nat. Here he comes. Away. 

Sabinus, Arruntius, Cordus, 
How is it, that theſe Beagles haunt the Houſe: 

Of Agrippins? Arr. O, they hunt, they hunt. 


There is ſome Game here lodg d, which they muſt rouſe; 


To make the great ones ſport. Cor. Did you obſerve 

How they inveigh'd gainſt Cæſar? Arr. I, baits, baits, 

For us to bite at: Would l have my Fleſh 

Torn by the publick hook, theſe qualified Hangmen 

Should be my Company. Cor. Ilere comes another, 
Arr. I, there's a Man, Afer the Orator! 

One that bath Phraſes, Figures, and fine Flowers. - 

To ſtrew his Rhetorick with, and doth make haſte 

To get him note, or name, by any offer 

Where Blood, or Gain be Objects; ſteeps his Words, 

When he would kill, in artificial tears: 

The Crocodile of Her! him I love, 

That Man is mine; he hath my Heart and Voice,- 


When I would curſe ! he, he. Sab. Contema the Slaves, + 


Their preſent Lives will be their future Graves. 
Silius, Agrippina, Nero, Soſa. 

Ma y't pleaſe your higbneſs not forget your ſelf, 
I dare not, with my Manners, to attempt 
Your trouble farther. Agr. Farewel, noble Silius. 

Sil. Moſt royal Princeſs. - Agr. Soſia ſtays with us? 

Sil. She is your Servant, and doth owe your Grace 

An honeſt, but unprofitable Love. 


Agr. How can that be, when there's no gain, but verb 


tuous? 
Sil. You take the moral, not the politick Senſo. 
I meant, as ſhe is bold, and tree of Speech, 
Earneſt to utter what her zealous thought 
Travels withal, in honour ot your Houſe; 
Which act. as it is ſimply born in her, 
Partakes of Love and Honeſty; but may, 


-” 


Sejanus his Fall.” 329 


'2 


By th' over often, and unſeaſon d uſe, , 
my 


Turn to your Loſs and Danger: For your State 


"SY 
T1 
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Is waited on by Envies, as by Eyes; 
And every ſecond Gueſt your Tables take; 
Is a feed Spy, t' obſerve who goes, who comes. 
What conference you have, with whom, where, when: 
What the Diſcourſe is, what the Looks, the Thoughts: 
Of ev'ry Perſon there, they do extract, 
And make into a Subſtance. Agr. Hear me, Silius. 
Were all Tiberius Body ſtuck with Ryes, 
And ev'ry Wall and Hanging in my Houſe: - 
Tranſparent; as this Lawn 1 wear, or air; 
Yea, had ejanus both his Ears as long 
As to my in-moſt Cloſet, I would hate 
To whiſper any Thought, or change an AQ, 
To be made Juno's Rival. Vertues Forces 
She w ever nobleſt in conſpicuous Courſes. 
Sil. Tis great, and bravely ſpoken, like the Spirit 

Of Agrippina: yet your Highnets knows, 
There is not Loſs; nor Shame in providence : 
Few can, what ali ſhould do, beware enough. 
You may perceive with what officious Face, 
Satrius, and Natta, Afer,-and the reſt 
Viſit your Houſe, of late, t'enquire the Secrets; 
And with that bold, and privileg'd Art, they rail-- 
Againſt Auguſta: yea, and at Tiberius; 
Teil tricks of Livia, and Sejanxs; all 
T* excite, and call your Indignation on, 
That they might hear it at more Liberty. 

Aer. Yo' are too ſuſpicious; Silius. dil. Pray the Gods; 
I be ſo 99 But I fear 
Some ſubtil practice. They, that durſt to ſtrike - 
At ſo exampleſs, and unblam da Life, 
As, that of the renown'd Germanicus, 
Will not ſit down with that Exploit alone: 


He threatens many, that hath injur'd one. 
Ner, Twere beſt rip forth their Tongues, ſear out theif 


Eyes, 
When _ they come. Sof. A fit reward for Spies. 
Druſus ju. Agrippina, Nero, Silins, 
Hear you the rumour ? | 
Azr. What? Dru. Druſus is dying: 
Agr. Dying! Ner, That's ſtrange !/ 


? 


Agr; 


3 


% 
1 


No tree, that ſtops his Proſpect, but mult fall. 
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Apr. Yo'were with him yeſternight. 

Dru. One met Eudemus, the Phyſician, 
Sent for, but now: Who thinks he cannot live. 

Sil, Thinks! if't be arriv'd at that, he knows, | 
Or none. Agr. This's quick! what ſhould be his Diſcaſe-? 

Sil. Poyſon, Poyſon | 

Agr. How, Silius! Ner. What's that? 

Sil. Nay, nothing. There was (late) a certain Bloß 
Giv'n o' the Face. Ner. I, to ejanus? Sil. True. 

Dru. And what of that? Sil. I'm glad I gave it not. 

Ner. But, there is ſomewhat elſe 2 

Sil. Yes, private Meetings, 
With a great Lady, at a Phylicians. - 
And a Wife turn'd away Ner. Ha! 

Sil. Toys, meer toys: 
What Wiſdom's now i' th? Streets, i' th* common Moutlf? 

Dru. Fears, -whiſp'rings, tumults, noiſe, | know not 

what: 

Fhey ſay the Senate ſits. 

$h.1'l] thither ſtraight ;- - 
And fee what'sin the Forge. Agr. Good Silius do; 
Sofia, and Iwill in. Sil. Haſte you, wy Lords, 
To viſit the ſick Prince; tender your loves, 
And ſorrows to the People. This ejanus 
(Truſt my divining Soul) hath Plots on all! 


CHORUS 


Of -Mruficiar.s, 


ACT IL SCENE 1. 
The SE NGT. 
Sejanus, Varro, Latiaris, Cotta, Aſer. 


Gallus, Lepidus, Arruntius. Precones, Lictores. 


"YT: Is only you muſt urge againſt him, Varro; 


Nor I, nor Ceſar may ap Pear therein, 
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Except in your Defence, who are the Conſul: 
And, under Colour of late Enmity | 
Between your Father, and his, may better do it, 
As free from all Suſpicion of a Practice. 
Here be your Notes, what Points to touch at; read: 
Be cunning in them. Afer has them too. 
Var. But is he ſummon d? Sej..No,. It was debated 
By Cæſar, and concluded as moſt fit 
To take him unprepar d. Afer. And proſecute 
All under name of Treaſon. Var. I conceive. 
Sab. Druſus being dead, Ceſar will not be here. 
Gal. What ſhould the Buſineſs of this Senate be? 
Arr. That can my ſubtil Whiſperers tell you: We 
That are the -dull-noble Lookers on, 
Are only call'd to keep the Marble warm, 
What ſhould we do with thoſe deep Myſteries, 
Proper to theſe fine Heads? let them alone. 
Qur lgnorance may, perchance, help us be ſav d 
From Whips and Furies. Gal. See, fee, ſee their Action 
Arr. I, now their Heads do travel, now they work; 
Their Faces run like Shitiles, they are _— 
Some curious Cobwebto catch Flies, Sab. Obletve, 
They take their Places. 
Arr. What, ſo lowy? Gal. O yes, 
They muſt be ſeen to flatter Ceſar 's Grief, 
Theugh but in fitting. Var. Bid us ſilence. Pre. Silence. 
Var. Fathers Conſcript, may this our preſent meeting turn 
fair, and fortunate to the Common- wealth. 
Silius, Senate. - 
See, Silius enters. Sil. Hail grave Fathers. Lic. Stand. 
ä thy Place. Sen. How! Pr. Silius ſtand 
orth,, | 
The Conſul hath to chargethee.. Lic. Room for Ceſar. . 
Arr. Is te come too? nay then expect a trick. 
Sab. Silius accus d? ture he will anſwer nobly. 
Tiberius, Senate. ; 
We Rtaniamazed, Fathers, to beho'd 
Tis genera! deje ction. Wherefore it. 
Remæs Conſuls thus diſſolv' d, as they had loſt - 
All the remembrance both ot Stile and Place? 
It not b. comes. No woes arg of fit weight, 


Ta: 
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Ts make the honour of the Empire ſtoop : 
Though I, in my peculiar ſelf, may meet 
Juſt reprehenſion, that ſo ſuddenly, 
And, in ſo treſha Grief would greet the Senate, 
When private Tongues of Kinſmen and Allies, 
(Inſpir'd with comforts) lothly are endur'd, 
The Face of Men not ſeen, and ſcarce the Day, 
To thouſands that communicate our-Loſs. 
Nor can I argue theſe of. weakneſs ; ſince 
They take but natural ways; yet | muſt ſeek. 
For ſtronger Aids, and thoſe fair helps draw out 
From warm Embraces of the Common-wealth. 
Our Mother, great Auguſta, is ſtruck with time, 
Our ſelf impreſt with aged CharaQers, ; 
Druſus is gone, his Children young and Babes; . 
Our aims muſt now reflect on thole that may 
Gixe timely ſuccour to theſe preſent ills,, 
And are our only giad-ſurviving Hopes, 
The noble Iſſue of Germanic, 
Nero and Dr«ſis : Might it pleaſe the Conſul 
Honour them in, (they both attend without.) 
I would preſent them to the Senates care, 
And raiſe thoſe Sums ot joy that ſhould drink up 
Theſe Floods of Sorrow in your drowned Eyes. 
Arr. By Jove, I am not Gedipus enough, 
To underſtand this Sphynx. Sab. The Princes come, 
| Tiberius, Nero, Druſus junior. | 
Approach you noble Nero, noble Druſiss. 
Theſe Princes, Fathers, When their Parent died, 
I gave unto their Uncle, with this Prayer, 
That though h' had proper Iſſue of his oπ¾nðn, 
He would no leſs bring up, and foſter theſe, 
Than thatſelf-blood ; and by that act confirm 
Their worths to him, and to poſterity: 
Druſus ta en hence, I turn mxprayers to you, . 
And fore our Country, and our Gods, beſeech 
You take, and rule As guſtus Nephews Sons, * 
Sprung of the nobleſt Anceſtors; and ſo 
Accompliſh both my Duty, and your own. : 
Nero, and Druſus, theſe ſhall be to you 
In place of Parents, theſe your Fathers, theſe; 
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And not unfitly: For you are ſo born, 

As all your good, or ils the Common-wealth's. . 
Receive them, you ſtrong Guardians; and bleſt Gods, 
Make alltheir Actions ani wer to their Bloods : 
Let their _ Titles find increaſe by them, 
Not they by Titles, Set them, as in place, 

So in example, aboveal| the N mt: 

And may they know no Ravals but themſelves, 
Let Fortune give them nothing; but attend 
Upon their Virtue: and that ſtill come forth 
Greater than Hope, and better than their Fame. 
Relieve me, Fathers, with your general Voice. 

Sen. May all the Gods Conſent to Cæſar's wiſh, A form vf 
And add te any Honours, that may crown ſpeaking 
The hop. ful !ſſue of Germanicus. they had, 

Tio. We thank you reverend Fathers, in their right. 

Arr. If this were true now / but the ſpace, the 1pece 
Between the Breaſt and Lips Ti-erins Heart 
Liesa thought fartherthan another Man's. 

* Tiv. My comfortsare ſo flowing in my Joys, 

As, in them, all my Streams of Grief are loſt, 

No leſs than are Land waters in the Sea, 

Or Showers m Rivers; though their Cauſe was ſuch, - 
As. might have ſprinkledev'n the Gcds with Tears: 
Yet ſince the greater Cothembrace the leſs, 
We covetoully obey: (Arr. Well acted, Ceſar.) + 

Tib. And now I am the bappy witneſs made 

Ot your ſo muchdetir'd affections, 

To this great Iſſue, I could wiſk, the Fates. 

Would here ſet* peaceful period to my Days; 0 
However, tomy Labours, I intreat 

{And beg it of this Senate) ſome fit eaſe. 

Arr. Laugh, Fathers, laugh: Ha' you no ſpleens about 

ou?) 

Tib. The burden is too heavy 1 ſuſtain 
On my un willing Shoulders; and | pia 
Ft may be taken off, and re- conferrd 
Upon the Conſuls, or ſome other Raman, | 
More able; and more worthy. (Arr. Laugh on till.) 

Sab. Why, this doth render all the reſt ſuſpected! 

al. It poyſons all. Arr. O, do youtaſte it chen 2 
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Sab. It takes away my faith to any thing | 


He ſhall hereafrer ſpeak. Arr, I, to pray that, 
Which would be to his Head as hot as thunder, 


— 


('Gainſt which he wears that Charm) ſhould A Wreath 


but the Court of Lawrel, 
Receive him at his word. 
Gal, Hear. Ti, For my ſelf, 
I know my weakneſs, and 10 little covet 
(ke ſome gone paſt) the weight that will oppreſs me; 
my Ambitiom is the Counter- point , 
(Arr. Finely maintain'd; good ſtill.) 
Sej. But Rome, whoſe Blood, 8 
W hoſe Nerves, whoſe Life, whoſe very Frame relies 
On Ceſar's ſtrength, no leſs than Heav'n on Atlas, 
Cannot admit it Be with general ruin. 
(Arr. Ah! are you there to bring him off? 
Sej. Let Caæſar 
No more than urge a Point ſo contrary 
To Cefar's Greatneſs, the griev'd Senates Vows;. 
Or Rome's Neceſſity. (Gal. He comes about. 
Arr. More nimbly than Vertumnus.) 
Ti6. For the publick, * 
T may be drawn, to ſhew, I can neglect 
All private aims; though I affect my reſt: * 
But, if the Senate ſtill command me ſerve, 
I muſt be glad to practiſe my Obedience. 
Arr. You muſt and will, Sir. We do know it. 
Sen. Ce/ars 
Live long and happy, great and royal Cæſar; Another For m. 
The Gods preſerve thee and thy Modeſty, 
Thy Wiſdom and thy Innocence. (Arr. Where is't ? 
The Prayer*s made before the Subject:) Sen. Guard 
His Meekneſa, Jove, his Piety, his Care, 
His Bounty — Arr. And his Subtilty, I'll put in: 
Yet he'll keep that himſelf, without the Gods: 
All Prayers are vain for him. Ii. We will not hold 
Your Patience, Fathers, with long anſwer ;. but 
Shall ſtill contend ro be what you deſire, 
And work to fatisfie fo great a hope : 
Proceed to your affairs. Arr. Now, Silius guard thee ; 
Jhe Curtain's drawing” fer advanceth. Pre. — 
| xo. 
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Afe. Cite Cains Silius, Pre. Caius Silius. Sil. Here: 
Afe. The triumph that thou hadlt in Ger many | 

For thy late Victory on Sac? ovir, 

Thou haſt enjoy'd ſo freely, Caius Silius, 

As no Man itenvy'd thee; nor would Ceſar, 

Or Rome admit, that thou wert then defrauded - 

Of any Honours thy Deſerts could claim, 

In the fair Service of the Common-wealth : 

But now, if, after all their Loves and Graces, 

(Thy Actions an] their Courſes being diſcover d) 

It ſhall appear to Caſar, and this Senate, 

Thou halt defiPd thoſe Glories with thy Crimes. 
Sil. Crimes? Afe. Patience, Silius. 4 
Sil. Tell thy Moil of Patience, 

Iam a Roman. What are my Crimes? Proclaim them. 

Am too rich? too honeſt for the times? 

Have | Treaſure, Jewels, Land, or Houſes 

That ſome Informer gapes for? Is my ſtrength 

Too much to be admitted? Or my Knowledge ? 

Theſe now are Crimes. Afe. Nay, Silius, if the Name 

Of Crime ſo touch thee, with what impotence 

Wilt thou endure the Matter tobe ſearch'd ? 

Sil. I tell thee, Aler, with more ſcorn than fear, 

Employ your mercenary Tongue and Art. 

Where's my accuſe; ? Far. Here. 

Arr. Varrothe Conſul, 

Is ke thruſt in? Far r. Tis I accufe thee, Silius. 

Againſt the Majeſty of Rome, and Cæſas, 

I do pronounce thee here a guilty Cauſe, . 

Firſt, of beginning and occaſioning, 

Next, drawing out the War in Gallia, 

For which thou late tr iumph'ſt; diſſembling long 

That Sacrovir to be an Enemy, 

Only to make thy Entertainment more, 

Whilſt thou, and thy Wife oeſia poll'd the Province; 

Wherein, with ſordid baſe defire of Gain, 

Thou haſt diſcredited thy Act. ons worth, 

And been a Traitor to the State. Sil. Thou lieſt. 
Arr. I thank thee, Silius, ſpeak fo ſtill and often. 

Por. If I not prove it, Cæſar, but unjuſtly 

Have cal id him into trial; here I bind 


My 
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My ſelf to ſuffer, what I claim gainſt him; 

And yield to have what I have ſpoke, confirm'd 

By Judgment of the Court, and all good Men. 


Sil. Cæſar, I crave to have my Cauſe deferr'd, 
Till this Man's Conſulſhip be out. Tib. We cannot, 


Nor may we grant ir, Sil. Why ? ſhall he deſign 


My day of trial? is he my Accuſer? 
And muſt he be my judge? Tis. It hath been uſual, 
Andisa right that Cuſtom hath allow'd 
The Magiſtrate, to call forth private Men; 
And to appoint their Day: Which privilege 
We may not in the Conſul ſee infring'd, ; 
By whoſe deep Wa: ches, and induſtrious Care 
It is ſo labour d, as the Common-wealth 
Receive no Lols, by any oblique Courſe. 
Sil. Ceſar, thy Fraud is worſe than Violence. 
Tib, Silius, miſtake us not, we dare not uſe. 
The Credit of the Conſul, to thy wrong 
But only do preſerve his Place and Power, 
So far as it concerns the Dignity 
And Honour of the State. Arr. Believe him, Silius. 
Cor. Why, ſo he may, Arruntius. Arr, I ſay ſo. 
And he may chuſe too. Ti. By the Capitol, 
And all our Gods, but that the dear Republick, 
Our ſacred Laws, and juſt Authori 
Are interreſy'd therein, I ſhould be filent. | 
Afe. Pleaſe, Ceſar, to give way unto his Trial. 
He ſhall have Juſtice. of Nay, Iſhall have Law 
Shall I not Afer ? Speak. Afer. Would ou have more? 
Sil. No, my well-ſpoken Man; 1 would no more; 
Nor leſs: Might I enjoy it natural, 
Nor taught to ſpeak unto your preſent ends, 
Free from thine, his, and all your unkind handling. 
Furious enforcing, moſt unjuſt preſuming, 
Malicious, and manifold applying, 
Foul wrefting, and impoſſible conſtruct ion. 
Afer . He raves, he raves, 
Fil. Thou durſt not tell me ſo, 
Had'ſt thou not Ceſar's warrant, I can ſee 
Whoſe Power condemns me. 


” 
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Var. This betrays his Spirit. 

This doth enough declare him what be is. - 
Sil. What am 1? ſpeak, 

Var. An Enemy to the State. 

Sil. Becauſe I am an Enemy to thee, 
And ſuch corrupted Miniſters o' the State, 
That here art made a preſent Inſtrument 
. To gratifie it with thine own diſgrace. 

Sej. This, to the Conſul, is molt inſolent? 
And impious / Sil. 1, take part. Reveal your ſelves, 
Alas! I ſcent not your Confed'racies, 

Your Pots amd Combinations! I not know - 
Minion Sejanxs bates me; and that all 

This of Law, and Law is but a form, 

A Net of Fulcan's filing, a meer Ingine, 

To take that Life by a Pretext of Juftice, 

Which you purſue in Malice? I want Brain, - 

Or Noſtril to perſwade me, that your ends, 

And purpoſes are made to what they are, 

Before my anſwer? O, you equal Gods, 

Whoſe Juſtice not a world of Wolf · turn d Men 

Shal! make me to accuſe (bow e er * 5 

Havel for this ſo oft engag d my ſeit 2? 

Stood in the heat and fervour of a Fight, 

When Phiebus ſooner hath forſook the Day 

Than I the Field, againſt the blue-ey'd Gauls, 

And criſped Germans? when our Roman Eagles 

Have fano'd the Fire, with their CC Wings, 

Andno Blow dealt, that left not Death behind it : 

When I have charg'd, alone, into the Troops 

Of curi'd Sicambrians, roated them, and came 

Not off, with back ward Enſigns of a Slave; 

But forward Marks, Wounds on my Breaſt and Face, 

Were meant to thee, O Ceſar, and thy Rome? 

And have Ithis return'd? Did J, for this, 

Perform ſo noble, and ſo brave defeat, 

On Sacrovir ? (O Fove, let i become me 

To boaſt my Deeds, when he, whom they concern, 

Shall thus forget them.) Aſe. Silius, Silius, 

Theſe are the common Cuſtoms of thy Blood, 
hen it is high with Wine, as now with Rage: 


This 
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This well agrees with that intemperate Vaunt, ; 
Thou lately mad'ſt at Agrippma's Table, | 
That when all other of the Troopswere prone 
To fall into Rebellion, only yours 
Remain'd in their obedience. You were he, 
That ſav d the Empire, which had then been loſt, | 
Had but your Legions, there, rebell'd, or mutin'd, 
Your Virtue met, and'fronted every Peril. 
You gave to Ceſar, and to Rome their Surety, 
Their Name, their Strength, their Spirit, and their State: 
Their being was a Donative trom you 
Arr. Well worded, and moſt like an Orator. 
Tio. Is this true, Silius? 
Sil. Save thy Queſtion, Caſar, 
Thy Spy, of famous Credit, hath affirm'd it, 
Arr. Excellent Roman! Sab. Hedoth anſwer ſtoutly, 
Sej. It this be ſo, there needs no farther Cauſe 
Of Crime againſt him. Var. What can more impeach 
The Royal Dignity, and State of Cæſar, | 
Than to be urged witha benefit 
He cannot pay? Cor, In this, all Cæſar's fortune 
Is made unequal to the Courteſie. | 
Lat. His means are clear deſtroy'd that ſhould requite} 
Gal. Nothing is great enough tor Silius's Merit. 
Arr. Gallus on he fide too? 
Sil. Come, do not hunt, 
And labour ſo about for Circumſtance, 
To make him guilty, whom you have fore-doomꝭ d: 
Take ſhorter ways, I'll meet your purpoſes, 
The words were mine, and more I now will ſay: 
Since I have done thee that great. Service, Ceſar, 
Thou ſtill haſt fear'd me; and, in place of Grace, 
Return'd me Hatred: fo ſoon all bet turns, | 
Withdoubtful F r.nces, turn deep injuries EY 
In eſtimation, when they greater rite, 
Than can be anſwer'd. Benefits, with you, | 
Are of no longer pleaſure, than you can 
With eaſe reſtore them? that tranſcended once, 
Your Studies are not how to thank, but kill. 
It is your Nature, to have all Men Slaves 
Tv you, but you acknowledging to none. 
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The means that makes your greatneſs, muſt not come 
In mention of it ? if it do, it takes - 
So much away, you think: and that which help'd, 
Shall ſooneſt periſh, if it ſtand in Eye, 
Where it may front, or but upbraid the High. 
Cot. Suffer him ſpeak no more. 
Var. Note but his Spirit. 
Afe. This ſhews him in the reſt. 
Lat, Let him be cenſur d. 
Ssj. He hath ſpoke e ough to prove him Caſar's Foe. 
Cot. His thoughts look through his words 
Sej. A Cenſure. Sil. Stay, \ 
Stay, moſt officious Senate, I ſhall ſtraight 


Delude thy Fury. Silius hath not plac'd 


His Guards within him, againſt Fortunes Sp'ght,. 

So weakly, but he can eſcape your gripe 

That are but Hands of Fortune: She her ſelf 

When Virtue doth oppoſe, mult loſe her threats. 

A] that can happen in Humanity, 

The Frown of Cæſar, Proud Sejanus's Hatred, 

Baſe Varro's ſpleen, and Aſer's bloodying tongue, 

The Senate's ſervile flattery, and theſe. 

Muſt red to kill, Iam fortified againſt ? 

And can look down upon: they are beneath me, 

It is not Life whereof I ſtand enamour'd : | 

Nor fhall my end make me accuſe my Fate. 

The Coward, and the valiant Man muſt fall, 

Only the Cauſe, and Manner how, diſcerns them: 

Which then are gladdeſt, when they coſt us deareſt, 

Romans, if any here be in this Senate, 

Would know to mock Tiberius tyranny, 

Look upon Silius, and ſo learn to die. Stabs himſelf. 
Varr. O, deſperate act 
Arr. An. honourable hand“ 
Ti. Look, is he dead? | 
Sab. Tas nobly ſtruck, and homes 
Arr. My thought did prompt him to it. Fare wel, Silius. 


Be famous ever for thy great Exam le. 


Tib. We are not ple is d, in this ſad accident, 


That thus hath ſtalled, and abus d our Mercy, 


Intended to preſerve thee, Noble Roman: 


w 
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And to prevent thy hopes. Arr. Excellent Wolfe? 


Now he is full he how!s. Sei. Ceſar doth wrong 
His Dignity and Safety, thus to mourn - 


The deier v d End of 0 proteſt a Traitor. 


And doth, by this his Venity, inſtruct 
Others as factious, to the like Offence. 
Js. The Confiſcation meerly of his State, 
Had been enough. Arr. O, that was gap'd for then? 
Var. Remove the body. Sej. Let C tation ; 
Go out for Sa. Gal. Let her be proſerib'd. 
And for the Goods, I think it fir that half 
Go to the Tr: aſure, half uato the Children. 4 
Lep. With leave of Ceſar, I would think, that fourth 
Part, which.the Law dorh caſt on the Informers, 
Should be enough; the reſt go to the Children? 
W herein the Prince ſhall ſhew Humanity, 
And Bounty, not to farce them by their want 
(Which in their Parents treſpaſs they deſetv d) 
To take ill courſes. Tis. Ir ſhall pleaſe us. Arr. I, 
Qut af neceſſity. This Lepidus | | 
Is grave and honeſt, and I have obſervd 
A Moderation till in all his Cenſures. | 
Sab. And bending to the better Stay, who's this; 
Cremutius Cordus? What! is he brought in? 
Arr. More Blood unto the Banquet ? Noble Cordus, 
I wiſh thee good: Be, as thy Writings, free, | 
And honeſt. Tib. What is he? Sej. For th' Annals, Ceſar, 
Preco, Cordus, Satrius, Natta. 
Cremutius Cordus. Cor. Here. Pye, Satrius Secundus, 
Pinnarius Natta, you are his Accuſers. 
Arr. Two of Sejanus's Blood-hounds, whom he breeds 
With human F. eſn, to bay at Cicizens. 
Aſe Stand forth before the Senate, and confront him, 
Sat. | do accuſe thee here, Cremutius Cordus, 
To be a Man factious and dangerous, 
A Sower of Sed:tion in the State, 
A tu bulent, and diſcontented Spirit, - 
Which | will prove from thine own Writings here, 
The Annals thou haſt publiſh'd ? where thou bit'ſt 


The preſent Age, and with a Viper's tooth, 
Being a Member of it, dar'ſt that ill ; 
2 7 Which 
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Which never yet dangerous Baſtard did ke 
- Upon his parent, Nat. Tothis, I ſubſcribe? 
And, forth a World ot more Particulars, 
Inſtance in only one: Comparing Men, 
And Times, thou praiſeſt Brutus, and affirm'ſt 
That Caſſius was the laſt of all the Romans. 
Cor. How what are we then? 
Var. What is Cæſar, nothing? | 
.Afe. My Lords, this ſtrikes at every Roman's private; 
In whom reigns Gentry, and Eſtate ot Spirit, 
"To have a Brutus brought in Parallel, 
A Parricide, an Enemy of his Country, 
Rank'd, and preferr'd to any real worth | 
That Rome now holds. This is moſt ſtrangely invective, 
Moſt full of Spight, and inſo ent upbrading. 
Nor is't the time alone is here diſpris'd, 
But the whole man of Time, yea,,Ceſar's ſelf 
Brought in diſvalue; and he a:1m'd at moſt 
By obii ue glarce of his licen ious Pen. 
Ceſar, i Caſſius were the laſt ot Romans, ö 
Thou haſt no Name. 7Tib. Let's hear him anſwer. Silence; 
Cor So innocent I amotf Fact, my Lords, B24 
As but my wordsare argu'd ? yet thoſe words 
Not reaching either Prince, or Prince's Pareat: 
The which your Law ot Treaſon comprehends. 
Brutus and Caſſius, Iam charg'd t' have prais'd: 
Whoſe deeds, when. many more, beſides my felt, 
Have writ, not one hath mention'd without Honour. 
Great Titus Livius, great tor Eloquence, 
And Faith, amongſt us, in his Hiſtory, 
Wich ſo great Praiſes Pompey did extol, 
As oft Auguſtus call d him a Pompeian: 
Yet this not hurt their Friendſhip. In his Book 
He often names Scipio, Afranius, 
Yea, the ſam: Caſſius, and this Frutus too, 
As worthi'ſt Men; not Thieves and Parricides, 
Which Notes, upon their Fames, ae now impos'd, 1 
Aſinius Pollio's writings quite throughout 
Give them a noble Memory? So Meſſalla : 
.Renown'd his general Caſſius: yet both theſe | v 
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Liv'd with Auguſtus, full of wealth and honours 
To Cicero's took, where Cato was heav d up 


Equal with Heav'n, whatelſe did Ceſar anſwer, 
Being then Dictator, but with a penn'd Oration, 


As it before the Judges ? Do but ſee } 
Antonius's Letters; read but Brutus's Pleadings: | 
What vile reproachthey hold againſt Auguſtus, — 1 


Falſe confeſs, but with much bitterneſs, 

The Epigrams of Bibacalus, and Catullus, | 
Are read, full ſtuft with Spight of both the Cæſir's; 
Yet Deified Fulius, and no leſs Auguſtus: 

Loth bore them, and coatemn'd them: (I not know 
Promptly to ſpeak it, whether done with more 
Temper or wiſdom) for ſuch Obloquies 

If they deſpiſed be, they die ſurpreſt; | | 
But, if with Rage acknowledg'd, they are confeſt 9 
The Greeks | {lip, whoſe Licence not alone, 

But alſo Luſt did *{cape unpuniſhed : 

Or where {ome one (by chance) Exception took, 

He words, with wordsreveng'd. But, in my workz 
What could be amd more tree, or farther off 

From the Times Scandal, than to write of thoſe, 
Whom Death from Grace, or Hatred had exempted? 
Did 1, with Brutus, and with Caſſius, , 
Arm'd, and poſſeſs d of the Philippi Fields, 

Incenſe the people in the Civil Cauſe, 

With dangerous Speeches? Or do they, being ſlain 
Sev'nty years fince, as by their Images 

(Which not the Conqueror hath detac'd ) appears, 
Retain that guilty Memory with writers? 

Poſterity pays every Man his Honour. 

Nor ſhall there want, though l condemned am, 

That w. ll not only Caſſius well approve, 3 
Aud of great Brurus's Honour mindful be, F 
But that will, alſo, mention make of me. 

Arr. Freely, and nobly ſpoken. 


Sab. With good Temper, 4 
Ie him, that he is not mov d with Paſſion, "0 
Arr. He puts em to their waiſper, 8 


Tib. Take him hence, 
We ſhall determine ot him at next ſitting, 
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Cor. Meantime, give order, that his Books be burnt, 0 
To the diles. Sej. You have well advisd. V 
AFf. lt fits not ſuch licentious Things ſhould live T 
T' upbraid the age. 
Arr. If th' Age were good, they might. Fi 
Lat. Let *em be burnt. | V 
Gal. All ſought, and burnt to Day. A 
Pre. The Court is up; Lictors, reſume the Faces, O 
| Arruntius, Sabinus, Lepidus. N 
Let'em be burnt! O, how ridiculous O 
Appears the Senate's brainleſs diligence, T. 
Who think they can, with preſent Power, extinguiſh W 
The Memory of all ſucceeding Times! 
Sab. Tis true hen (contrary) the Puniſhment Ol 
Ot Wit, doth make th' Authority increaſe, Ha 
Nor do they ought, that uſe this Cruelty | 
Cf interdiction, and this rage of burning; Be 
But purchaſe to themſelves rebuke and ſhame, 
And to the Writers an eternal Name. In 
Lep. It is an Argument the times are ſore, Bu 
When Virtue cannot ſafely be advanc'd ; (II 
Nor Vice reprov d. Arr. I, noble Lepidus, Bu 
Auguſtus well tore ſaw, what we ſhculd ſuffer, Ar 
Under Tiberius, when he did pronounce Iv 
The Roman Race moſt wretched, that ſhould live It | 
Between ſo flow Jaws, and ſo long a bruiſing. Fo 
Tiberius, Sejanns. It « 
This Buſineſs hath ſucceeded well, Sejanus: Ag 
And quite remov'd all Jealouſie of Practice Ot 
Gainſt Agrippina and our Nephews. Now, | Ur 
We muſt bethink us how to plant our Ingines Ha 
For th' other Pair, Sabinus and Arruntius, My 
And Gallus too( how e er he flatter us.) a 
His Heart we know. Sej. Give it ſomereſpite, Ceſar. Mc 
Time ſhall Mature, and bring to perfect Crown, Th 
What we, with ſo good Vultures, have begun: But 
Sabinus ſhall be next. Tib. Rather Arrunt ius. In 
Sej. By any Means, preſerve him. His frank Tongue, Pri 
Being lent the Reins, will take away all thought Di 


Of v. 


Of 
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Of Malice, in yaur Courſe againſt the reſt. 

We muſt keep him to ſtalk with. IIb. Deareſt Head, 

To thy moſt fortunate Deſign I yield it. | 
Sej. Sir— I have been ſo long train d up in Grace, 

Firſt with your Father, great Auguſtus, ſince, 

With your moſt hap y Bousties o famili 

As I not ſooner wquid commit my Hopes 

Or Wiſhes tothe Gods, than to your Ears. 

Nor have Jever, yet, been 2 

Ot over-bright and dazling Honours: rather 

To watch, and travail in great Cæſar 's Safety, 

With the moſt common Soldier. Tib. Tis confeſt. 
Sej. The only Gain, and which I count moſt fair 

Of all my Fortunęs, is, that mighty Caſar His Daughter 

Hath thought me worthy his Alliance, was Betroth d 


— PP | | to Claudius 
Begin my Hopes. Tib. H'mhf his Son. 
Sej. I have heard Auguſtus a 
In its beſtowing of his Daughter, thought 


But even of Gentlemen uf Rome: If fo,. /. . 
(I know not how to hope ſo great a Favour) 
But it a Husband ſhould be ſought for Livia, 
And I be had in Mind, as Ceſar Friend, 
I would but uſe the Glory of the Kindred. 
It ſhould not make me Slothful, or leſs caring, 
For Ceſar's State; it were enough to me 
It did confirm and ſtrengthen my weak Houſe, 
Againſt the now-unequal Oppofition 
Ot Agrippina; and tor dear regard 
Unto my Children, this I with: my ſelf 
Have no ambition farther than to end 
My Days in ſervice of ſo dear a Maſter. 

Tib, We cannot but commend thy Piety, 
Moſt lov'd Sejanus, in wing} 34 hy 
Thoſe Pounties; which we, faintly, tuch remember, 
But to thy fait. The reſt of Mortal Men, 
In all their Dritts, and Counſels, purſue Profit: 
Princes, alone, are of a different Sort, 
Directing their main Actions ſtill ro Fame. 
We therefore will take time to * and anſwer. 


Fart 
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For Livia, ſhe can beſt, her ſelf, reſolve 
If ſhe will marry, after Druſus, or 
Continue in the Family; beſides, N 79 mag 
She hach a Motber, and a Grandame yet, es, 
Whoſe nearer Counſels ſhe may guide her by: © _ 
But I will imply deal. That Enmity © | 


Thou fear'ſt in 4 gripping, would burn more, 
If Livia's Marriage ſhould (as twere in parts) 
Divide th' Imperial Houſe; an Emulation | 
Between the Women might break forth: and Diſcord 
Ruin the Sons, and Hen e both Hands, 
What it it cauſe ſome preſent difference? 
Thou art not ſafe, Seſanus, if thau prove it. 
Canſt thou believe, that Livia, firſt the Wife 
To Caius Ceſar, then my Druſus, now 
Will be contented to grow Old with thee, 
Born but a private Gentleman of Rome? 
And raiſe thee with her Loſs, if not her Shame? 
Or ſay, that I ſhould wiſh it, canſt thou think 
The Senate, or the People (who have ſeen 
Her Brother, Father, and our Anceſtors, 
In higheſt place ot Empire) will endure it? 
1 he State thou hold'ſt already, is in talk; 
Men murmur at thy Greatneſs; and the Nobles 
Stick not, in publick, to upbraid thy climbing 
Above our Fathers Favours, or thy Scale: 
And dare accuſe me, from their Hate to thee. 
Be wiſe, dear Friend. We would not hide theſe Things 
For Friendſhips dear reſpect. Nor will we ſtand 
Adverſe to thine, or Livia's Defignments. 
What we had purpos d to thee, in our Thought 
And with what near Degrees of Love to bind thee, 
And make thee equal to us: for the preſent, 
We vill torbearto ſpeak. Only thus much 
Belic ve, our lov'd Sejanus, we not know 
Tnat height in Blood, or Honour, which thy Virtue, 
And Mind tous, may not aſpire with Merit, 
And this we'll publiſh, on all watcht occafion 
The Senate, or the People ſhall preſent. 
Sej. lam reſtor d, and to my Senſe again, 
Which I bad lol in this fo blinding Suit. 
: car 
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Ceſar hath taught me better to refuſe, 
Than I knew how toask. How pleaſeth Ceſar 
' imbrace my late advice, for leaving Rome? 
| Tib. We are relolv'd. 
£7 Sej. Hereare ſome Motives more 
Which I have thought on ſince, may more confirm. 
Tib. Careful Sejanus we will ſtraight peruſe them: 
Go forward in our main Deſign and proſper. 
Sejanus. 
If thoſe but take, I ſhali: dull, heavy Ceſar? 
Wouldſt thou tell me, thy Favours were made Crimes Y 
And that my Fortunes were eſteem'd thy Faults ? 
That thou for me wert hated ? and not think 
I would with winged haſte prevent that Change, 
When thou might'* win all to thy ſelfagain, 
By forfeiture of me? Did thoſe fond Words 
Fly ſwifter from thy Lips, than this my Brain, 
"This ſparkling Forge, created me an Armour 
T” encounter Chance and thee? Well, read my Charms, 
And may they lay that hd upon thy Senſes, 
As thou had@ ſuuſt up Hemlock, or ta'en down 
The Juiceof Poppy and of Mandrakes, Sleep, 
Voluptuous Ceſar, and Security 
eiʒe on thy ſtupid Powers, and leave them dead 
"To publick Cares; awake but to thy Luſts, . 
The Strength of which makes thy libidinous Soul 
Itch toleave Rome; and I have thruſt it on; 
With blaming of the City buſineſs, 
The Multitude of Suits, the confluence 
Ot Suitors, then the'r importunities, 
The manifold Diſtraction he muſt ſuffer, 
Beſides ill Rumours, Envies, and Reproaches, 
All which a quiet and retired Life, 
(Larded with Eaſe and Pleature) did avoid; 
And yet, for my weighty and great Affair, 
The fitteſt Place to give the ſoundeſt Counſcls, 
By thi ſhall | remove him both from Thought 
And Knowledge ot his own moſt dear Affairs; 
Draw all Diſpatches through my private Hands; 
K now his Deſignments, and puriue mine own; 
Make mine own Strengths, by giving Sums and Places; 
$M RA Confe- 
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Conferring Dignities and Offices: 
And theſe that hate me now, wanting acceſs 
To bim, wil make their Envy none or leſs: 
For when they ſee me Arbiter of all, 
They muſt obſerve: or elſe with Cæſar fall, 
Nberius, Servus. 
To marry Livia? will no leſs, Sejanus, 
Content thy aims? no ſower Object? well! | 
Taou know'ft how thou art wrought into our Truft ; 
Woven in our deſign; and think'ſt we muſt 
Now uſe thee, whatſoe er thy projects are: 
„Tistrue. But yet with Caution and fit Care, 
And, now we better think who's there within ? 
Ser. Cefar* Ib. To leave our Journey off, were Sin 
*Gainſt our decreed Delights; and would appear 
Doubt: or {what leſs tecomes a Prince) low fear, 
Yet Doubts hath Law, and Fears have their Excuſe, 
Where Princes States plead neceſſary uſe; 
As ours doth now: More in Sejanus Pride, 
Than in all Agrippina's Hates beſide. 
Thoſe are the dreadful Enemies, we raiſe 
With Favours, and makedangerous with Praiſe ; 
The injur'd by us may have will alike, 
But 'tis the Favourite bath the Power toStrike, 
And Fury ever boils more high and ſtrong, 
Hate with Ambition, than Revenge of Wrong. 
Tis then a part of ſupream Skill, to grace 
No Man too much; but hold a certain Space 
Between the aſcenders riſe, and thine own Flat, 
Leſt, when all rounds bereach'd, his aim be that. 
Tis thought Is Macro in the Palace? See: 
It not, go ſeek bim, to come to us He 
Muſt be the Organ we muſt work by now; 
Though none leſs apt for Truſt : Need doth allow 
What choice would not. I have heard, that Acenite 
Bring timely taken, bath a healing Might 
Againſt the Scorpion's Stroke; the Proof we'll give: 
That, while two Poiſons wreſtle we may live. 
He hath a Spirit too working to be us'd ” 
Bit to th? encounter of his like; excus'd 
Are wiſer Sov'raigns then, that raiſe one ill 
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Apia another, andboth ſafely kill: - 

The Prince that feeds great Natures they will ſway him 3 

Who n2uriſhetha Lion muſt obey him. | 
| Nberius, Macro, | 
Macro, we ſent for you. Mac. I heard ſo, Ceſar. 
Tis, (Leave usa while!) when you ſhall know; g 

Macro, 

The cauſes of your ſending, and the ends; 

You then will hearken nearer; and be pleas d 

You ſtand ſo high both in our Choice and Truſt, — 
Mac. The humbleſt Place in Cæſar's Choice or Truſt” 

May make glad Macro proud; without Ambition, 

Save to do Geſar's Service. Tib. Leave your Courtings. 

We are in [| urpoſe, Macro, to depart 

The City for a Time, and ſee Campania 3 

Not for our Pleaſures, but to dedicate 

A pair of Temples, one to Jupiter 

At Capua; th' other at Nola, to Auguſtus: 

In which great Work, perhaps our ſtay will be 

Beyond our will produc'd. Now, ſince e are 

Not ignorant what Danger may be born 

Out of our ſnorteſt abſence in a State 

So ſubject unto envy, and embroil'd 

With Hate and Faction; we have thought on thee, - 

(Among a Field of Romans,) worthieſt Macro, 

To be our Eye and Ear: to keep ſtrict Watch 

On Agrippina, Nero, Druſus; |, 

And on Sejanus: Not that we diſtruſt 

His Loyalty, or do repent one Grace, 

Ot all that Heap we have conterr'd on him: 

(For that were todiſparage our Election, 

And call that Judgment now in doubt, which then 

Seem'd as un vation d as an Oracle,) 

But, grestneſs hath his Cankers. Worms and Moth 

Breed out of too much Honour, in t he thing: 

Which after they conſume, transferring quite 

The Subſtance of their Makers int them ſelves. 

Macro is ſharp, and apprehends: belides, 

I know him ſubtil, cloſe, wiſe, and well-read 

In Man, and his large Nature; he hath ſtudied | | 

AﬀcRions Paſſions, knows their Springs, their Ends, 

ER R. 35 Which 
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Which way, and whether they will work: 'tis Proof 


Enough of his great Merit, that we truſt him. 
Then, to a Point; (becauſe our Conference 
Cannct be long without Suſpicion) 

Here, Macro, we aſſign thee, both to ſpy, 

N. form, and chaſtiſe; think, and uſe thy Means, 


Thy iniſters, what, where, or whom thou wilt; 


Explore, Plot, Practiſe: All thou doſt . in this, 
Shall be, as if the Senate, or the Laws 
Had giv'nit Privilege, and thou thence ſtil'd 
The Wha both of Ceafarand of Rome. « 
We will not take thy antwer but in act: 
Mhereto, as thou proceed ſt, we hope to hear 
By truſted Meſſengers. It't be enquir d, 
Wherefore we call' you, ſay — wk in Charge 
To {ce our Chariots ready, and our Horſe, 
B. ſtill our lov'd and { ſhortly) honour'd Macro. 
Macro. 

I will not ask, why Ceſar bids do this: 
But Joy, that he bids me. It is the Bliſs 
Of Courts, to be mploy d, no matter, how; 
A Prince's Power makes all his Actions Virtue. 
We, whom he works by, are dumb Fnſtruments,. 
Todo, but not enquire: His great Intents 
Are to be ſerv'd, not ſearch'd. Vet, as that Bow 
E moſt in Hand, whole owner beſt coth know 
T' affect his Aims; ſo let that States- man hope 
Moſt uſe, moſt price, can hit his Princes ſcope. 
Nor muſt he look at what, or whom to ſtrike, 
Bur loſe at all; each mark mult be alike. 
Were it to plot againſt the Fame, the Life 
Of one, with whom I twin'd : remove a Wife 
From my warm fide, aslov'd, as is the Air; 
Practiſe away each Parent, draw mine Heir 
In compaſs, thoughbut one; work all my Kin 
To ſwift Perdition ; leave no untrain'd Engine, 
For Friendſhip, or for Innocence; nay make 
The Gods all guilty : I would undertake 
This. being impos d me, both with gain and eaſe. 
The way ta riſe is to obey ard pleaſe, | 
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He that will thrive in State, he muſt neglect 
The trodden Paths that Truth and Right reſpect; 
And prove new, wilder ways: tor Virtue there 
Is not that narrow Thing, ſhe is elſewhere ; 
Mens Fortune there is Virtue; reaſon their Will: 
Their Licence, Law; and their obſervance Skill. 
Occaſion is their Foil; Conſcience their Stain; 
Profit their Luſtre: and whatelſe is vain. 
If then it bethe Luſt of C2/ar's Power, 
T' have rais'd Seſanus up, and in an Hour 
O' return him, tumbling down, from height of all; 
We are bis ready Engine: and his Fall 
May be our Riſe, it is no uncouth thin 
To ſee treſh Buildings from old Ruins ſpring. 

CHORUS Of Maſicians. 


ACT IV. 


Gallus, Agrippina, Nero, Druſus, Caligula. 


1 


OU muſt have Patience, Royal Agrippina. 
Agr I muſt have Vengeance, firſt: And that were 
Nectar | 
Unto my famiſh'd Spirits, O, my Fortune, 
Let it be ſudden thou prepar'd againſt me; 
Strike all my Powers of Underitanding blind, 
And ignorant of Deſtiny to come : 
Let me not fear, that cannot hope. Gal. Dear Princeſs, 
Theſe Tyrannies on your ſelf, are worſe than Cæſar's. | 
Agr. Is this the happineſs of being born Great? 
Still to be atm'd at? ſtil] to be ſuſpected ? 
To live the Subject of all jealouſies? 
At leaſt the Colour made, if not the Ground 
To every painted Danger? who would not 
Chooſe once to Fall, than thus to Hang tor ever? 
Gall. You might be fate if you would 
Agr. What, my Gallus? 
Be lewd Sejanus Strumpet ? Or the Bawd 
To Ceſar's Luſts, he now is gone to Practiſe ? | 
| R 4 Not 
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Not theſe are fafe, where nothing is. Yourſelf . 


While thus you ſtand but by meare not ſafe. 


Was Siliueafe? or the good Sofia ſafe? _ 


Or was my Niete dear Claudia Pulchta fate? 
Or innocent Furius? They that lateſt bave. « | 
(By being made guilty) added Reputation 
To Afer's Eloquence ? O, fooliſh Friends, | 
Could not ſo treſhi Example warn your Loves, 
But you muſt buy my Favours with that Loſs 
Uato your ſelves: and when you might perceive. | 
That Gefar 's Cauſe of. raging muſt forſake him, 
Before his Will: Away, good Gallus leave me, 
Here to be ſeen, is Danger; to ſpeak, Treaſon: 
To do me leaſt Obſervance, is call'd Faction. 
You are unhappy in me, and I in all. 
Where are my Sons, Nero, and Druſus? We 
. Are they be ſhot at; Let us fall apart: f 
Not in our Ruins, Sepulchre our Friends. 
Or ſhall we do ſome Action like Offence, 
To mock their Studies that would make us Faulty ? - 
And fruſtrate Practice by preventing it? 
The danger'slike: For what they can contrive, 
They will make good. No Innocence is fate, _ 
When Power conteſts. Nor can they treſpaſs more, 
Whoſe only Being was all Crime before. 
Ner. You hear Sejanus is come back from Ceſar? 
Gal. No. How? Diſgrac'd >: | 
Dru. More grac'd now than ever. 
Gal. By what Miſchance? 
Cal. A Fortune like enough 
Once to be bad. Dru. But turn d too good, to both, 
Gal. What was't? Ner. Nberius ſitting at his Meat, 
In a Farm-houſe, they call Spelunca, ſited | 
By the Sea-fide, among the Fundane Hills, 
V ithin a natural Cave, part of the Grot. 


(About the entry) fell and overwhelu1'd 

Some of the Waiters; others ran away: 

Oaly Sej4nus with his Knees, Hands, Face, 

O're hanging Ceſar, did oppoſe himſelt 

To the remaining Ruins, and was found : . 

In tbat ſo laba:ring Poſture by the Soldiers | * 
1 > + 7 
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That came to ſuccour him. With which adventure, 
He hath fo fix d himſelf in Cæſar's Truſt, 
As Thunder cannot move him, and is come 
With all the height ot Cæſar's praiſe to Rome. | 
Agr. And Power, to turn thoſe Ruins all on us; 
And bury whole Poſterities beneath them. 
Nero, and Drufus, and Caligula, 
Your Places are the next, and therefore moſt 
In their Offence. Think on your Birth and Blood, 
Awake your Spirits, meet their Violence, 
'Tis Princely when a Tyrant doth oppoſe; - | 
And is a Fortune ſent to exerciſe | 
Your Virtue, as the Wind doth try ſtrong Trees, 
Who by Vexation grow more {ound and firm: 
Atter your Fathers Fall, and Uncles Fate, 
What can you hope, but all the change of ſtroke 
That force or flight can give? then ſtand upright: 
And though ycu do not act, yet ſuffer nobly: 
Be worthy ot my Womb, and take ſtrong chear; 
What we do know will come, we ſhould not fear. 
Macro. 8 
Return'd fo ſoonꝰ renew ꝰd in Truſt and G: ace? 
Is C -far then ſo weak or hath the Place 
But wrought this Alteration with the Air; 
And he, on next remove, will all repair ? 
Macro, thou art ingag'd : and whatbefore 
Was Fublick, now, mult be thy Private, more - 
The weal of Ce/ar, btueſs did imply; 
But thine own Fate conters neceility or 
On thy Employment: and the Taougbts born neareſt 
Unto our ſelves, move ſwitteſt ſt u, and drareſt 
It he recover, thou art loſt: Yea, all 
Th: weight of Preparation to his Fal! 
Will turn on thee, and cruſh the. Therefore ſtrike 
Before he ſettle, to prevent the like 
Upon thy ſelt. He doth his vantage know, | 
That makes it Home, and gives the foremoſt Blovy, 
Latraris, Ruf s, Opſots. 
It is a Service, great Sejanus Wil 


See well requited, and accept of nobly. 
R Ile 
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Here place your ſelves, between the Root and Ceiling ;-. 
And when | bring him to his Words of: danger, 
Reveal your ſelves, and:take him. Ruf. Is he come? 

Lat. Ell now go fetch him Op. With good ſpeed. Llong 
To merit trom the State in ſuch an Action. 

Ruf. J hope, it will obtain the Conſulſhip 
For one of us. Op/. We. cannot think of leſs, ' 

To bring in one, ſo dangerous as Sabinus. 

„* 42 was a follower of Germanicus, 

And ſtiil is an Obſerver of his Wite 
And Children, though they be declin'd in Grace; 
Aca'ly viſitant, keeps them Company 

In Private and in Publick, and is noted 

To be the only Client ot the Houſe: 

Pray Fove, he will be free to Latiaris. 

OH. H'isally'd:tohim,: and doth truſt him well. 

Raf. And he'll requite his Truſt? Opſ. To do an Office 
So-grateful to the State, I know no Man 
But. would ſtrain nearer Bands, than Kindred 

Ruf. Liſt, : 

1 hear them come,” Of Shift to our Holes with Silence, 
I atiaris, Sabupns. 
It is a noble Conſtancy you ſhew - 
To this afflicted Houſe : that not like others, 
(The Friends of Seaſon) you · do follow Fortune, 
And in the Winter of their Fate, forſake 
The Place, whoſe Glaries arm d you, You are juf;: 
And worthy ſuch a princely Patrons love, 
As was the Worlds renown'd Germanicus: 
Whoſeample Merit when | call to thought, 
And ice his Wife, and Iſſue, Objects made- 
To ſo much Envy, ] alouſie; and Hate; 
It makes me ready to accuſe the Gods 
Of Nephigenee, as Men of Tyranny. 

Sab. They muſt be patient, ſo muſt we. Tat. OFbve; 
M hat wiil become of us or of the Times, | 
When to te High or Noble, are made Crimes? 

When Land and Treafure are moſt dangerous Faults 2. 

Sab. Nay, when our Table, yea our Bed aſſaults 

Our Peace and Satety ? hen our Writings are, 


By any envious Inſtruments (that Care 


App 
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ly them to the guilty) made to ſpeak... - 
Apply hey will . 2 their —— 
When Ignorance is ſcarcely Innocenee ; 
And Knowledge made a capital Oflence? _ 
When not ſo much, but the bare empty ſhade - 
Of Liberty is reft-us? and we made-- 
The Prey togreedy Vultures and vile Spies, 
That firſt transfix us with their murdering Eyes? 
Lat. Methinks the Genius of the Roman Race 
Should not be ſo extinct, but that bright Flame 
Of Liberty might be reviv d again, 
(Which no good Man but with his Life ſhould loſe) 
And vve not ſit like ſpent and patient Fools. 
Still puffing in the Dark at one poor Coal, 
Held on by Hope till the laſt Spark is out. 
The Cauſe is Public k. and the Honour, Name, 
The immortality of every Soul 
That is not Baſtard or a Slave in Rome, "- 1 
Therein concern d: whereto, if Men would ehange 
The wearied Arm, and for the weighty Shield 
So long ſuſtain d, employ the ready Sword. 
We might have ſoon Aſſurance of our Vows, :. 
This Aſſes fartitude doth tire us all. , 
It muſt be active Valour muſt reteem + 


Our loſs, or none. The Rock and our hard Steet 


Should meet, t'enforce thoſe glorious Fires again, 
Whoſe Splendor cheer'd the World; and Heat gave Life 
No leſs than doth the Sun's. Sab. Twere better tap . 
In laſting Darkneſs, and deſpair of Day. 

No ill ſhould force the Subject undertake 

Againſt the Sovereign, more than Heil ſhould make - 
The Gods do wrong. A good Man ſhould and mult : 
Sit rather down with Loſs, than riſe Unjuſt. 

Though, when the Raman, firſt did yield themſe!ves 
To one Man's Power, they did not mean their Lives, . 
Their Fortunes and their Liberties ſhould be 

His abſolute Spoil as purchas'd by the Sword. 

Lat. Why weare worſe, if to be Slaves, and bond 
To Ceſar's Slave be ſuch, the proud Sejanss ! 
He that is all, does all, gives Ceſar leave 
To hide his ulcerous and anointed Face | 
— With 
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With hĩs bald Crown at Rhodes, while he here ſtalk? 
Upon the heads of Romans, and their Princes 
Familiarly to Empire. Sab. Now you touch 

& Point indeed, wherein he ſhews his Art. O 
As well as Power. Lat. And villany in both. 

Do you obſerve where Livia lodges ? How ]ꝗ· 

Druſus came dead? what Men have been cut off? 

Sab. Ves, thoſe ate things remov'd : I never lookt, 
Into his later Practice, where he ſtands. bg hae 
Declar'd a Maſter in his Myſtery. | 
Firſt, e're Tiberius went! he wrought his fear 
To think that Agrippina ſought his death. 

Then put thoſe Doubts in her; ſent her oft Word, 
Under the ſhow ot Friendſpip, to beware 

Of Ceſar, for he laid to poiſon her: 
Drave them to Frowns, ta mutual ſealouſies, 
Which, now, in viſible Hatred are burſt out. 
Since, he hath had his hired Inſtruments | 
To work on Nero; and to heave him up; 

To tell him Cæſar s old, that allthe People, 

Yea, all the Army have their Eyes on him ;.. 1 
That both do long to have him undertake 

Something of Worth, to give the World a hope; 

Bids him to court their Grace; the eaſie Youth 

Perhaps gives ear, which ſtrait he writes to Cæſar; 

And with this Comment; ſee yon dangerous Boy ;. 

Note but the practice of the Mother, there; 

She's tying him for Purpoſes at hand, 

With Men of Sword. Here's Ceſar put in fright 

Gainſt Son and Mother, Yet, he leaves not thus, 

The ſecond Brother, Druſus, (a fierce Nature, 

And fitter for his Snares, becauſe ambitious 

And full of Envy) him he claſps and bugs, 

Poifons with Praiſe, tel's him what Hearts he wears, 

How. bright he ſtands in popular Expectance; 

That Rom doth ſuffer with him in the wrong 

His Mother does him, by preferring Nero: 

Thus fer he them aſunder, each gainſt other, 

Projects the Cour ſe that ſerves him to condenan; 

Keeps in opinion of a Friend to all, 
Ard all dri ves on to ruin. Lat. Ceſar Neeps, 
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And nods at this) Sab. Would he might ever ſleep, 
Bogg'd in his filthy Luſts. Opſ. Treaſon to Ceſar. 
Raf. Lay hands upon the Traitor, Latiaris, 
Or take the Name thy ſelf. Lat. Iam for Ceſar, 
Sab. Am l then carch'd ? Raf. How think you, Sir? 
ou are | / 
Sab. Joes of this Head! fo white! fo full of Years! 
Well, my molt reverend Monſters, you may live 
To ſee your ſelves thus ſnar d. Of. Away with him. 
Lat. Hale him away. Rig Tobe a Spy for Traitorgy 
Is honourable vigilance. Sab. You do well. 
My moſt officious Inſtruments of State; 
Men of all uſes: Drag me hence, away. 
The Year is well begun, and tall ft - 
To be an Offering to Sejanus. GO. 
Oſp. Cover him with his Garments, hide his Face. 
Sab. It ſhallnot need. Forbear your rude Aſſault, * 
The Fault's not ſhameful ; Vitlany-makes a Fault. 
Macro, Caligula 
Sir, but obſerve how thick your Dangers meet 
In his clear drifts! Your Mother, and your Brothers, 
Now cited to the Senate! Fheir Friend Gallus, 
Feaſted to Day by Ceſar, ſince committed! 
Sabinus, here we met, hurryed to Fetters!. 
The Senators, all ſtrook with Fear and Silence, 
Save thoſe whoſe Hopes depend not on good Means, 
But force their private Prey from publick Spoil ! 
And you muſt know, if here you ſtay, your State 
Is ſure to be the Subject of his Hate, 
As now the Object. Cal. What would you adviſeme? 
Mac. To go tor Capree preſently: And there 
Give up your ſelt entirely to your Uncle. 
Tell Cæſar (ſince your Mother is accus d Ls 
To fly tor Succours to Auguſtus' Statue, 
And tothe Army, with your Brethren) you: 
Have rather choſe to place your Aids in him, 
Than live ſuſpected; or in hourly fear 
To be thruſt out by bold Sejanus's Plots: 
Which, you ſhall confidently urge to be 
Moſt full of Peril to the State, and Ceſar, 
As being laid to his peculiar Ends, 
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And not to be let run with common Safety. | 
All which (upon the ſecond) lll make plain, 8 
Sd both ſhall love and truſt with Ceſar gain. | 
Cal. Away then, let's prepare us for our Journey: 
| Arruntius. 
Still, doſt thou ſuffer Heav'n + will no Flame, 

No heat of Sin, make thy juſt Wrath to boil | 
In thy diſtemper d Botom, and o'reftow + 
The pitchy Biazes of Impiety, 
Kindled beneath thy Throne? Still can'ſt thou ſleepy”. 
Patient, while: Vice doth make an antick Face 

At thy dread Power, and blow Duſt and Smoke 

Into thy Noſtrils? Jove, wilſ nothing wake thee? 
Muſt vile Sejanus pull thee by the Beard, 
Ere thou wilt open thy Black- lidded Eye, 
And look him dead? Weil! ſnore on dreaming Gods, 
And let this laſt of that proud Giznt-race, 
Heave Mounta'n upon Mountain:'g unſt your State m— - 
Be good unto me, Fortune and you Powers, 
Whom l, expoſtulating, have prophap'd; 

I ſee (what's equalwitha Prodigy) 

A Greats a Noole Raman, and ar. honeſt, . 

Live an old Man! O, Marcus tepidus, 

W hen is our turn to bleedꝰ Thy ſelf and T-: 
(Without our boaſt) are a moſt all the tew - 
Left to be honeſt in theſe impious Times. 

+ Lepidns, Arruntius. 

Wat weareleft to be, we will be; Lucius. 
Though Tyranny did ſtare as wide as Death; 

To fright us from it. Arr. T hath ſo on Sab in. 
I ſavæ him now drawn from the Gemonies, , 
Ard (what increas'd the direneſs of the Fact) 
His faithful Dog (upbraiding allus Romans) 
Never for ſook the Corps, bur, feeing it thrown 1 
Into the Stream, leap'd in; and.drown'd with it. 

Arr. O Act , to be envy'd him-of us Men! 

We are the next, the Hook lays ho'd on. Marcus: 
What are thy Arts (good Patriot, teach them me) 
That have preſerv d thy Hairs to thi: white dye, 
And kept ſo reverend and ſo dear a Head, 
Safe om his comely Shoulders? Zep Arts, Arruntius: 


None, but the plain and paſſive Fortitude. T6. 
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To ſuffer and be ſilent; never ſtretch | 
Theſe Arms againſt the Torrent; live at Home. 
With my own Thoughts, and.lunacence about me 
Nat tempting the Wolves Jaws; theſe are my Arts. 

Arr. I would begin to ſtudy em, if I thought 
They would ſecure me. May I pray to Jove, 
In ſecret, and be ſafe? I, or aloud? 
With open Wiſnes? ſo I do not mention 1 
Tiberius or Sejanus? yes! —_— | 
If I ſpeak out, *Tis hard, that. May I think, 
And not be rackt ? What danger ist to dream? 
Talk in ones Sleep? or Cough ? who knows the La r? 
May ſhake my Head without a Comment ? ſay. pe 
It rains, orit holds up, and notbe thrown 
Upon the Gemories? Theſe now are Things, 
Whereon Mens Fortune, yea, their-Fatedepends.;. 
Nothing hath priviledg'd*gainſt the violent Ear, 
No Place, no Day, no Hour (we ſee) is free 
(Nat our religious and moſt ſacred Times) 
From ſome one kind of Cruelty : all Matter, 
Nay all occaſion pleaſeth; Mad- mens Rage, 
The idleneſsof Drunkards, Womens nothing, 
eſters Simplicity, all, all is good | 
hat can be eatch d at. Nor is now th eyent 

Of any Perſon, or for any Crime, 1 
To be expected; for, tis always one: l 
Death, with ſome little difference of Place, 

Or time what's this? Prince Nero, guarded? 

+ Laco, Nero, Lepidus, Arruntins. 

On, Lifors, keep your way: My Lords, forbear. 

On pain of Ceſar's Wrath, no Man attempt 
Speech with the Priſoner. Ner, Noble, Friends be ſafe: 
To loſe your ſelves for Words, were as vain hazard, 
Asunto me {mall comfort: Fare you well. 

Would all Rome's Sufferings in my Fate did dwell, 

Lac. Liftors, away. TLep. Where goes he Laco? 
Lac 0 Sir, 

He's baniſiid into Pontia by the Senate. 

Arr. Do I ſee, and hear, and feel? May l truſt Senſe? 

Or doth A Phant'fic form- it? Ley. Where's his Bro- 
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Lac. Druſus is Priſoner in the Palace. Arr. Ha? 

I ſmell it now: tis rank. Where's Agrippina? 
Zac. The Princeſs is confin'd tò Pand atari. 
Arr. Bolts, Vulcan; Bolts, for Fove! Phæbus, thy 

Bow 3 woe. 

Stern Mars, thy Sword; and &lue-ey'd Maid, thy Spear; 

Thy Club, 4lcides: All the Armory | 

Of Heaven is too little. Ha? to guard 

The Gods, | meant. Fine, rare diſpatch ! This ſame - 

Was ſwittly born! confin'd, impriſon'd, baniſh'd d? 

Moſt tripartite! The cauſe, Sir? Lac. Treaicn. . 
1 4 

The Complement of all Accuſings? that 

Will hit, when allelſe fails. Lep. This turn is ſtrange!-- 

But Yeſterday the People would not hear ge 

Far leſs objected but cry d 2ſar's Letters 

Were falſe and forg d, that all theſe Plots were Malice: 

And that the ruin of the Prinee's Houſe 

Was practis d gainſt his knowledge. Where are now) 

Their Voices? now, that they behold his Heirs 

Lock'd up, difgrac'd, led into Exile? Arr. Huſh'd, . 

Drown'd in their Bellies. Wild Sejanns Breath 

Hath, like a Whirl-wind, ſcatrer'd that poor Duſt, 

With this rude Blaſt, We'll talk no Treaſon, Sir, 

72 turns to Laco and the reſt. 
H that be it you ſtand for. Fare you well. | 

We have no need of Horie-leeches. Good Spy, 

Now you are ſpy'd, be gone. Lep. I fear you wrong 

im. 

He has the Voice to be an honeſt Roman: | 
Arr. And truſted to this Office ? Lepidus, 

II ſooner truſt Greek Sinon, than a Man 

Our State Empleys. He's gone: and being gone, 

I dare tell you (whom I dare better truſt) 

That our Night- ey d Tiberius doth nor ſee 

His Minions Drifts; or, if he do, he's not 

So errant Subtil, as we Fools do take him, 

To breed a Mungril up, in his own Houſe, 

With his own Blood, and (it the good Gods pleaſe) 

Athis own Throat, fleſh him to take à Leap, © 

Edo not beg. it, Heav n: but if the Fates 
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* L ident ind dg lll ; 
Grant ic thele Eyes thay muſt not wink, Tep, They 
m G * SITE e r A 

Not ſee it, Lucius. Arr. Who ſhoul'd let em? Lap. Zeah 

And Duty; with the Thought he is our Prince... ., 
Arr. He is our Monſter: forfeited to Vice 

So far, as no rackt Virtue can redeem; him. 

His loathed Perſon fouler than all Crimes: 

An Emp'ror, only in his Luſts. Retir ce 

(From all regard of hisown Fame, or Rome's)... 

Into an obſcure. Ifland;, where he lives — 

(Acting his Tragedies with a Comic Face) 

Amidſt his rout of Chaldees : ſpending Hours, 

2 Weeks, and Months, in the unkind abuſe 

Of grave Aſtrology, to the bane of Men, 

Caſting the ſcope ot Mens Nativities, 

And having found ought worthy in their Fortune, 

Kill, or precipitate them in the Sea, f 

And boaſt, he can mock Fate. Nay, muſe not: theſe 

Arc far trom Ends of Evil, ſcarce Degrees. | 

He hath his Slaughter-houſe at Caprea; 

Where bedoth ſtudy Murder, as an Art: 

And they are dearoſt in his Grace, that can 

Deviſe the deepeſt Tortures. Thither too, 

He hath his Boys, and beauteous Girls tane up 

Out ot our nobleſt Hou fe:, the beſt form'd, 

Beſt nurtur d, and moſt modeſt: what's their good, 

Serves to provoke his bad. Some are allur d, 

Some threatned; others (by their Friends detainꝰd) 

Are raviſh'd hence, like Captives, and, in fight 

Of their moſt grieved Parents, dealt away* 

Unto his Spintries, Sellaries, and Slaves, 

Maſters of Strange and new commented Luſts, 

For which wiſe Nature hath not left a Name. 

To this (what moſt ſtrikes us, and bleeding Rome.] 

He is, with all his Craft, become the Ware 

To his own-Vaſlal, a ſtale Catamite: 2 

Whom he (upon our low and ſuffering Necks 

Hath rais'd, from Excrement, to ſide the Gods, 

And have his proper Sacrifice in Rome: 


Which Fove beholds, and yet will ſooner rive | 
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A ſenſeleſa Oak with Thunder than his Trunk. 

Taco, Pomponius, Minatius, Trrentiu n. I them. 
Thbeſe Letters make Men doubttul what t' expect, 
Whether his coming, or his Death. Pom. Troth both: 
And which comes ſooneſt, thank the Gods for. 
| (Arr. Liſt, | | 

Their talk is Cæſar; I would hear all Voices) 

Min. One Day, he's well; and will return to Rome: 
The next Day, fick; and knows not when to hope it. 

Lac. True, and to day, one ot rob Friends 
Honour d by ſpecial Writ ; and on the Morrow 
Another puniſh'd — Pom. By more ſpecial Writ. 

Min. This Man rec-ives his Praiſes ot Sejanus; 
A ſecond but ſl ght mention; a third none. 
A fourth rebukes. And thus he leaves the Senate 
Divided, and Suſpended, all uncertain. 

Lac. Theſe forked Tricks, I underſtand em not, 
Would he would tell us whom he loves or hates, 
That we might follow, without fear or doubt. 

(Arr. Good Heliorrope! Is this your honeſt Man? 
Let him be yours fo ſtil. He is my Knave.) 

Pom. I cannot tell, Sejanxs ſtill go-s on, 
And mounts we ſee: New Statues are advanc'd, 
Freſh leaves of Titles, large Inſcriptions read, 
His Fortuneſworn by, him ſelt new gone out 
Ceſar's Colleague, in the fifth Conſu iſe, h 
More Altars ſmoke to bim than a] the Gods: | 
What would we more? (Arr. That the dear Smoke would 

choak him, | 

That would I more. Lep. Peace, good Arruntius.) 

Lac. But thereare Letters come( they ſay) ev n now, 
Which do forbid that laſt. Miz. Do you hear fo? 

Lac. Yes. | 

Pom. 8 worſt. (Arr. By Hercules, 


Min. I did not like the ſign when Regulus, 
(Whom all we know no Friend unto Sejanus ) 
Did by Tiberius ſo preciſe Command, 
Succeed a Fellow in the Conſulſhip: 


It boded ſeme what. Pom. Not a Mote, His . 


- 
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Falcinius Trio, is his own, and ſure. Tay 60h 
Here comes Terentius. He can give us more. , 
[ They whiſper with Tegentius, 
Lep. I'll ne er believe, but Ceſar bath ſome ſcent * 
Of bold Sejanus Footing. Theſe croſs Points 
Of varying Letters, and oppoſing Conſuls, 
Mingling bis Honours and his Pyniſhments, 
Fainting now ill, now well, raiſing Sejanus, 
And then depreſſing him, (as now ef late 
In all reports we have it) cannot be | 
Empty of Practice: Tis Tiberius's Art. 
For (having found his Favourite grown too great, 
And with his Greatneſs ſtrong; that all the Soldiers 
Are, with their Leaders, made at his Devotion; 
That almoſt all the Senate are his Cre atures, 
Or hold on him their main Dependances, 
Either for Benefit, or Hope, or Fear ; 
And that himſelf hath loſt much of his own, 
By parting unto him; avd by th* Increaſe 
Of his rank Luſts and Rages quite diſarm'd 
Himſelf of Love, or rather publick Meaus, 
To darean open Conteſtation ) 
His Subtilty hath choſe thisdoubling Line, 
To hold him even in: not ſo to fear him, 
As wholly put him out; and yet give check 
Unto his farther boldneſs. In mean time, 
By his Employments, makes him odious. 
Uato the ing Rout, whoſe Aid (in fine} 
He hopes — as ſure, who (when they ſway }: 
Bear down, &'re-turn all Objects in their way. 
Arr. You may bea Lincaus, Lepiaus: yet, I. 
See no ſuch Cauſe, but that a politick Tyrant 
( Who can ſo well diſguiſe it) ſhould have tane 
A nearer way: fain'd honeſt, and come home 
To cut his Throat, by Law. Lep. I, but his fear, 
Would ne'rebe maſqu d, all-be his Vices were. 
Pom. His Lordſhip then isftill in Grace? Ter. Aſſure 
you, oy” br 
Never in more, either of Grace or Power. 
Pom. The Gods are Wiſe and Juſt, (Arr. The Friends 


they are, | 
| 42 
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To ſuffer thee bely ern?) Tor, 1 have here 
His laſt and preſent Leiters, where be writes his! 
The Paxtnerof his Cares, and his Sejanus — 
Lac. But is that true, it is prohibited 
To facrifice unto him ? Ter. Some ſuch thing 
Ceſar makes ſcruple of, but forbids it not; 
No more than to himſelf: ſays, he could wiſh 
It were forborn to all. Lac. Is it no other? 
Ter. No other, on my truſt. For your more ſurety; 
Here is that Letter too. (Arr. Haw caſily 
Do wretched Men believe, vvhat they would have! 
Looks this like a Plot? Lep. Noble Arruntius ſtay) 
Tac. He names him here without his Titles. 

(Tep. Note. | 
Arr. Yes, and come off your notable Fool. I will.) 
Lac. No other than Sejanus. Pom, That's but haſte 

In him that writes. Here he giveslarge amends. 


Mar. And with, his o n Hand written? Pom. Yes. 


Lac. Indeed? | 
Ter. Believe it, Gentlemen, Sejanus's Breaſt. 

Never receiv'd more full Contentments in, 

Than at this preſent, Pom. Takes he well th' eſcape 

Ot young Caligula, with Macro? Ter. Faith, 

At the firſt Air it ſomewhat troubled him. ; 
(Lep. — you? Arr. Nothing, Riddles. Till I 

ee 


Sejanus ſtruck, no ſound thereof ſtrikes me) 
Pom. Ilike it not. I muſe h' would not attempt 
Somewhat againſt him inthe Conſu/ſbip, 
Seeing the People gin to favour him. | 
Ter. He doth repent it, now; but h has employ'd. 
Pagonianus after him: and he holds 4s 
That correſpondence there, with all that are 
Near about Caſar, as no thought can pass 
Without his Knowledge, thence in Act to front him, 
Pom. I gratulate the News. Lac. But how comes 
i Macro © . 
80 in Truſt and Favour with Caligula ? ; 
Pom. O Sir, he has a Wite; and the young Prince 
An Appetite: He can look up and ſpy 
Hlies in the Roof, when there are Fleas i Bed: 
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And hatha learned Noſe to aſſure his Sleeps. | 
Who to be tavour'd of the riſing Sun, 

Would not lend little of his waning Moon? 

Tis the ſateſt Ambition. Noble Terentius. 


Ter. The Night growsfaſt upon us. At your Service- 
CHORUS Myiciam, © 


Sejanus.” 


Well, ſwell, my joys: And faint not to declare 
kJ Yourſelvesas ample as your Cauſes are. 
I did not live till now; this my firſt Hour: 
Wherein | ſce my Thoughtsreach'd by my Power! 
But this, and gripe my Wiſhes, Great and high, 
The World knows only two, that's Rome and], 
My Roof receives me not; tis Air J tread, 
And, at each Step, I feel my advanced Head 
Knock out a Star in Heaven] Rear d to this height; 
Al my Deſires ſeem modeſt, poor and flight, 
That did before ſound lmpudent: Tis Place, 
Not Blood, diſcerns the Noble and the Baſe, 
Is there not ſomething more than to be Ceſar? 
Muſt we reſt there? jt irks t have come ſo far, 
To be ſo near a ſtay, Caligula, 
Would thou ſtoodſt ſtiff, and many in our way. 
Winds loſe their Strength when they do empty fly; 
Unmet of Woods or Buildings; great Fires dy e, 
That want their Matter to withitand them: ſo, 
It is our Grie and will be our Loſs, to know 
Our Power ſha'l want Oppoſites; unleſs 
The Gods by mixing in the Cauſe would bleſs | f 
Our Fortune with their Conqueſt. That were worth 
Sejanus Strife; durſt Fates but bring it forth. 
Terentius, Sejanus. : 

Safety, to great Sejanus. Sej. Now, Terentius; 

Ter. Hears not my Lord the Wonder? Sej. Speak it, ng 

Ter. I meet it violent in thePeople's Mouths, wii 
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Whorun in Routs to Pompey's Theatre, | 
To view your Statue: which they ſay ſends forth 
A Smoke as from a Furnace black and dreadtul, 
Sej. Some Traitor hath put Fire in: (you, go ſee) 
And let the Head be taken off, to loox Sl open 
What tis Some Slave hath practis d an impoſture, 
To ſtir the People. How now ? why return you? 
| Satrius, Natta. [ To them, 
The Head, my Lord, already is tane off, 
I faw it: and at op'ning there leapt out | 
A great and monſtrous Serpent! Sej. Monſtrous ! why ? 
Had it a Beard, and Horns? no Heart? a Tongue | 
Forked as Flattery ? lookt it of the Hue, 
To ſuch as live in great Mens Boſoms? was 
The Spirit of it Macros? Nat. May it pleaſe 
The moſt divine Sejanus, in my Days, 
(And by his ſacred Fortune, I affirm it) 
I have not ſeen a more extended grown, 
Foul, ſpotted, venomous, uzly—Sej. O, the Fates? 
What a wild Muſter's here of Attributes, 
T' expreſs a Worm a Snake ? Ter. But how that ſhould 
Come there, my Lord! Sej. What! and you too, Te- 
rentius? 
T think you mean to mak'r a Prodigy 
In your reporting? Ter. Can the wiſe Sejanxs 
Think Heav'n hath meant it leſs? Sep. 0, Superſtition! 
Why, then the falling of our Bed, that brake 
This Morning, burd'ned with the populous Weight 
Ot our expecting Clients, to ſalute us: 
Or running of the Cat, betwixt our Legs, 
As we ſet forth unto the Capitol, 
Were Prodigies. Ter. I think them ominous! 
And, woulſthey had not hap'ned. - As, to-day, 
The Fate of ſome your Servants! who, declining 
Their way, notable, far the throng, to follow, 
Slipt down the Gemonies, and brake their Necks! 
Beſides, in taking your laſt Augury, 
No proſperous Bird appezr'd, but croking Ravens 
Flag'd up and down: and from the Sacrifice 
Flew to the Priſon, where they ſat all Night, 
Eeatiog the Air with their obſtreperous Beaks! 


1 


1 
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I dare not counſel, but I could entreat, | 
That great Sejanus would attempt the Gods, 


Religion makes of Men? Believes Terentius, 
(If theſe were Dangers, as I ſhame to think them) 
The Gods could change the certain Courſe of Fate? 
Or, if they could they would (now in a Moment) 
For a Beeves Fat, or leſs, be brib'd t' invert 
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Once more With Sacrifice. ar What excellent Fools 
Bel 


? 


T hoſe long Decrees? Then think the Gods like Flies; 


Are to be taken with the Steam of Fleſh, 
Or Blood, diffus'd about their Altars: think 
Their Power as cheap as I eſteem it ſmall, 
Of all the Throng that fill th Olyapian Hall, 
nd (without pity) lade poor Atlas back, 

know not that one Deity, but Fortune; 
To whom I would throw up in begging Smoke, 
One Grane of Incenſe : or whoſe Ear Id buy 
With thus much Oyl. Her, 1, indeed, adore; 
And keep her grateful Image in my Houſe, 
Sometimes belonging to a Roman King, 
But now call'd mine, as by the better Stile: 
To her I care not, if (for ſatisfying | 
Your ſcrupulous Phant ſies) I go offer. Bid 
Our Prieſt prepare us Honey, Milk, and Poppy, 
His maſculine Odours, and Night-veſtments : ſay, 
Our Rites are inſtant, which pertorm'd, you'll ſee 
How vain and worthy Laughter your Fears be. 

wy Cotta, Fomponins. 

'Pomponins! whither in ſuch ſpzed? Pom. I go 
To give my Lord Sejanus Notice Cot. What? 


Pom, Of Macro. Cot. Is he come? Pom. Entred but 


now 
The Houſe of Regulus. Cot. The oppoſite Conſul? 
Pom. Some halt hour ſince. 
Cot. And, by Night too! ſtay Sir; 
FI bear you Company. Pom. Along then 
Macro, Regulus, Laco. 
Tis Cæſar's Will to have a frequent Senate; 
And therefore muſt your Edict lay deep mulct 
On ſuch as ſhall be abſeat, Reg. So it doth. 
Bea it my fellow Conſul to adicribe. 


* 


Mac; 
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Mac. And tell him it muſt early be pr roclim'l: 
The Place 4 2 Temple Reg. That's remembred. 
Mac. Re 


9 
— 


To ſend Wye 708 the Provo 2 of the Watch ? 
Reg. \I bave not : here he comes. Mac. Grains Lack 
Vou re a Friend moſt welcome: by and b 1 
Tll peak with you. (You muſt procure As Lin 
Of the Pretorian Cohorts, with the Names 
Ot the Cenrtwurions and their Tribunes. Reg, I.) 
Mac, I bring you Letters, and a Health from Ceſar —2 
Lac. Sir, both come well. (Mac, And bear you with 
your note, | | 
Which a are the eminent Men, and moſt of Action 
Reg. That ſhall be done you too.) Mac. Moſt worthy 
Lace, 
Ceſar ſalutes you. (Conſul! Death and Furies! 
[The Conſul goes out] 
Gone now ? the Argument will pleaſe ou, Sir, 
(Hough! Regulus? The anger of the | 
Follow his diligent Legs, and overtake ' a, DB 
In likeneſs of the Gout) O, good my Lord, [ Return 
We lackt you preſent ; I would pray you ſend Ss 
Another to Fulciniu, Trio, ſtraight, 
To tell him you will come, and ſpeak with him: 
(The matter we'll deviſe) to ſtay him there, 
While I, with Laco do ſurvey the Watch. 
What are your Strengths, Gracinus? Lac. Seven Cohorts! 
| | Goes out again, 
Mac. You ſee, what Ceſar writes: and (—gone a4 
gain ? 
K has — a vein of Mercury in his Feet) 
Knew you what ſtore of the Pretorian Soldiers 
Sejans holds, about him, for his Guard ? 
Lac. I cannot the juſt Number: but, Ithiok, 
Three Centurion. Mac. Three? Good. Lac. At moſt 
not four. . 
Mac. And who be thoſe Centurions? Lac. That the 
Conſul | . 
Can beſt deliver you. Mac. {hen he's away: 


„ v 


* 


Spight 


at what Hour? Rex. Ves, Mac. You 0 
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Spight on his nimble Induſtry.) Gracinus, 
SAS what Place you hold, there, in the truſt 
Ot Royal Cæſar? Lac. I, and Iam — Mac. Sir, 
The Honours there propos'd are but beginnings 
Of his great Favours. Lac. They are more Mac. 1 
rd him 
When he did ſtudy what to add Tac. My Life, 
And all I hold Mar. You were his own firſt Choice; 
Which dgth confirm as much as you can ſpeak: 
And will (if we ſucceed) make more. Your Guards 
Are ſeven Cohorts, you ſay ? Lac. Yes, Mac. Thoſe 
we muſt : 
Hold ſtill in readineſs and undiſcharg d. 
Lac. I underſtand fo much. But how it ea 
Mac. Be done without Suſpicion, you'll obje& ? 
Reg. What's that? Zac. The keeping of the Watch 


in Arms, [ Return, 
When 22 comes. Mac. The Senate ſhall be met, 
et 
So early in the Temple, as all mark 


Of that will be avoided. Reg. If we need, 
We have Commiſſion, to poſſeſs the Palace, 
Enlarge Prince Druſus, and make him our Chief. 
Mac. (That Secret would have burnt his reverend 


Mouth, 

Had he not ſpit it out, now:) by the Gods, 
You carry things too Let me borrow a Man, 
Or two, to bear theſe That of freeing Druſus, 
Ceſar projected as the laſt and utmoſt: 
Not elſe to be remembred. Reg. Here are Servants, 

Mac, Theſe to Arruntius, theſe to Lepidus. 
This bear to Cotta, this to Latiaris. 
If they demand yo of me: fay, I havetane 
Freſh Horſe, andam departed. You(my Lord) 
To your Colleague, and be you ſure to hold him 
With long Narration of the new freſh Favours, 
Meant to Sejanxs, his great Patron; I, 
With truſted Laco, here, are for the Guards: 
Then to divide. For, Night bath many Eyes, 
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Pracones, Flamen, Miniſtri, Sejanus, Terentius, Satriut, 


c. 

Be all Profane far hence; Fly, fly far off: 
Be abſent far ; — be all , f 4 

Ha. We have been faulty, but repent us now, 
And bring pure Hands, pure Veſtments, and pure Minds. 
Tub. Tib. Theſe ſound while the Flamen waſheth. 
Min. Pure Veſſels. Min. And pure Offerings. Min. Gar- 

lands pure, 


Fla. Beſtow you Garland : and (with reverence) place | 


The Verum on the Altar. Præ. Favour your Tongues. 
Fla. Great Mother Fortune, Queen human State. 
Rectreſt of Action, Arbitreſs of Fate, 
To whom all Sway, all Power, all Empire bows, 
Be preſent, and propitious to our Vows, 
Pre, Favour it with your Tongues. 
Min, Be preſent, and propitious to our Vows, 
Accept aur Offering, and be pleas'd great Godueſi. 
Ter. See, fee, the Image ſtirs! Sat. And turns away! 
[While they ſound again, the Flamen takes off the Hon 
with his Finger, and taſtes, then miniſters to all the "eff: 
fo ofthe Milk in an Earthen Veſſel, he deals about, which 
done, ee th upon the Altar, Milk ; then impo- 
iſtth the Honey, and kindleth his Gums, and after cenſrog 
abaut the Altar, placeth his Cenſer thereon, into which 
they put ſeveral Branches of Poppy, and the MuſiCk cea- 
ſing, proceeds. | 
Nat. or tune averts her Face! Fla. Avert, you Gods, 
The Prodigy. Still! ſtill! Some pious Rite 
We have neglected. Yet! Heav n beappeas'd. 
And be al Tokens falſe or void, that ſpeak 
Thy preſent Wrath. Sej. Be thou dumb, ſcrupulous 


Prieſt: | 
And gather up thy ſelf, with:heſethy Wares 
Which 1, in pight of thy blind Miſtreſs, or 
Thy juggling Myſtery, Religion, throw 
Thus ſcorned on the Earth, Nay, hold thy look 
Averted, till I woe thee, turn again; 
And thou ſhalt ſtand to all Poſterity, 
Th' eternal Game and Laughter with thy Neck 
Wtith'd tothy Tail, like a ridiculous Cat, 


Avoid 


Avoid theſe Fumes, theſe ſuperſtitious Lights, 
And all theſe cos'ning Ceremonies: you, 
Your pure and ſpiced Conſcience, I, the Slave, 
And mock of Fools, (ſcorn on my worthy head) 
That have been titled and ador'd a God, © 
Vea facrific'd unto my ſelf, in Rome, 
No leſs than Fove: and I be brought to do 
A peeviſh Gigglot, Rites: Perhaps the Thought 
And ſhame of that, made Fortune turn her Face, 
Knowing her ſelf the leſſer Deity, 
And but my Servant. Baſhful Queen, if ſo, 
Sejanus thanks thy Modeſty, Who'sthat! 
Pompom s, Sejanus, Minutius, '%c. 
His Fortune ſuffers, till he hears my News: 
T have waited here too long. Macro, my Lord 
Sej. Speak ower and withdraw. 
Ter. Are theſe things true ? 
Min. Thouſands are gazing at it in the Streets. 


Sejanus his Tall. 37¹ . 


Sej. What's that? Ter. Minutius tells us here, my Lord, 


That, a new Head being ſet upon your Statue, 

A Rope is fince found wreath'd about it! And, 

But now a fiery Meteor in the Form 

Of a great Ball was ſeen to row! along 

The troubled Air, where yet it hangs unperfect, 

The amazing Wonder of the Multitude ! 
Sej. No more. That Macro's come, is more than att? 
Ter. Is Macro come? Pom. I ſaw him. Ter. Where? 

with whom? 2 55 | - 

Pom. With Regulus. Sej. Terentius. Ter. My Lord 3 
Sej. Sendfor the Tridunes, we will ſtraight have up * 

More of the Soldiers for our Guard. Minutins, . 

We pray you go for Cotta, Latiaris, 

Trio the Conſul, or what Senators 

You know are ſure, and ours. You, my good Natta; 

For Laco, Provoſt of the Watch. Now Satrius, 

The time of Proof cotnes on, Arm all our Seryants, 

And without Tumult. You, Pomponius, 

Hold ſome good Correſpondence with the Conſul. 

Attempt him noble Friend. Theſe things begin 

To look like Dangers, now, worthy my Fates. 

Fortune I ſee thy worſt: Let doubtful States, 
| S 2 And 


1 
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And things uncertain hang upon thy Will: 
Me ſureſt Death ſhall render certain ſtill. 
Yet, why is now my Thought turn d toward Death; 
Whom Fates have let go on, fo far in Breath, 
Vncheckt or unreprov'd ? I, that did 
To fell the lofty Cedar of the World, 
Germanicus; that at one Stroke cut down 
Druſus that upright Elm; withercd his Vine; 
Laid Silius and Sabinus, two Oaks, 
Flat on the Earth; beſides thoſe other Shrubs, 
Cordus and Sofia, Claudia, Pulchra, 
Furnius and Gallus, which I have grub'dup ; 
And fince, have ſet my Ax fo ſlrong and deep 
Into the Root of ſpreading 4 7 ; 
Lopt off, and ſcatter d her proud Branches, Nera, 4 
, Druſus and Caius too, although re-planted ; | 
1f you will, Deſtinies that after all, 
I faint now e' re I touch my Period; 
You are but cruel; and I already have done 
Things great enough. All Rome hath been my Slave 
The Senate fat an idle looker on, 
And witneſs of my power; when I have bluſh'd 
More to command than it to ſuffer; all 
The Fathers have far ready and prepar'd, 
To give me Empire, Temples, or their Throats, 
When I wouldask em; and (what Crowns they top} 
Rome, Senate, People, all the World have ſeen 
Jo de, but my equal: Ceſar, but my ſecond. 
Tis then your Malice, Fates who (but your own) 
Envy and teart” have any Power long kvown, 
| Terentius, Tribunes. 
Stay here: IIlgive'his Lord e, come. 
Minutius, Cotta, Latiaris. | They Confer their Letters, 
Marcus Terentius, pray you tell my Lord, 
Here's Cotta, and Latiaris. Ter. Sir, I ſhall. 
Cor. My Letter is the very ame with yours; 
Only requizes me to be preſent there, 
And give my Voice to ſtrengthen his Deſign. 
Lat. Names he not what i: is? Cot. No, nor to you. 


Tat. Tis ſtrange and ſingular and doubtful! Cos. ſo it 
is. 
ſt 
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Fe may be all is left to Lord Sejanws. . 

Natta, Laco. | [Tothem. 

Gentlemen, where's my Lord? Tri. We wait him here. 

Cot. 1 2 what's the News? Lat. My 
1d 

Sejanus. [To them. 

Now, my right, dear, noble and truſted Friends; 

How much I am a Captive to your kindneſs! 

Moſt worthy Cotta, Latiaris, Laco, 

Your valiant Hand ; and Gentlemen your loyes, 

I wiſh I could divide my ſelf unto you; 

Or that it lay within our narrow Powers, 

To fatisfie for ſo enlarged Bounty. 

Gracinus, we muſt pray you, hold your Guards 
Unquit when Morning comes. Saw you the Conſul ? 

Min. Trio will preſently be here, my Lord. 

Cot. They are but giving Order for the Edict, | 
To warn the Senate. Sej How! the Senate? Lac. Yes, 
This Morning in Apollo's Temple. Cor. We 
Are charg'd by Letter to be there. my Lord. 

Sej. By Letter? pray you let's lee! Lat. Knows not 

his Lordſhip! 

Cot. It ſeems ſo! Sej. A Senate warn d? without my 

Knowiedge 2? 
And on this ſudden ? Senators by Letters | 
Required to be there! who brought theſe ? Cor. Macro. 
Sej. Mine Enemy! And when? 
Cot. This Mid-night. Sej. Time, 
With ev'ry other Circumſtance, doth give. 
It hath ſome ſtrein of Engin in't! How now? 
Sratrius, Sejanus, &c. 
My Lord, Sertorius Macro is without, 
Alone, and prays t' have private Conference 
In Buſineſs ot high Nature with your Lordſhip, 
(He ſays to me) and which regards you much, | 
Se. by him come here. Sat. Better, my Lord, with · 
raw, 
You will betray what ſtore and ſtrength of Friends 
Are now about you; which he comes to ſpy. 1 
S ej. Is henotarm'd? Sat. We'll ſeareh him, Sej. No, 


but take, 
8 3 And 


* 
| pO 


* 
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And lead him to ſome Room, where you conceald- 
May keep a Guard upon us. Noble Laco, 
You are our Truſt: and till our own Cohorts 


San be brought up, your Strengths muſt be our Guard. 


Now, good Minutius honour d Latiaris, 

. [ He ſalutes them humbly: 
Moſtworthy and my moſt unwearied Friends: A 
J return inſtantly. Lat. Moſt worthy Lord! | 

Cor. His Lordſhip is turn d inſtant kind, methinkr, 
T have not obſery'd-it in him; heretotare. 3 

Tri. 1. Tis true, and it becomes him nobly. Min. I 
Am rapt withal. Tri. 2. By Mars, he has my Lives, 
(Were they a Million) for this only Grace. 

Lac. I, and to name a Man! Lat. As he did me! 

Min, And me! Lat. M ho would not ſpend his Life 


and Fortunes, 


To purchaſe but the Look of ſuch a Lord? 


Lat. He that wou'd not be Lords Fool, nor the Worlds. 
Seſanus, Macro 5 
Macro Moſt welcome, as moſt coveted Friend! 


Let me enjoy my longings. When arriv'd you ? 


Mac. About the Noon ot Night. Sej. Satrins, give 


leave. 
Mac. I have been, ſince I came, with both the Conſuls, 
On a particular deſign from Cæſar. 8855 
Sej. How fares it with our Great and Royal Maſter? 
Mac. Right plentifully well; as, with a Prince, 
That ſtill holds out the great Proportion | : 
Of his large Favours, where his Judgment hath 
Made once divine Election: like the God 
That wants not, nor is wearied to beſtow 
Where Merit meets his Bounty, as it doth 
In you, already the moſt happy, and ere, 
The Sun ſhall climb the South, moſt high Sejanus. 
Let not my Lord be amus'd For, to this end 
Was I by Cæſar ſent for to the Ifle, | | a 
With ſpecial Caution to conceal my Journey ; 
And, thence had my Diſpatchas ary 
Again to Rome; charg'd to come here by Night; 
And only to the Conſuls make Narration 
Qf his great Purpoſe; that the benefit 


* 


Might- 
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Might came more full, and ſtriking by how much 
It was leſs lookt for, or aſpir'd by you, | 
Or leaſt infot med to the common Thought. 

Sej. What may this be? part of my elf, dear Macro, 
If good ſpeak out; and ſhare with your Sejanus. 

Mag. If bad | ſhould for ever loath my lelf 
To be the Meſſenger to ſo good a Lord. 
I do exceed m' Inſtructions to acquaint ; 
Your Lordſhip with thus much; but 'tis my Venture 
On your retentive Wiſdom : and becauſe 
I would no jealous Scruple ſhould moleſt 
Or rack your Peace of Thought. For I aſſure 
My noble Lord, no Senator yet knows 
The Buſineſs meant: though all by ſeveral Letters 
Are warned to be there, and give their Voices, 
Oaly to add unto the State and Grace 


Of what is purpos d. Se j. You take pleaſure Macro, 


Like a coy Wench, in torturing your Lover. 

What can be worth this Suffering? Mac. That which fol- 
lows; | 

The Tribunicial Dignity and Power: 

Both whi h Sejanus is to have this Day 

Conferr'd upon him, and by pub ick Senate. 


Sej. Fortune be mine again; thou haſt ſatisfied 


For thy ſuſpected Loyalty. Mac. My Lord, 


L have no longer Time, the Day approacheth, 
And I muſt back to Ceſar. Sej. Where's Caligula? 


Mac. That I forgot to tell your Lordſhip. Why 
He lingers yonder about Caprea, 
Diſgrac'd; Tiberius hath not ſeen him yet: 
Heneeds would truſt himſelf to go with me, 
Againſt my wiſh or will, but I have quitted 
His forward Frouble, with as tardy Note 
As my Neglect or Silence could afford him. | 
Your Lordſhip cannot now command me ought, | 
Becauſe | take no Knowledge that I ſaw you, 
But I ſhall boaſt to live to ſerve your Lordſhip: 
And ſo take leave. Sej. Honeſt and worthy Macro, 
Your Love and Friendſhip. Who's there? Satrius, 


Attend my honourable Friend forth. O! 


How vain and vile a Paſſion i this Fear? 
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What baſe uncomely Things it makes Men do 
Suſpect their nobleſt Friends, (as I did this) 
Flatter poor Enemies, intreat their Servants, 
Stoop, court, and catch at the Benevolence 
Of Creatures, unto whom (within this Hour) 
I would not have vouchſaf d a quarter- look, 
Or piece of Face? By you that Fools call Gods, 
Hang all the Sky with your prodigious Signs, 
Fill Earth with. Monſters, drop the Scorpion down, 
Out of the Zodiack, or the ftercer Lyon, 
Shake off the looſned Globe from her long Hinge, 
Row! all the World in Darkneſs, and let looſe 
Th' inraged Winds to turn up Grovesand Towns. 
When ] do fear again, let me be ſtruck 
With forked Fire, and unpitied dye: 
Who fears is worthy of Calamity. 
Pom tonius, Regulus, Trio. Tv the reſt. 
Is not my Lord here? Ter. Sir, he will be ſtraight. 
_ Cor. What News, Fulcinius Trio? 
Tri. Good, good Tidings. 
(But keep itto your ſelf ) my Lord Sejanus 
Is to receive this Day in open S: nate 
The Tribunicial Dignity, Coz. Is't true? 
(Tri. — Words, not to your Thought: but, Sir, be- 
ieve it. 
Lat. W hat ſays the Conſul? Cot. (Speak it not again. 
He tells me, that to-day — Se anus had a 
Tri. I muſt entreat you, Cotta, on your Honour 
Not to reveal it. Cot. On my Life, Sir. Lat. Say. 
Cos. Is to receive the Tribunicial Power. 
But as you are an honourable Man, 
Let me conjure you, not to utter it: 
For it is truſted to me with that Bond. 
Lat. I am Harpocrates. Ter. Can you aſſure it ? 
Pom. The Conſul told it me, but keep it cloſe. 
Min. Lord Latiaris, what's the News? Lat. I'll tell 
| you, 
But you mult ſwear to keep it Secret — 
Seſanus. [To them. 
I knew the Fates had on their Diſtaff left 


More of our Thread, than fo, Reg. Hail great Sejans. 
| | Tri, 


Tri. Hail the moſt Honour'd. 
2 * fe Lat. gh Se anus. 
1 ou bring Prodigies too? Ti. May all preſage 
Turn to thoſe fair Eſſects, —— we bring . 
Your LONG News. Reg. May't pleaſe my Lord with - 
raw. 
. Se, Yes (Iwill ſpeak with you anon.) Ter. My Lord 
To ſome that ſtand cy. 
Whatis your Pleaſure for the Tribunes? Sej. Why, 
Let em be thankt and ſent away. Min. My Lord 
Lac. Will't pleaſe your Lordſhip to command me 
Sej, No. Lou are troubleſom; 
Min. The Moo i is chang d. Tri. Not ſpeak ? Nor loox? 
Lac. I, he is wiſe, will make him Friends | 
Of ſuch who never love, but for their Eads. 
Arruntius, Lepidus. Divers other Senators 
| them. 
I, go, make haſte; take heed you Tas EY 
To tender your Al] Hail in the wide Hall 
Of huge Sejanus: run a Lifors pace: 
Stay not to put your Robes on; but away, 
With the — troubled Enſigus of great Friendſſip 
Stampt i' your Face! Now Marcus Lepidus, 
You ſtill believe your former Augury? -. 
Seſanus muſt godownward ? Yowperceive 
His Waneapproaching faſt ? Lep. Believe me, Lucius, 
I wonder at this riſing! Arr. I, and that we 
Muſt give our Suſtrage to it? you will fay, 
It is io make his Fall more ſteep and grievous? 
It may be ſo: But think it, they that can 
With idle Wiſnes ' ſſay to bring back Time: 
In Caſes deſperate, all hope is Crime. 
See, ſee! what Troops of his officious Friends + 
Flock to ſalute my Lord? and ſtart before 
My great proud Lord ! to get a Lord - like nod! 
Attend my Lord unto the Senate-houſe! | 
Bring back my Lord! like ſervile Uſhers, make 
Way for my Lord! Proclaim his idol Lordſhip, 
More than ten Cryers, or {ix Noiſe of Trumpets ! 


Make Legs, kiſs Hands, and take a ſcatter'd Hair NY 
From my Lord's eminent Shoulder! Sec, Sanguinins ! | 
AMT 8.5. Witk 
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With his ſlow Belly, and his Dropſie! look, © 
What toyling haſte he makes! yet, here's another 
Retarded with the Gout, will be afore him! | 
Get thee Liburnian Porters, thou groſs Fool, * 
To bear thy obſequious Fatneſs, like thy Peers. * 
They are met! The Gout returns, and his great Carriage. 
Lictors, Conſuls, Sej anus, &c. [Paſs over the Stage. 
Give way, make place, room for the Conſul. San. Hail, 
Hail, great Sejanus. Hat. Hail, my honour d Lord. 
Arr. We ſhall be markt anon, for our not Hail. 
Eep. That is already done. Arr. It is a Note 
Of upſtart Greatneſs, to obſerve and watch. 
For theſe poor Trifles, which the noble Mind as 
Neglects and ſcorns. Lep. I, and they think themſelves... 
Deeply diſnonour d, where they are omitted, 
As if they were Neceſſities that helpt- ö 
To the Perfection of their Diguities: 
And hate the Men, that but refrain em. Arr. O! 
There is a farther Cauſe of Hate. Their Breaſts 
Are guilty, that we know their obſcure Springs, | 
And baſe Beginnings: thence the Anger grows. On, Fol» 


low. 
| Macro, Laco. 
When all are entred, ſhut the Temple Doors; 
And bring your Guards up to the Gate. Lac. Iwill. 
Mur. It you ſhall hear Commotion in the Senate, 
Preſent your ſelt: and charge on any Man | 
Shall offer to come forth. Li. lam inſtructed. 


The 8 E NA T E. 


Haterins, Trio, Sanquinius, Cotta, Regulus, Sejanus, 
Pomponius, Latiaris, Lepidus, Arruntins, Præcones, 
Liftores. . | 
How well his Lordſhip looksto-day! Tri. As if 

He had been born, or made tor this Hours State. 

Cor. Tour fellow Conſul's come about methinks? 
Tri. I, he is wiſe. San. Seſanus truſts him well, 

Tri. Sejanus is a noble bounteous Lord. 

Hat. He is ſo, and moſt valiant, Lat. And moſt wiſe, 

. Sen. He'severything, Lat. Worthy of all, and more 
OE | Than 


+ 
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Than Bounty can beſtow... Tri. This D'gnity 
Will make him worthy. Pom. Above Ceſar. San. Tut, 
Ceſar is but the Rector of an Ille, 
He of the Empire. Tri. Now he will have Power 
More to reward than ever. Cor. Let us look 
We be not {lick in giving him our Voices. wi 
Lat. Not IJ. San. Norl. Cor, Ther-adier we ſeem 
To propagate his Honours, will more bind- 
His Thoughts to ours. Haz. I think right, with your 
Lordſhip. | 
It is the way to have us hold our Places. 
San, I, and get more. Lat. More Office and more 
Titles. | 
Pom. | will not loſe the Part, I hope to ſhare 
In theſe his Fortunes tor my Patrimony. 
Lat. See, how Arruntius ſits, and Lepidus. 
Tri. Let em alone, they will be markt anon. 
Sen. I'll do with others. Sen. So will I. Sen. And l. 
Men grow not in the State, but as they are planted 
Warm for his Favours. Coz. Noble Sejanus ! 
Hat. Honour'd Sejanus! Lat. Worthy and Great Se- 
anus ; 
Arr. Gods! How the Spunges open and take in} 
And ſhut again! look, look! is not he bleſt 
That gets a ſeat in Eye- reach of him? more, 
That comes in Er, or Tongue- reach? O but moſt 
Can claw his ſubtil Elbow, or with a buz 
Fly-blow his Ears. Pre. Proclaim the Senates Peace, 
And give laſt Summons by the Edict. Pre. Silence: 
In the Name of Ceſar, and the Senate, Silence. 


wy 


». * Memminus Regulus, aud Fulcinius Trio, Conſuls, theſe 


© preſent Kalends of une, with the firſt Light, ſha f hold 
© a Senate, inthe Temp!c of Apollo Palarine; all that are 
© Fathers, and are regiſtced Fathers, that have right ot en- 
© tring the Senate, we warn or command you be frequent- 
ly preſent, take knowledge the Buſineſs is the Common- 
« wealths; whoſoever is ablent, his Fine or Mulct will be 
© taken, his Excuſe will not be taken. | 

Tri. Note, who are abſent and tecord their Names. 

Reg. Fathers Conſcript, May, what 1 am to utter, 


Turn good and happy for the Common-wealth. - * 
n 
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And thou Apollo, in whoſe holy Houſe: 

'We here are met, inſpire us all with Truth, 

And Liberty of Cenſure to our Thought. 

The Majeſty of great Tiberius Ceſar 

Propounds to this __ Senate, the beſtowing 

Upon the Man he loves, honour'd Seſanus, 

The Tribunicial Dignity and Power; 

Here are his Letters, ſigned with his Signet: 

What pleaſeth now the Fathers to be done: | 
Sen. Read, read 'em, open, publickly, read em. 
Cot. Ceſar hath honour'd his own Grea:neſs much. 

In thinking of this Act. Tri. It was a Thought 

Happy and worthy Cæſar. Lat. And the Lord 

As worthy it on whom it is directed! a 
Hat. Moſt worthy! San. Rome did never boaſt the- 

Virtue 
That could give Envy Bounds, but bis: Se anus 
Sen. Honour'd and Noble / Sen. Good and Great Sa- 
Janus ! 
Arr, O, moſttame Slavery and fierce Flattery 1 
Pre. Silence. 


TIBERIUSCEASAR 
To the SE NATE Greeting, 
The Epiſtle is read. 


Tr von, Conſcript Fathers, with your Children, be im 
health, it is abundantly well: We with our Friends: 
bere are ſo. The cars of the Common-wealth, howſoever 
we are removꝰd in Perſon, cannot be abſent to our Thought; 
although, oftentimes, even to Princes moſt preſent, the 
Truth of their own Affairs is hid; than which, nothing 
falls out more miſerable to à State, or makes the Art of 
governing more difficult. But ſince it hath besn our eaſeſul 
Happineſs to enjoy both the Aids and Induſtry of FM vigilant 
4 Senate, we profeſs to have been the more indulgent to our- 
Pleaſures, not as being careleſs of aur Office, but rather ſe- 
cure 
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ture of the Neceſſity. Neither da theſe common Rumours 

of many, and infamous Libels publiſh*d againſt our Retire 

ment, at all aſſlict us; being born more out of Mens Ignos 

rance than their Malice. And will, neglected, find their 
own Grave quickly ;. whereas, too ſenſibly acknowledg'd, . 
it would make their obloquy ours. Nor doe deſire their Au- 

thors (though ſound). be cenſur d, ſince in a ſree State (a 
aurs) all Men ought to enjoy both their Minds and Tongue 
Free. 
(Arr. The Lapwing, the Lapwing.) 

Tet in things which ſhail worthily and more near tan- 
cern the Majeſty of a Prince, we-ſhall fear to be ſo unng= 
turally cruek to our awn Fame, as to neglect them. True it 
is, Conſeript Fathers, that we have raiſed Sejanus from 
obſcure, and almoſt unknown Gentry,. (Sen. How, how!) 
to the higheſt and moſt conſpicuous Point of Greatneſs, and 
(wwe hope) deſervingly ;. yet not without Danger: it being 
a moſt bold ha xard in that Sovereign, who by his particu- 
lar love to one, dares adventure the hatred of all his other 
Subjects. 

"Arr, This touches, the Blood turns.) 

But we affie in your Loves and Underſtandings, and do no 
way -ſuſpect the Merit of our Sejanus to male our Favours: 
offenſive to any. 

(Sen. O! good, good.) 

Though. we could have wiſhed his Zeal had run a calmer 
Courſe againſt Agrippina, and our Nephews, howſoever 
the openneſs of their Actions declared them Delinquents ;. 
and, that he would have remembred, no Innocence is [0 
ſafe, but it rejoyceth to ſtand in the ſight of Mercy : The 
uſe of which in us, he hath ſo quite talen away, toward 
them, by his Loyal Fury, as now our Clemency would be 
thought but wearied Cruelty, if we ſhould offer to exerciſe 
*. 

(Arr. I thank him, there I lookt for't. A Fox!) 
Some there be that would interpret this his publick ſaverity: 
to be particular Ambition; and that, under a pretext of 
Service to us, he doth but remove his own Lets: alledging 
the ſtrengt bs he hath made to himſelf, &y the Pratorian Sol- 
diers, oy his Faction in Court and Senate, bythe 2 


292 Sejanus his Fall 


holds himſelf, and confers on others, his Popularity and 
Dependents, his urging (and almoſt driving) us to this our 
un willing Retirement, and laſily, his aſpiring to be our 
gy mage | | 
. » (Sen. This's ſtrange: 

; _ I-thall anon believe your Vultures, Marcus) 
mur Wiſdoms, Conſcript Fathers, are able to examine, and 
cenſure theſe Suggeſtions. But, were they left to our ab ſol- 
_ wing. Voice, we durſt pronounce them, as we-think them, + 

moſt malicious. 1 
(Sen. O, he has reſtor'd all, liſt.) 
-Yet are they offer'd to be averr'd, and on the Lives of the Tn- 
formers, What we ſhould ſay, or rather what we ſhould 
not ſay, Lords of the Senate, if this be true, our Gods and 
: Goddeſſes confound us if we know ! Only we muſt think, 
. we have plac d our Beneſts ill; and conclude, that, in our 
Choice, either we were wanting te the Gods, or the Gods 
to us. ä 
(Arr. The Place grows hot, they ſhift.) | 
| [ The Senators ſhift their Places. 
IWe have not been-covetons, Honourable Fathers, to change; 
neither is it now any new Luſt that alters our Affections, or 
old loathing ; but thoſe needful Jealouſtes of State, that 
warm wiſer Princes hourly to provide for their Safety ; and 
do teach them how learned a thing it is to beware of the 
humbieſt Enemy; much more of thoſe great Ones, whom 
their own employ d Favours have made fit for their fears, 

(Sen. Away. Sen. Sit farther; 

Cot. Let's remove p 

Arr. Gods! how the Leaves drop off; this little 

Wind!) | 
d there ſore deſire, that the Offices he holds be firſt ſeized 
by the Senate; and himſelf ſuſpended from all Exerciſe af 
Place or Power j 

(Sen, How! San. By your leave. 

Arr. Come, Porepiſce, (where's Katerius? * 
His Gout keeps him. moſt miſerably conſtant.) 
Your dancing ſhewsa Tempeſt. Sej, Read no more. 

Rog. Lords of the Senate, hold your Seats : Readon. 

Sei. Theſe Letters they are torg'd, 


Reg. - 
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Reg. A Guard : Sit ſtill. | | * 
| [Laco enters with the Guard. 

Arr. There's Change. n | 

Reg. Bid filence, and read forward. en. 

Pre. Silence and himſelf ſuſpended from all. 
Exerciſe of Place or Power, but till due and mature Trial 
be made of his Innocency, which yet we can faintly appre- 
hend the Nereſſity to doubt. I, Cen line Fathers, to jour 
more ſearching Miſdoms, there ſhall appear farther Cauſe 
(or of farther Proceeding, either to ſeizure f Lands, 
Goods, or More ————) it is not our Power that ſhall li- 
mit your Authority, or our Favour, that muſt corrupt your 
Fuſtice : either were diſhonourable in you, and both uncim- 
ritable to our ſelf. We would willingly be preſent with 
your Counſels in this Buſineſs, but the danger of ſo po- 
tent a Faction (if it ſhould prove ſo) forbids our at- 
tempting it : Except one-of the Coos s would be intrea- 
ted for our Safety, to undertabeè the Guard of us home, 
then we ſhould moſt readily adventure. In the mean 
time, it ſhall not be fit for. us to importune ſa judicious a 
Senate, who know how much they hurt the Innocent, thut 
ſpare the Guilty: And hom gratsful a Sacrifice, to the Gods, 
is the Life of an ingrateful Perſon, . We reflect not, in this, 
on Sejabus (notwithſtanding, if yon keep an Eye upon him 

| and there is Latiaris a Senator, and Pinnarius 
Natta, Two of his moſt truſted Miniſters, and ſo proſeſt, 
whom we deſire not to have apprehended) but as the Neceſſi- 
ty of the Gauſe exacts it. | 

Rez. A Guard on Latiaris. Arr. O, the Spy! 
The reverend Spy is caught, who pities him ? | 
Reward; Sir, for your Service: Now, you ha' done. 
Your property, you ſee what uſe is made? 
Hang up the Inſtrument, 

Ser. Give leave. Lac. Stand, ' ſtand; 
He comes upon his Death, that dothadyance 
An Inchtoward my Point, 

Sej. Have we no Friends here? | 

Arr. Huſht. Where now are all the Hails and* Ac- 

clamations? - 


Mucro, 
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Macro, Senate. 

Hail to the Confuls, and this noble Senate. 

Ce /. Is Macro here? O, thou art loſt, Se;anus. 

Mac. Sit ſtill, and ear Tarver Reverend Fathers; 
Nacro, by Ce/ar's Grace, the New-made Provoſt, 
And now poſſeſt of the Prætorian Bands, 
An honour late belong'd to that proud Man, 
Bids you be ſafe: and to your conſtant Doom 
Of his Deſervings, offers you the Surety: 
Of all the So diers, Tribune, and Centurions, - 
Receiv'din our Command. Res. S*janus, e 
Stand forth, Seſanns. Sei. Am | call'd ? Mac. 1, thou, 
Thou inſolent Monſter, art bid ſtand. 

Sei. Why, Macro, 
It hath been other wiſe between you and I; 
This Court, that knows us both, hath HG a ales, 
And can (if it be pleas d to ſpeak) confirm, 
W hoſe Infolence, is molt. . 

Mac. Come down, Typbaus; ; 
If mine be moſt, lo, thus I make it more; 
Kick up thy Heels in Air, tear off thy Robe, 
Play with thy Beard and Noſtrils. Thus ' tis fit, 
(And no Min take Compaſſion of thy State) 
Jo uſe th' ingrateful Viper, tread his Brains 
Into the Earth. Reg. Forb:ar. Mac. It I could loſes: 
All my Humanity now, *twere well to torture 
So meriting a Traitor. Wherefore, Fathers, - 
Sit you amaz'd and filent ? and nor cenſure 
This Wretch, who inthe bour he firſt rebel d 
'Gainſt Cæſar s Bounty, did condemn himſelf? | 
Phlegre, the Field, where all the Sons of Earth, 
Muſter'd againſt the Gods, did ne'cr acknowledge: 
So mm and huge a Monſter. 

Reg. Take hm hence. 

And all the Go s guard Cæſar. 
Tri. Take him hence. 


Hat. Hence. Cot. Te the Dungeon with him. 


San. He deſer ves it. 
Sen. Crown all our Doors with Bays. 


San. And let an Ox 


vun gilded Horns and Grade, txight beled = 
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Vnto the Capitol. Har. And facrific'd 
To Fove, for Ce/ar's Safety. Tri. All our Gods 
Be preſent ſtill to Ceſar. Cot. Phabus. San. Mars. 

Hat. Diana. San. Pallas. Sen, Funo, Mercury, 

All guard him. Mac. Forth, thou Prodigy of Men. 
- Cor. Let all the Traytors Titles bedefac d. 

Tri. His Images and Statues be pull'd down. 

Hat. His Chariot-Wheels be broken. 

Arr. And the Legs | 
Of the poor Horſes, thatdeſerved naught, 
Let them be broken too. Lep. O, violent Change; 
And whirl of Men's Affections! Arr. Like, as both 
Their Bulks and Souls were bound on Fortune's Wheel, 
And muſt act only with her Motion. 

Lepidus, Arrunitms, 

Who would depend upon the popular Air, 
Or Voice of Men, that have to-day beheld 
(That, which if all the Gods had fore-declar'd, 
Would not have been believ'd) Sejanus Fall t 
He, that this Morn roſe proudly, as the Sun, 
And breaking through a Miſt of Clients Breath, 
Came on, as gaz'd at, and admir'd, as he 
When ſuperſtitious Moors ſalute his Light! 
That had our fervile Nobles waiting him 
As common Grooms; and hanging on his Look, 
No leſs than humane Life on Deſtiny ! 
That had Mens Knees as frequent as the Gods; 
And Sacrifices more than Rome had Altars: 
And this Man Fall! Fall! 1, without a Look, 
That durſt appear his Friend, or lend ſo much 
Ot vain relief, to his chang'd State, as Pity ! 

Arr. They that before like Gnats plaid in his Beams, 
And throng'd to circumſcribe him, now not ſeen, 
Nordeign to hold a common Seat with him! 

Others To waited him unto the Senate, 

Now inhumanly raviſh him to Priſon! 

Whom (bur this Morn) they followꝰ'd as their Lord. 
Guard through the Streets, bound like a Fug tive! 
Inſtead of Wreaths give Fetters, Strokes for Stoops : 
Blind Sbames for Honours, and black Taunts for Titles! 


ho would truſt fli Chance ? | 
Who w uſt ſlippery | Le. 
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Lep. They that would make | 
Them ſelves her Spoil, and fooliſhly forget, 
When ſhe doth flatter, that ſhe comes to prey. 
Fortune, thou hadſt no Deity, if Men 
Had Wiſdom : we have placed thee ſo high, 
By fond Belief in thy Felicity. 
Sen. The Gods guard Ceſar. All the Gods guard Cæſur. 
[ Shout within. 


Macro, Regulus, Senators. 
Now great Se/anus, you thataw'd the State, 
And fought to bring the Nebles to your whip,. 
That would be Cæſar's Tutor, and diſpoſe 
Of Dignities and Offices ! that had 
The publick Head ſtill bare to your Deſigns, 
And made the general Voice to echo yours! 
That look d for Salutations twelve ſcore off, 
And would have Pyramids, yea Temples rear d 
To your huge Greatneſs! Now you lie as flat, 
As was your Pride adyanc't. Reg, Thanks to the Gods. 
Sen. And Praiſe to Macro, that hath ſaved Rome. 
Liberty, Liberty, Liberty. - Lead on, 
And Praiſe to Macro; that hath ſaved Rome: 
Arruntins, Lepidus, Terentius. 
I propheſy, out of this Senates Flattery, 
That this new Fellow, Macro, will become 
A greater Prodigy in Rome, than he. 
That now is fal'n. | 
Ter. O you, whoſe Minds are good, 
And have not forc'd all Mankind trom your Breaſts; - 
That yet have ſo much ſtock of Virtue leit. 
To pity guilty States, when they are wretched : 
our ſoft Ears to hear, and Eyes to weep 
Deeds done by Men, beyond the Acts of Furies. 
The eager Multitude, (who never yet 
Knew why to love, or hate, but only pleas'd 
T' expreſs their Rage of Power) no ſooner heard 
Th: Marmar of Seſanus in decline, 
But with that Speed and Heat of Appetite, 
With which they greedily devour the way 
Ts ſome great Sports. or a new Theatre, 
They fill d the Capitol and Pompey's Cirk, 
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Where, like ſo many Maſtives biting Stones; 
As if his Statues now-where ſenſitive | 
Of their wild Fury: firſt; they tear them down; 
Then faſtning Ropes; drag them along the Streets, 
Crying in ſcorn, This, this was that rich Head 
Was crown'd with Garlands, and with Odors, this 
That was in Rome ſo reverenced. Now 
The Furnace and the Bellows ſhail to work, 
The great Se anus crack, and Piece by Piece, 
Drop i' the Founder's Pit. Lep. O, Popular Rage! 
Ter. The whilſt the Senate at the Temple of Concord, 
Make haſte to meet again, and thronging cry, 
Let us condemn him, tread him down in Water. 
While he doth lie upon the Bank; away: 
Where ſome, more tardy, cry unto their Bearers, 
He will be cenſur'd ere we come, run Knaves, 
And ule that furious Diligence, for fear 
Their Fond-men ſhould inform againſt their Nackneſ;, _ 
And bring their quaking Fleſh unto the Hook: 
The Routthey follow with confuſed Voice, 
Crying, they're glad, ſay, they could ne'er abide him; 
Enquire what Man he was, what kind of Face, 
What Beard he hid, what Noſe, what Lips? Proteft. 
They ever did preſage h* would come to this: 
They never thought him wiſe nor valiant : Ask 
After his Garments, when he dies, what Death; 
And not a Beaſt of all the Herd demands, | 
What was his Crime? Or who were his Accuſers? 
Under what Proof, or Teſtimony he fell? 
here came (ſays one) a huge long worded Letter 
From Caprꝭs againſt him. Did there ſo? 
O, they are ſatisfied, no more, Lep. Alas ! 
They follow Fortune, and hate Men condemn'd, . 
Guilty or not. Arr. But had Seſanus thriv'd 
In his deſign, and proſperouſly oppreſt 
The old Tiberius then in that ſame Minute, 
Theſe very Raſcals, that now rage Hike Furies, 
Would have proclaim'd Se, anus Emperor. 
| Lep. But what hath follow'd ? 
Ter. Sentence by the Senate, 


To loſe his Head; which was no ſooner off, . 


F 
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But that, and th' unfortunate Trunk were ſciz'd 
By the rude Multitude ; who not content 
With what the forward Juſtice ot the State, 
Officiouſly had done, with violent R hs 
Have rent it Limb from Limb. A thouſand Heads, 
A thouſand Hands, ten thouſand Tongues and Voices 
Employ'd at once in ſeveral Acts of Malice! 
Old Men not ſtaid with Age, Virgins with Shame, 
Late Wives with loſs of Husbands, Mothers of Children, 
Loſing all griet in joy of his {ad Fall, 
Run quite tranſported with their Cruelty ! 
Theſe mounting at his Head, theſe at his Face, 
Theſcdigging out his Eyes, thoſe with his Brains 
Sprinkling themſcives, their Houſes and their Friends. 
Others are met, have raviſh'd thence an Arm, 
And deal ſmal pieces of the Fleſh for Favours; 
Theſe with a Thigh, this bath cut off his Hands, 
And this his Feet, theſe Fingers, and theſe Toes; 
Thit hath his Liver, he his Heart: there wants 
Nothing but room for Wrath, and place for Hatred 
What cannot oft be done, is now o're done. 
The whole, and al of what was great Sejanus, 
And next to (aſar, did poſſeſs the World, 
Now torn and ſcatter'd, as he needs no Grave; 
Each little Duſt covers a little Part: 
So lies he no where, and yet often buried! 
Arruntius, Nuntius, Lepidus, Terextius 
More ot Sejanus? Nun. Les. 
TL ep. What can be added? 
We know him dead. 
Nun. Then there begin your Pity. 
There is enough beh nd to melt ev'n Rome, 

And Ceſar into Tears: (fince never Slave 

Cou d yet ſo highly oftend, but Tyranny, | 
In torturing him, would make him worth lamenting.) 
A Son and Daughter to the dead Sejanus, 

(Of whom there is not now ſo-much remaining 
As wou'd give faſtning to the Hang-man's Hook) 
Have they drawn forth tor farther Sacrifice; 
Whoſe tenderneſs of Knowledge, unripe Years 
d c hildiſh ſily Iunacence was ſuch, 
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As ſcarce would lend them feeling of their danger: 

Tu Girl ſo fimple, 7 ſhe — 

Here they would lead her? t cauſe they dragg d her 
Cry'd, She would do no more: That wks Aris ? 
Warning with beating. And our Laws 

' - Admitno Virgin immature todie, | 

"The wittily, and ſtrangely cruel Macro, 

| Deliver'd her to be deflower'dand ſpoil'd, 
By therude Luſt of thelicentious Hangman, 
I ̃ ben to be ſtrangled with her harmleſs Brother; 

Lep. O, A& moſt worthy Hell, and laſting Night; 

To hide it from the World! Nun. Their Bodies throws 
Into the Gemonies, (I know not how, 1 
Or by what Accident return'd ) the Mother, 

Th' expulſed Apicata, finds them there; 

Whom when ſhe faw lie ſpread on the Degrees, 

After a World of Fury on her ſelf, 

Tearing her Hair, defacing of her Face, | 

Beating her Breaſts and Womb, kneeling amaz'd, 

Crying to Heaven, then to them ; at laſt, 

Her drowned Voice gat up above her Woes, 

And with ſuch black and bitter Execrations, 

(As might affright the Gods, and force the Sun 

Run backward to the Eaſt; nay, make the old 

Deformed Chaos riſe again, t' o're-whelm 

Them, us, and all the World) ſhe fills the Air, 

Upbraids the Heavens with their partial Dooms, 

Defies their Tyrannous Powers, and demands, 

What ſhe, and thoſe poor Innocents have tranſgreſs d: 

That they muſt ſuffer ſuch a ſnare in Vengeance, 

Whilſt Livia, Lygdus, and Eudemus live, | 

Who; (as ſhe ſays, and firmly vows to prove it 

To Caſar, and the Senate) poy ſorſ d Druſus ? 

Lep. Confederates with her Husband ?! 

Nan, I. Lep. Strange act 

Arr. How ſtrangely open d: what ſays now my Mont 

er, 

The Multitude ? they reel now ; do they not? 

Nun. Their Gall is gone, and now they gin to weep 

The Miſchief they bave done, | 
r. I thank em Rogues. 


N * 
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Nun. Part are ſo ſtupid, or ſo flexible, 
As they believe him Innocent; all grieve : 
And ſome, whoſe Hands yet reak with his warm Blood, 
Aud gripe the Part which they did tear of him, 
Wiſh him collected and created new. 

Lep. How Fortune plies her Sports, when ſhe begins 
To practiſe em! purſues, continues, adds 
Confounds, with varying her empaſſiond Moods. 

Arr. Doſt thou hope Fortune to redeem thy Crimes? 
To make amends for thy ill placed Favours, 15 
With theſe ſtrange Puniſhments? Forbear you Things, 
That ſtand upon the Pinnacles of State, 

To boaſt your ſlippery Height; when you do fall, 
You daſh your ſelves in Pieces, ne'erto ric; 
And he that lends you pity, is not wiſe. 

Ter. Let this Example move th' inſolent Man, 

Not to grow proud, and careleſs of the Gods: 

It is an odious Wiidom to blaſpheme, 

Much more to lighten, or deny their Powers. 

For, whom the Morning ſaw ſo Great and High, 
Thus low, and little, *fore the Even doth lie, 


The Endof the Firſt Volume. 


